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ERE is news for every woman in 

America. A new and 
stocking that, this season, we believe 
will be worn more than any other. A 
great hosiery maker and a celebrated 
couturiére collaborated in its making. 

TO PARIS FOR COLOUR 
The science of knitting flawless, cob-web 
chiffons is best known in this country. 
But the flair and inspiration for exquisite 
colour rests in Paris. So, for the first 
time, a world-famous maker of America 
joins with the master artist of le beau 
monde ... Lucile. 

Now there comes a new conception of 
the stocking mode. A new sense of cor- 
rect colours, proper shades—and how to 
choose them. For Lucile forecasts the 
mode and then creates new Holeproof 
shades to correspond. Thus American 
women by the thousands, today, wear 
colours seen along the world’s most fash- 
ionable promenades in Paris, 


“frenchy” 


HE NEY, 
uctle, Paris ~ Ploleproof 
STOCKING & 


A clinging, filmy chiffon of pure 
thread silk... coloured by Lucile 
in chic and tantalizing hues 


for spring and summer modes 





| 
| 





[foleproof Hasiery 


Milwaukee, and London, Canada 
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This dainty agfernoon frock tsdistinctlydt 


Seprut and / as tines ave pro 
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nf de-crey shade 
Luctle decommand® one of thew 
\ shades: Délis, 


Petale, Fleur delisg 

MANY COLOPRS—FEW CORRE 
| 

Ordinary shades may seengAd match! 

‘, bat Lucile asserts that in two 

ten one alow@ will be com 

qt’s why there ‘ts one Lucile f 
Fanchon; but ote Lucile beige, Riv 
So in Lucile you have a colour authot 

iat Holeproof, alone, of all fine i 
Tanto er you. 

THIS STOCKING COSTS S18 
The Lucile-Holeproof stocking pit 
here comes in transparent, sheer chit 
as well as heavier service weights. '™ 
from imperfections. Free from st 
or shadows, as are all Holeproot st® 
Dyed in new shades by a non-lae 
process. Invisibly reinforced at t® 
heel for extra weeks of wear. FulH® 
ioned—slenderizing and delicately ala 

See this number at your Hole 
store. Other styles range from $1. 
$2.95. All are of the same flawles® 
ture. All give the same long wel 
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The Red 


“Pink Tooth Brush” is a protest 


T 
AGE 1 


from over-coddled gums 


Our gums are soft— 


sometimes they bleed — for their health has been 
impaired by lack of stimulation from our food. 


AVE you ever noticed as you brush 
H your teeth, a tinge of pink upon the 
bristles of your brush? 

If you have, it is a sign that your gums 
need your immediate attention. It does 
not necessarily mean that you have pyor- 
thea, but it certainly does indicate that 
you should at once begin to look after 
the health of your gums. 


Why gum troubles 
are so prevalent today 


Most cases of “‘pink tooth brush’’ and 
other troubles of the gums can be traced 
toa dormant condition of the gum tissue, 
to a lack of exercise and of stimulation. 

Our diet is soft and creamy, we eat too 
quickly. Our teeth and gums do not get 
enough rough, hard chewing that coarser 
fare would give. The circulation within 


the gum walls becomes sluggish and slow. 


The gingival tissues lose their tone, 
they grow soft and tender to the 
brush. They bleed—the first warn- 
ing of more serious troubles to come 
—of gingivitis—Vincent's infection 


: 
or even, perhaps, the dread pyorrhea. Ye st 
} ff ik 


How Ipana and massage 


repair the damage soft food does 


To change the culinary habits of our > ae 


households is a task too radical to 
attempt. Servants would leave. 
Guests might not enjoy it. But it is 
simple, as any dentist will inform you, 
to keep the gums in health in spite of 
modern food. 


Massage is one great aid. — Tooth 
Paste is another. A gentke ftietionizing 
takes but a minute morning and night 


and helps to restore the normal circula- 
tion, to relieve congestion and to bring 














Under a regime of modern food—soft and over-refined—our gums grow soft, weak and unbealtby. 





This page explains the simple method dentists recommend to offset the lack in our diet, and to keep 
our gums firm and sound. 








the gums back to a healthy state. As 
ope authority says: 


“The instant the’gums are brushed 
properly the blood starts to flow 
more rapidly and a new life and 
color make their appeartance.”"* 


And this frictionizing, or massage, is 
all the better if Ipana,/Tooth Paste is the 
agent. For Ipana contains  zitatol, an 
antiseptic.and bemostatic known and 
used by the dental profession for many 
years. This ziratol content gives Ipana 
its remarkable power to aid the massage 
in toning the gums and in rendering them 
firm, sound and more resistant to infection. 


Make a full-tube trial of Ipana 


The coupon in the corner will bring you 
a ten-day tube—enough to acquaint you 
with Ipana’s delicious flavor and its un- 
excelled cleansing and polishing proper- 
ties. Indeed, thousands use it for these 
virtues alone. 

But the full-size tube from the drug 
store, providing more than a hundred 
brushings, makes a fairer and more thor- 
ough test of its good effects on your 
gums. So give Ipana the full 30 days’ 
trial and see if you, too, do not decide 
that this is the tooth paste you want to 
use for the rest of your life. 


* From a standard text-book on preventive dentistry 











BRISTOL-MYERS CO., Dept. G-57 

73 West Street, New York, N. Y. 
Kindly send me a trial tube of IPANA TOOTH 
PASTE. Enclosed is a two-cent stamp to cover 
partly the cort of packing and mailing. 


IPANA Tooth Paste 


— made by the makers of Sal Hepatica 
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Dayton Thorobred Extry 
heavy Tubes, Grey~oj 
finest rubber, Red—~ 
purest antimony, Steay 
welded and reinforced 
valve base. They will 


hold air, 


safer miles-smoother miles 
- + faster miles —~ with 
the UNPARALLELED 
Dayton Stabilized Balloon 


VEN the most experienced, conservative 

drivers are thrilled by the matchless 
performance, ruggedness, and trouble free 
service of the Dayton StdQilised@ Balloon. 
Again the sponsors of} the pioneer low air 
pressure tire—the Dayton Thorobred~ Cord 
-revolutionize the stattdards by whi¢gh(tire 
values may be judged. 


Stabilized construction was developed excly/ 


sively by Dayton engineers. It combine$ ; 
every tire advantage—long life, easy steering 


smooth riding, and utmost safety; Stabilizing 
bands of friction rubber draw center-Of tread 
parallel to center of rim, thus’ preventing 


Dayton 


ON WHEELS OF LARGE DIAMETER— install Dayton 
Thorobred Cords—superlative tire values that shatter all 
mileage records. The Dayton Thorobred is the pioneer 
low air pressure cord—the first to combine comfort with 
safety and endurance. 


“shimmying.” Flat, center-traction tread has 
completé four-point road contact. No singing, 
no symbling. Quick-grip, quick-release nom 
skid’ gives lighthing “get-away”—no slipping 
er sliding. All rubber used is specially tem 
pered by an exclusive Dayton process and 
will survive the drubbing punishment of er 
tra thousands of miles of ruts and roads. 


Iy takes an unusual product to win such en 
thusiastic endorsement as users invariably 
give the amazing Dayton Stabilized Balloon. 
Examine the tire itself. See the Dayton 
dealer before you buy tires. 


The Dayton Rubber Manufacturing Co., Dayton, Obw 


TABILIZH 
BALLOON 
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The Orthophonic Victrola is in- 


deed a great musical instrument.” 


McCormack 1s 
truly McCormack 
on the 
New Orthophonic 


Victrola 


WuETHER an exacting Operatic air 
or one of those simple, haunting 
melodies for which the popular 
tenor of Old Athlone is better 
known, it is vividly McCormack 
on the new Orthophonic Victrola. 
Just as truly as though you sat in 
the fourth row at a McCormack 
recital! 

For the Orthophonic Victrola 
reproduces everything and misses 
nothing. The mannerisms... 
the very personality of the artist 
..« these are re-created perfectly 
by Victor's new and exclusive 
principle of “matched impe- 
dance.’ Only in the living pres- 
ence of the singer can you hear 














such music as the Orthophonic 
Victrola brings to your fireside. 


An unlimited source 
of home entertainment 


Without regard to hour, day, or 
season, the new Orthophonic 
Victrola is ready to entertain 
you and your friends with 
music of your own choosing. 
No matter what the type of 
music—operatic, symphonic, 
popular song or spirited dance 
—it will be sung or played by 
the world’s foremost artists. 
If you have not yet heard 
the new Orthophonic Victrola 
play the new Orthophonic 
Victor Records, you cannot 
conceive of the tremendous 


The New 
Orthop honic 


The Ontbophonic Victrola furnishes the finest 
music for the home. The Four-forty (above) 


és $165, list price. 


VICTOR TALKING MACHINE CO, 


—JOHN McCORMACK. 


strides that have been 
made in the science of 
sound-reproduction. Crit- 
ics, musicians and music-lovers 
have been amazed that any instru- 
meht could achieve such realism. 
The new Orthophonic Victor 
Records rival in importance the 
invention of the Orthophonic 
Victrola itself, as‘a contribution 
to better music in the home. They 
reproduce tones that are neither 
too soft nor too loud, but full, 
round, mellow, natural. These 
new records play on any instru- 
ment and greatly improve 
its playing quality! 





Let your ears tell you what words can- 
not. Go to your nearest dealer and ask 
for a demonstration of the new Ortho- 
phonic Victrola. There are many beau- 
tiful models, from $95 to $300, list price. 
Silent electric motor ($35 extra) elimi- 
nates winding. You play... and enjoy. 


ictrola 


CAMDEN, N. J., U. S. A. 
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Specia 
Manuscripts and art material 
cation in this magazine will 
the understanding that ¢ « 
shall not be respons sib 
while such manuscripts or art 


pr BE 99 C969C2 629570 





1 Notice to Writers and Artists: 


publi sher and editors 
e for loss or injury thereto 
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Published monthly. On sale the 12th of each month preceding date of issue. 


Table of Contents 


submitted for publi- 
only be received on 


Madeline Sheldon, Alma Drange, Vivienne Segal 


material are in the 
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The RED BOOK €Magazine 


SPECIAL NOTE: Each issue of The Red Book Magazine is copyrighted. Any republication of the matter 
appearing in the magazine, either wholly or in part, is not permitted except by special authorization. 


MAY, 1927 


ART SECTION—BEAUTIFUL WOMEN 


publisher's possession or m transit, 
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ity, and at the same time 


azine he has written what 
is believed to be his great- 
est story. 
“The Patriot;” and with < 
the world’s eyes upon 
China, nothing could be 
more timely, 





HUGH 4 
WILEY 


Noother American writer 
of fiction has a better un- 
derstanding of the mental 
processes of the Oriental, 
especially the Chinaman, 
than Hugh Wiley. And 
no other writer of fic- 
tion in this country has 
achieved wider popular- 


higher critical praise, than 


he. For the next — the 
June—issue of this mag- 


It is entitled 





J 





Subscription price: $2.50 a year in advance. 


Greta Garbo, Clara Blackath, Gladys Glad 


SERIAL NOVELS OF POWER AND PURPOSE 


FALLEN ANGELS—The most dramatic 
and engrossing mystery-romance we have rthur Somers Roche 
Illustrated by Lester Ralph 


ever printed. 
WE LIVE BUT ONCE—The fascinating Rupert Hughes 
Illustrated by Will Foster 


story of a ruthless love. (With synopsis.) ‘si v 
SHORT STORIES OF SPARKLE AND THRILL 
RED DIAMONDS OF RUNA—South 307 Beatrice Grimshaw 


Seas glamour and adventure at its best Sasusned be Chadies Bathe 


THE TECHNIQUE OF THE SIRENS— 
A modern college-town love-story. 


HIGH JOHN, CONQUEROR — Dark, 
dark comedy of the funniest kind. 


MOONLIGHT ALL THE WAY—There’s 2 


real charm in this. 


Illustrated by C. D. Williams 


Arthur K. Akers 


Illustrated by H. Weston Taylor 
John V. A. Weaver 
Illustrated by Arthur E. Becher 
THE MANICURE MYSTERY —A spe- — Elsa Barker 
cially interesting exploit of Detective Drake. Hlustrated by T. D. Skidmore 


THE ADVENTURER—The author of the Thomas Burke 
famous “Limehouse Nights” in his best vein. Illustrated by E. R. Kirkbride 
THE WIFE OF THE DICTATOR—This William McFee 


sailor's sweetheart came back to upset him. Uecwsted by Dudley Cloyne Su 4 


MONTY OF THE “Y” BENCH—A Will James 
round-up story by a real cowboy. Illustrated by the Author 


Ben Hecht 


Illustrated by T. D. Skidmore 
THE REAL SPIRIT OF OUR DAY 


PLAY TO THE KING—A stirring essay orp yo Angelo Patri 
by an inspiring writer. . Decoration by Franklin Booth 

AT THE WOMAN’S CLUB ELECTION 
There's real humor in this keen satire. Baron Ireland 
Decoration by John Held, Jr. 


GETTING TO NEW YORK—A signifi- 
Bruce Barton 


cant and thoughtful common-sense editorial. 
THE NEW WOMAN ° 

IN THE NEw wor_D— Mrs.].BordenHarriman 
“Which Way Is Youth Headed?” ably car- Illustrated by Photographs 


ries on an important discussion. 
THE MORAL REVOLT—New cases in™ 30 Fudge Ben B. Lindsey 
Illustrated by Photographs 


support of a daring argument. 
COVER DESIGN—Painted from life: C. Bosseron Chambers 
Canadian postage S0c per year. hi Afro AER 


ZALZALZA —A strange saga of the city 3 
streets by the author of “The Lifer.” 


Subscriptions are received by all newsdealers and booksellers, or may be sent direct to the Publisher. Remittance must be made by Draft, Post Office or Express 
Money Order, by Registered Letter or by Postage Stamps of 2-cent denomination, and not by check, because of exchange charges. 
CHANGE OF ADDRESS: Notification regarding change of subscriber's address must reach us four weeks in advance of the next day of issue. 


ADVERTISING FORMS close on the 3rd of the second preceding month (July forms close May 3rd). 





Advertising rates on application. 


THE CONSOLIDATED MAGAZINES CORPORATION, Publisher, The Red Book Magazine, 36 So. State Street, Chicago, Ill. 


CHARLES M. RICHTER 
Vice-President 


LOUIS ECKSTEIN RALPH K. STRASSMAN 


President Vice-President 


Office of the Advertising Director, 420 Lexington Avenue, New bony cr. N. Y¥. 
. C. 


LONDON OFFICES, 6 Henrietta Street, Covent Garden, 
Entered as second-class matter April 25, 1905, at the 


office at Chicago, Illinois, ert Wy Act of Congress of March 3, 1879 


post 
Copyright, 1927, by THE CONSOLIDATED MAGAZINES CORPORATION (The Red Book Magazine) 
Copyright, 1927, by THE CONSOLIDATED MAGAZINES CORPORATION in Great Britain and the Dominions. Entered at Stationers’ Hall, London, England 
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National Safety 
Council says so / 





'e Ts National Safety Council recently held its Fifteenth 
i 4 Annual Safety Congress and Exhibit, attended by over 
, five thousand safety exponents from all parts of the United 





States and from foreign countries as well. 








Oneand ONLY one automobile was invited toexhibit at this 
Congress. And that one—the Improved New Safety Srutz. 


| 
| The invitation of the Council to the Stutz Company 






says, in part: 





“Your organization has produced a motor car 
which will not only help further to reduce the 
} number of accidents, but also minimize the seri- 
ousness of their results. We are particularly 
anxious to have the New Safety Stutz at the 
| 
! 
| 









exhibit because it marks a new epoch in the 
automobile industry.” 









The greater safety and security claimed by its makers for 
the Improved New Safety Stutz is thus officially recognized 
by the most important safety agency in the world. 















And to this cardinal superiority is added an onrushing 
smartness of appearance, a surpassing ease - of -riding-and- 
driving, a certain reliability and a marvelous performance. 


Wide Choice of Standard and Special Models 


A complete line of standard, de luxe and custom-built 
body styles, meeting every possible requirement of style, 
body appointments and price. The choice of 60 body 
styles and appointments, with unlimited combinations in 
many of the models. 


STUTZ MOTOR CAR COMPANY of anna Inc. 













THE SYMBOL OF SAFETY 






















Indianapolis 
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Real Boys 


and Girls 


By GEORGE ANN LILLARD 


Formerly Vice-President, Middle Western Section, Camp Directors’ Association 


OUNGER and younger, boys and 

girls are going to the camps. In the 
beginning of the organized camp move- 
ment, practically all the applicants were 
boys and girls of high school age. Ten 
years ago, eighty per cent of them were 
fourteen years of age or over; today, the 
majority are children under twelve when 
they first go to camp. This growing ap- 
peal which the summer camp is making to 
parents of young as well as older children 
is evidence of a new educational need 
which the good summer camp is prepared 
to meet. 

The increasing artificiality of our daily 
lives tends to rob our boys and girls of 
their opportunities to enjoy the real priv- 
ileges of childhood—to experiment, to 
explore, to discover for themselves pleas- 
ure in simple things. They are becoming 
more and more miniature copies of their 
elders, blase before the teen-age is reached. 
In a restaurant the other day, I noticed 
a tiny girl, possibly all of four; her poise 
was perfect; the design of her dress, the 
shape of her small chapeau, her fur-col- 
lared coat, the shape of her little handbag, 
were all modelled after those of most of 
the women present. Beside her stood a 
little boy, looking like a Lilliputian in his 
stiff, stuffy, ugly suit and overcoat, which 
followed the most accepted fashions in 
men’s attire. They showed nothing of the 
interest or naive curiosity as to their sur- 
roundings which one associates with child- 
hood 

The summer camp removes the child 
from the “hot-house” atmosphere of our 
modern life. To camp is to become child- 
like, to explore, to invent, to use mind and 
muscle in the solution of definite problems. 
Webster defines child-like as “exhibiting 
innocence, obedience, trustfulness,” and 
unless one has the spirit and attitude of 


the child, he cannot enjoy the full value 
of camping. 

Besides acquiring artificial ideas as to 
dress and conduct, modern children are in 
danger of losing the real spirit of play. 
Most of their amusements are provided 
for them, and they take a merely passive 
role. They sit silently in the theatres, go 
to dancing classes and, at their parties, 
have paid “entertainers” to amuse them. 
Two young ladies of eight recently com- 
plained to me that the management of the 
hotel where they lived had given a 
“stupid, boresome” Christmas party for 
the children instead of the formal dance 
they expected! 

Our multiplicity of modern inventions 
is taking from our children opportunities 
to experiment, to test their own ideas and 
find out things for themselves instead of 
having facts and conclusions thrust upon 
them. It would seem that we are intent 
on making them into little men and little 
women instead of letting them enjoy to 
the fullest the riches of childhood. 

It is not always possible to control a 
child's environment as completely as the 
parent may wish. However, the organ- 
ized summer camp offers to the child an 
opportunity to enjoy, for a time, his right- 
ful heritage of normal play, contact with 
Nature, and the creative tasks which de- 
velop initiative and make him feel the 
joys of accomplishment. Let us be grate- 
ful to the camps for preserving the simple 
childlike things. Let us be glad that 
more and more parents each year are 
recognizing the value of the work the 
good summer camp is doing to keep the 


children child-like. 














For Camp Information write, Department of Education, THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE, 420 Lexington Ave., New York City 
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NEW ENGLAND STATES 





CAMPS AND SUMMER SCHOOLS FOR GIRLS _ 
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Lake Pleasant, Sacco, Maine 
A distinctive Camp for Girls 7-17. Individual care. 
Responsible Councilors. Experienced Director. Registration Limite 
Athletics, Aquatics, Hefweback. Hikes and Cafioe Trips 
Booklet. Elinor C. Barta, 8 Cabot Street, Winchester, 


u“iARTA CA 











CATHEDRAL 
PINES 


A camp planned for 
creative restfulness 
through work and 


Camp Farwell play intelligent! 
A camp for girlfn beautiful lake in Gree directed to fit o 
tains, Vermont. Fine horses. No extr girls for anoth 
for riding. Farwell girlgrknow joys of life in th . 
a-other winter of sch 


open with swimming, -eanecing, tennis a 
land and water sports. Dramatics. Craffs. Tents ond social ectin 


and Bungalows. Hot and col Id runni ater. Care- 
ful supervision. Senior and Fee ey 8. 22nd Booklet sent on request 
Year. — on Request. 

Mrs. Henry Payson Dowst 


osalie R. Sanderlin, Director 
3245 Cleveland Ave.. N. W., Washington, D. C. Winthrop, Maine 























EELA-WOOKET CAMPS rset 


All land and water syorts. Horseback, 

canoe and hiking t : 

Skilled —instructp completely 

eqaipped camp. and senior 
“roups. Booklet en request, 

Miss Frances A. Davis, Director 


Province Lake New Hampshire 

















FOR GIRLS ROXBURY, VERMONT 
r The Hor bps Camps ,, rcirk 
“The Camp \WitAout Extras VERM 

Beautiful horsés, ex instryetion. Swimming. psy LEE, ONT 
zolf. Sleeping bungafows. 15th Season. Camp p KBpice of the discrtininat 
Idlewild for beys. Booklets. Mro and Mrs. A. acdtion de Lure. Correet 
Roys, 10 Bowdoin St., a Mass. ~ PX hele golf Select 
n an ane waler 
—-——— —————_ Sy Mountain trips. ith 
seagon, Booklet, Director, %9F 

Summer St.. Fitchburg, Mass. 


The Sargent C : “yn 


Peterboro, New Ha i — 
Exceptional equipment for riding, tennis KO KOS I 
and all other outdoor sports, Pinb for 
young women over eo » In the beautiful lake re 
or more. Number ‘ited. aimful summer of Teg 

Mrs. C. L. Si from 8 to 18. Land an 
a “ experieuced supervision. 
20 Everett St. Tomes, 266 Lenox Road, 


f \ B A unique summer haunt. 


For Girls. Belgrade Lakes, Maine: Tweng¥-first Season. | Licensed guide and train 
Booklet. Miss Hortense Hersom, 46 /Beacon Street, |ited. Rate $350. Early 
Vv. D. Slingluff, Box 























THE TALL PINES 


The best «hmmer of all—in a del 
of fragran®pine woods nec rd Benning 
free, Mappy days doi just the 
to 18 love. Sizzling bacon * 
night hikes, canoeing o 
ming and horseback ridi r 
camp is_ noted for fits comforts a 
table. The Club (separate). for Adel mad 
professional and business women, receives campers 
for short vacations. Booklets on request, 
MISS EVELINA REAVELEY 
Rox R Elim 


OGONTZ fais torus 


Diving into a wood-circled lake, 
wind-swept wave 5, paddling 

to the’Tising sun! A d 

and water Then night, 

around a snapping fire,  sigf-a-song-of- 
Ogontz. 600 acres. Experienceg counselorg 
Horseback riding in pyre of W, 

alry officer. Tutoring 

Cabins with lights *, 


Club for older Is. 
Catalog. \ 


OGONTZ SCHOOL’, 
Rydal, Pa. 











H., on Gregg Lake, 
1800. as i F y ae to 65 girls from a 
Jewish familfes. Three , racaes 1 
sellors Individual at 


in, 609 W. 14th ‘St. “New York, &. ¥. 
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Wolfeboro, N im the great region of Lake W 
for Your denghter. Screened 
te 


MR. & MRS. A. 0. CHRISTIANSEN. 
WAWENOCK-OW 
A camp on Leke Sefago whem 50 girl 
summer. Free horseback riding Wery 
water-sports—arts and crafts—dmjmat 


care for each girl's happiness a el 
Mrs. Elroy 0. LaCasce, Fryeburg Academy, 
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MIDDLEBURY 





Boston, Mass. ee ea 


The Luther Gulic Camps Lake Weodbury, Mon Me 
For Girls, Sou Cas » Mai girls. A — imurn of tad enjcvment, chro 
Little Wohelo, 8-13; .Sybaagy Wohelo, 3-18. Fesults, ‘Seven successivd dry vammers. P 
Mrs. Charlotte Vv. Gulick, 42 High St., 'write for illustrated lites nae at 
Portland, ne Rieger. Jr.. A. M.. R-253@ Diamond ‘s.. ‘Philadelphia 


CAMP.PUKWA NA on | Sebago Lake, We. 


Camp for gitis noted f diiness and 
aciousness. Active w sant land snort. C anoe Y= and horse- 
Back riding e' andg¢rafts, C , ome < Co Dramatics. De- 
licious | Food. io ‘Ex hed gape lars Pe a 
: a0} apel Cc. MISS 


MRS B. ADA 
FANNY CRENS SHAW UB in Mawr)¥19 W. Praeiine Bt. * Richmond” Va. 


CAMP NAIDNI ~ 


On Lake Duhmoré; #Vermont, 60 acres.) % mile lake 
front. Wholesome v@ation camp for girls 8-21. Swim 
ming, canoeing, felt es. Season’ 8 and 10 
weeks, 1927. 


ly to 
Mrs. G. C. Britten St. S Marks | Plage Mt. Kisco, N. Y. 


700 sores = rivate lake net. it |CAMP »-OVERLC K ' Georgetown, Maine 
plished 1923. 
7 Protestant Py liom 10 to 16 years of age. 
ene ‘orollment. Le ge" t waukesg /Class “A” rating f State Department of, Health. 
Season of 8 wee 300.00. Gatalog om request. 
Brooks, Maine Mrs. rtha Rich Bowen 









































For heat a camp. information address the “Department of Education, THE RED BOOK “MAGAZINE, , 420 | Lexington n Ave, D 


CAM WIHAKOWL. 


Girls’ camp in fhe Greea Mountains; all usual camp 
tivities incl horsemanship: » Illustrated 

Prof. and Mrs. Arthur E. Winstow, Box 85, Nornie™ Box 85, North’ 
Cy 1} ——ome-cAMP 


THE CORNUCOPIA Fer 20%» 


rty-one mil York City 
-., land sports om F iding, arts and cra’ 
dancing, etc if Pesired. Frfapest onic, 
Jaly and 





and overnight weeks 
EDWARD F. 8B ELOW ector, ArcAdiA, 











4& hours from New Gork-400 Aeres-Hile iS a 


Gypsy Bye es Activities-Rote 
Airs Me Boker. Lore, Mossetkee 
New York 





















Ss 
~ 


i ie! | 


[= SFage4 





F| 


4 


> 


we 


Set |. i=  . ~~" 


J FEakES | F 


‘99 si 2S 


lee 


1? Fre 








=> 





Red Book Magazine 


———— 


ERLALTO 


(HARRISON, ME. , 
ty acres of field and forest. 
lows and modern c 
— Sand Beach exte 
? Water Spor 
Riding and “ar: over 


Tennis fts 
All positions fille 4 


Miss Phoebe R. Haskell, Marion, Mass. 










oodiand trails. 
Dramatics 
ustrated Booklet. 





Lake Fairlee | 
Vermont 


Girls, Delightful infotmal or- 
All sports. Riding, swimmi: 
archery, rifle shooting, 
, Peaving, woodcraft, dancing 

and camping trips 
. No extras. 




















NEW ENGLAND > STATES 






CAMPS AND AMPS AND SUMMER scH 






North Falmouth, Mas¢. > e Sex- 
shore Camp for Girls orseback rid with 
trained ha ctor. Iliustrat . Miss atrice 
A. Hun _ Plymouth Street. Holbrook, Massachusetts. 


CAMI KNOLLMERE SL 


girls 6-18. Ocean trips, horseback 
tennis and crafts taught by ex- 
Rate #200. Vacation Club.older 


r camp for 
water sports, 
perienced counsellors 













girls. Director: Mfs. Albert Sloper, Fairhaven, Mass. 
SEA- A Salt Water Camgl for Girls 
Portsmouth , Island 
Land a Wer sports. Dramatica i Modern 
Equipme Expert staff. Illustrate@fbook let. 
Gre. , Marie R. Fleneren, School of Expressi R Fall River, Mees. 
For girls 9 to 90. Lorate pe -Co@, Frésh and 
salt water swimming. Tenn oeigg, Towing Shells 
Archery, and field . sports alog Miss E Schu- 
macher, Physical Dipector. Miss Beard’s School, P. O 
Box 924, New Rochelle, N. Y. 


CAMPS AND SUMMER SCHOOLS 
FOR BOYS Ayo GIRLS 














“ALOHA C) UB 


Young Women | 

Excellent golf. | 
Address 
} 


“ -SHORE ACRES 





Province Lake 
New Hampshire 


FoR Gi 


PINE KNO Noy] ‘OSSIPEE 








[ Ramp pes 


THE KENDALL HALL SUM 


P 








_ 
UNMISTAKABLY DIFFERENT 
— On the Seashore, 
— Riding, Sailing, Tennis, Water Sports 
No Extras 
— A promise of Summer Happiness 
— of Scholastic and Physical Betterment 
Write for information to 
Mr. & Mrs. CHARLES P. KENDALL 
BOX 4@ PRIDE’S CROSSING, MASS. 














Newbury, N. H. 
3 to 21. lith Season. 
Water Sports, Tennis, Riding. 
Amy L. MacMaster, A. M. 

142 West llth St. New York, 


\ 
Girls 


















ar Conway, White Mts., N. H. 
ding. Overnight Mountain and Wate: 


On Separate 


Special foes ities 
Trips, Sw 





for older girls and women. Tennis, 
sing, swimmipg. etc 100 acres 
rates. Booklet 


Maderate 
RECTORS 





clasp camp experience at a moderate 
Mt, region. Mt. or Mra. Maynard L. 


e, Rumaey, N. H.. Estab. 1995. 
taim camp, 2000 feet Above Sea. 

Modern. All activities. nae 
Mseringina be Jewish, girls 8 to 21. Address 
ar. Aaron L. Richman, Directors. 
* Rumney, LY 


F Sok Tate, A gates Oe Seneee | * 


nN acti 
a St... Say ass, 
Whitfield Rd.. Somerville, Mass. 


CAMP for girls 6-18 


k, mnecticut. In the beautiful 
Sy n Blevation—Sports, Games, 
nphSsized— Ap izing a gels F 

a 


Booklet. azeb P, 
Brooklyn, N. Y 


-UEKA CAMP 
to¢ao wing. healthy, ha v,getel. 


Land and w 
° we wenek Avenue, Bew York 


Place, 




















FOR ADULTS _ 

E” BRIDGTON, MAINE 
Non-routine Adulf Camp 

Where parents and Kireq. vacation together. I’rivate 

bungalows and Méals in main Lodge. Sandy 


ghland Lake Jihias. Tengis, Horseback 
riding. Lessons in swinging, boating and canoeing. 
For further information grite e Bex 341, Bethichem, | 




















192 roto | 
are advertised in these pages. 
We advise early.enrollment. All 
good cantps are limited to a fixed 
number. We visited many of 
these camps last summer and will 
be glad to help you decide. 
Write, giving all essential facts 
about boy or girl, rate, location 


dress 


The Director, Department of Education 





Music, [ ties, Woodcraft, Ne- 

nt, end Companionship ideal. 
Covalers and Pheies on request to 

Mr. or Mrs. J.C. Bucher, GoxR, Peekskill, New York 





ture Bim 























DAMARISCOTTA for Bo m Damartscotta Lake 
Completely equipped aturing Aquatics, Riding, 
Fencing, Manual Arts 

WAWANOCK for Girls—Cultural, Christian. Fea- 


turing Aquatics, Ridtie, Nature “Lore 
For iliestrated catalogs address : 
Mr. or Mrs. D. E. Angrews, Jefferson, Maine. 











iveh little folks at this Onique 
hill amidst pines. Private 
Hospital ‘nurse. Highest 
address 

. 58th St., New Verk City. 


+ UAN ITA for Girls. 


Gardner, Lake, Conn 


aithated 
Conducted b3 10% 
credentials. For informatic 
M. H. L. Fubrmann, 120. 


CADAHO ‘or 


Jistinctively sep@raté 









16 acres of land. Rates . including all land and 
water sports. . Horsebeck ing afd tutoring gate ep 
tional. _ Iitustrated bookie 


Light, 162, 182, Wallingtord, Pa. 


ICOURT 


teh 3-10 for whom camp life may 
~ombines outdoor life with home 


be too strenuor 





KINEOWATHA TUTOR 


CAMPS FOR sors 


MOHAWK LODGES 


otington, Mass. 

IN THE GERKSHIRES 

ividual attention to personal Epauire: 

ognetilor to every 4 ca sical 
campers our first tonaideration. F Freeh 

oy poe a n 












—_ sources. Camp 

jete equipment,— 

" rin macare study | Famocratt 

icra 

Christian boys aged 7- 
For fustrered booblet, informajjon or parece 


interview, addr: 
182 Wi ‘Read, pcneennand “Mass. 











South Pairlee, Vermonts 
10. 
uniors, 11 to 12. 


. 13 to Ib. 
: well -balanced program 
experienced supervision, All outdc 
tivities. Special facilities for wate 
Rate $350. Booklet, 
Mr. and =, David R. 
3300 | Sonmark 


40 













EAST BREWSTER, 





care and comfor per nf. $1100 per yr. Music and 
tutoring arrang#d. Booklet, Mrs. Ruth Beardslee Kings- 
bury, John H. ingsbury, M.A., Merricourt, Bertin Conn. 






IMAROCKs FARM 


Petersham, Massachusetts 
hildren for whem the strenuous 
ies of regular cavip life are un- 


sui, iy Address, 
Katharine E. Sajkeld, R. F. D. No. 1, Athol, Masa 


MAST-COVE CAMP eiior, me. 


Children 4 tofi4. ‘Small family group.’ Experienced. 
sympathetic . under the personal suyervision of the 
an —,)# by Me. and Mrs. Stan- 
wood Co rears Chase Country School 
Chevy Chase, 



















Superb bathing, sailing, can 
Horseback riding. Cabins. Tu 
for underweights. Senior, 
HARRIMAN R. DODD, 


fishing» Jand sports. 
ther. Nutrition classes 
ite: Gdior Camps. Booklet. 
cester Academy, Worcester, Mass. 





For Bo 
BOB-WHITE ,,fe" Pers, 
AS SS. & hours from New York City. 
Fou ik and mm trips. 
Wai . Veg from own Send for 
booklet Pm, c. gail ened teneet, 


New York City 
sare fe. Suc’. Ashland, Sess. 


MP WONPOSET 


Carnipfor young boys at/Bantam Lake, Conn. In 
Berkshires. All activités, Excellént supervision. 


— 











THE BANCROFT CAMP 
FOR 


BACKWARD CHILDREN 


On the Maine Coast near Rockland. Life 
the open, Swimming, Canoeing, 
Motor Boating, Degp-Sea Fishing and other 
Water rts, rséback Riding, Motoring 
and Tennis. 
Trained Direc 
and Nurses giv 
needs of each 
Physicia® 










in 


rs, Experienced Teachers 
individual attention to the 
ild. 

nd Trained Nurse always 

at camp. Under same direction as 
Bancroft School near Philadeiphia, 


lilustrated Booklet on Request. 








| 
and kind of camp desired. Ad- 
| 
| 

















100 miles trom New York. 22nd Year. Wouk/er. 
Robert R. Tindale, 41 E . 7ist Street, New York 


PINNACLE 


p of Quality. llth Season. 
aining. Nature Study. Woodcraft 
Sohooner trips Loch Lymé Cabins 
for Adult—_ Aeeklets. Mr. Atvin.@. Thayer, 
Director, Box {, Lyme, N. “R: 


CAMP AMPANOAG 


Cape Cod, Buzzards Bay 
ys from 8 to 16. Instruction in sailing a 


















A “salt waver water = for 


spec soerss. T practic 

ler weteneed coll instruction ta life saving 4 fitary 
drill. Camp mother ret. 

Mrs. ‘and E. Director; Assistant Director and Coun- 


242 Grant Ave., Newton Centre. Mass. 





THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE D Maine Campf with more inférmal program for 30 
IRECTORS “f 
: o Ider bo Water sports, trips, baseball, riding, 
420 Lexington Avenue, New York City E. A. Farrington, M. D., and Jenzia C. Cooley ra oa . Coitege instructors Send tor Tooker. 
CA 
Box F. Haddonfield, New Jersey cher WH. Wateh QoKha OS Gaon ¥. 6 














me 


d camp information address the Sasanet of Education, THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE, 420 Lexington Ave., New York City. 






Stre en Kee pole pe lo under rt tutors of Col~ 
lege Segeretery ; 
sports, hiking tnd ‘ts 
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NEW ENGLAND STATES The Red aie: Magaring 


CAMPS AND SUMMER SCHO Ss — CAMPS FOR Boy AND “GIRLS a 


The Cape Cod Nautical Camps 
BONNIE DUNE \ CHEQUESSET 


For Thirty B 8- i¢ 
. sites sites the Salt Water, fifteen miles Fer Forty Girls 12. 20 


ape 
Personal Attention to Che Individual. Emphasis given "Health and Happiness. 
of BONNIE DUNE, address For Illustrated Booklets of CHEQUESSET, ada 
Mrs. Dwight L. Rogers, 20 Parkside Rd , Providence. R. 1. M Lucil gga 
or Dwight L. Rogers, Jr., 43 West 45th St., New York City tee Lucille Rogers, 
Tel. Bryant 7183 207 State Street, Schenectady, N. ¥ 
Members of Camp Directors Association A 


Ps ———SSS=zlell 
CAMPS AND SUMMER SCHOOLS FOR BOYS <== 


—s 7 __*__|| CAMP WAGANAKI For Boys _ CAMP>> 
ne woodsy life of the old-time ow nepeanunen, in Lake Region of i NAMEQUOIT 


as go Crusoe Island in Lake : 
N. Sailing and Crew, Golf instruction, Aquaplan- : . a 
ing. Fishing. No extras. Booklet Our long rw ‘ be re > ng for boys : 
L. D. Roys, 42 Bowdoin St., Cambridge, Mass. struction im the 4 
1 y boys return- small boats at odin 
Limited to 45 egg knockaboyt at. 
information add toe boa Fee 
a Paul P. Weneon 
ast Orleans, 


EA 


e. Swimm hada aa ae 

study 2-7 cabing. lew. 
6, in the Maine Woods Mr, & Mire. C. C. Me 
ne? no moat “solendidiy caumpped feainps fir boys, 300 nenes of forced C AMP 
~ # - se” yee ten gg Baer _ i - gol Sines co uncillo ors 
——— 5 ie eg rsining,. rine Fenge. watering. yt - A small camp espgtially suited to young boys Jee 
management, entirely separate but conveniently located. For home for first ca ing experience Catalogue 
8-16 Years catalog address James 0. Wood, 516 Belmont Ave. Ch w 
AllWater & Field Spo R. B. Dickey Brooks, Maine — ~ 5 
John Shaw French PhhDirech, ————E= , = annem 3AMP WINNE k 
| Write For Look/let. Norway Me CAMP KINEO FOR BOYS Uylty, Me. 
a é 25th season opens Julf 1.) Ri. 

Harrison, Maine ing, riflery, manuaf arts and 


Kam Kill I e 25th Year P all usual eXmp acyities, No 
Record bf no accidents or severe extms. BooNet. 


illness. Enrollmeng limited to 85. All sports, HerberfL. Rand 
SUMMER CAMP FOR BOYS Mt. and Canoe tripg,— Mature counselors, For 4 Hemenway Rd. Seem, Mass. 

2ist season. All camp ct i ; — eshinn. booklet address a 7 

Experienced staff. Train . All sports Inter- < 

esting mountain and water 8. lus ted booklet GEORGE YAPLE. Dire@or, Harrison, Me. or Detroit, Mich CA P N GARDA .; 1s Fg HF 

on request. Addre aha Be 7 “3 na Prin- ———— _ M 

cipal Morristown Hig vo oxy R, Morris- Maine spruces, salt water bath Where Home and Ca A. — 

town, New Jersey. W APELLO, ing. « walneal pioneering. wood- | Seys 3-12. Sonlyr’Snd UupiOr qreusee For onc cis opm 


craft, athletics, ete n the 100 acre island camp site Ss ag y > - "). fad happiness. 0 Soe a 


CAMP BAY STATE, Til LTON, N. H. near Friendship. / : abttshed 1893. Idmited to 60 Chris Primary Supervisor Pabhe rhools, 116 N Ties ho ae Se. Albany. 
ad ’ VS 7 ooklet @ request — 
For boys 9-18. Tripsto all points of intergstinthe White Mis. ee ome GLENN ¥ STOKES ( ‘amp Maga acook rr ‘tel? 


and Lakes in N. H. featured. Sport craft Circle 424 Berwick St 
Rifle Range. Nature-Study. arene oy Ig@rns to swim. Excellent table. Strong amp runcil of experiencedthes, (sr 
of the best equipped cam@s in America. Carefully plagned dy 
Tiusmat 














































































































Orange, N. J. 





8 weeks. Write for booklet. d MrsiT. F. Ballam, | ® 
28 Peirce St., ‘arlington Alte. Bass. Camp kokis for Boys mete aygy pang ANT 
Cone ake, Seqee. Meine booklet. Wm. H. Morgan. Director, Readfield, Maine 


C CAMP PENACO K —- = an Gdeaa  edent Egvinment. + > > At Gn Soke 





North Sutton, N. Twenty-nint Expert Supervision of Health and Safet 

Limited number - desirable boys. ages 8 to 16 For Bookl@fE address Lewis C. Withams — separate worthwhile Betit- 
All field and water sports. Experienced counselors. 171 West i Street New York City . Horses. Free riding insttutia 
Exceptional equipment. bolesome food. — for each boy nearly every day. Mountain trips. fe 


R 
Dosss Ferry-on-Hupson, N. Y. booklet ‘‘The Camp Trained Bor.” Mr. and in. 
2 POKOMOKE L. Freese, 144 Austin St. E., Worcester, ry 


CAMP..CALUMET [is = | 4 Sitter camp for we Sucre bos | CAMP {SAHKUM 


Canaan, Ly H., near Dartmouth College. All sports’ For Booklet, address 
"Horseback riding. Specializing in man” H. B. Handy, A.M. (Harvard). ~ foie Winsegeen ec, We ST aes Hampshire, 


Safe : 
“ual a cabins aily program. Charts to show p: > 2 st . . 
Se iy Sci cere. Membership lated. kh F. DJNo. 2. We hampton. _ Ric hgfond, Va. all-round igfment off your bor | Superior 
| 








<a booklet uest ard. 
R. C. Callard—134 Crescent Ave., Plainfield, N. J. Address 162 | ‘Greet. 


Camp Stilson on} FOR Center Barnstead Camp for 60 Boys INAUKEE. For Boys 


BOYS New Hampshire On Lake Mempfremagog. near Newpo rt. rnc maakon, White Mountains) NB 
Excellent Equipment lected bor. 


Sports. Horseback Riding, | ‘ —~ Trips. read ; fine equipment. Se an 
Instruction Latin, French english and Mathematics. open June 23 . Pe . predomin3 ; awe 7 #9 18. Masyoma 
Trips. Booklet on Tequest. ” , ‘ H. R. Dane, 1604 04 Penmeyivania Aven Avenug, Detroit, Michigan. =>)’ since 1920 Secretary, 609 W, 11 
—— St., Apt. 6. York, WN. Y. 


R. P. Hughes, 6449 San Bonita Ave., St. Louis, Mo. ~ CAMP > VEGA 3 arleston Lake « CAMB wee 


rio, Canada 


CAMP WIN ECOWETT FOR BOYS A select Junior Boys’ Cam Special Camp os For Boys 6-16 stal Lake, Eastford, Conn. 
School for older boys with Aide privileges. Ur Sd Season. Well bal —— cfs, ere 
” n Praca LS 





7 
iF 





seB 
we 
Outs 





Lake Winnekeag, As’ Mass. Finest swimming | usual opportunity for boys. 15 to 19. Write a ay eqperyinen ‘eetor. ins. 
and all land sports| Good food, good care, sleeping | Booklet A mp Mother and Weree: 
cabins. Limited ber of boys 8-16. $210 for season 420 Burns St.. Farest Hill, it, Le 4 N.Y A Director, 1205‘: Sunset 


of eight weeks. For bookJet write Mr. & Mrs. W.L. Mirey. —— HS 
Ee OWL HHAD GA MP) ».QUNNEHTUK CAMP FOR BOS, 


sports, fidite 
Swi'FZeERLAND REM. horses, ponies, ovgtnight nature hikes, motor top ® 
= ae: »yg 9 to —— lakes and mountaigs mp fires, abundant table, Bol 
. 2 


For Boys in Switzerland at is Dif t te $20. N ate expense. Nofexfras. Est. ’0 
CAMP DIVIK ) St. Prex, Lake of Geneva & Camp “8 Ne ees 4 81-5 +. a Howard A. MJ Briggs, Pauchaug, nee = a 
em 


Dr. Hans Walter, Dir. rty plans to leave June 29 and Write to Col. F. B. Edwards, ‘Northfield, ve. Ow “1 hoo: Right Camp? * 
return Sept. 15. Crew. = Mountain Climbing. Price = = ——= Gen pecee the bers welfare, ergs 


$600. For particulars dress American Representative. 
SUMMER SCHOOLS he D mp of Boy Building 
A MONT 


J. Held, 112 Franklin House, U. of P P., Phila., Pa. 
FRENCH § MER SCHOOL 


McGILL UNIVERSITY, Montreal, "Que. 
June 27th to July 30th, 1947. Thoronghly French Atmosphere. 
Only French spoken. : y Fre staff, Elen nentary, Inter- 


_ MG University, | 


August 29th, 1927. Miesl insl t - Summer | 


Parents can be assured of individual i Special review class r colags o_ sieing, ewalpmont om and, the For boys and ford in New Hampshire. 

ing given to the care of their ” entire staff of Westminster ite for Sust The oldest, largest, @>d one <— the best mateo 

absence from home. All land a yater Ss Ss, Raymond R. McOrmond, §. 8B. (Yale) Headmaster, Simsbury, Cael in America. Chaplai d physician always on 
Session 


nature study, athletics under éxperienced college Dalias F, Smith, A. 8. Martmouth) Director, Summer Directors’ J. P. Maloney, and J.C. ork, NL 
Camp Namaschaug, 27 William Street, New = 72 


pon, frequent pipe to places of ie ineluding ar 
Andon, Stratford-on-Avon, Oxford, Windsor, Eton, 
etc. On board ships, talks by Captain and Officers A M P M A Cc K E N Z I E CAMP ws 
i ineeri 350 all UMMER SCHOOL aon ane sate 
00 acres, 


on navigation, wireless, engineering, ete 
inclusive. ’ Ss s 
Knight, c.o. Old Colony Club, Waldorf Astoria, gemaet School Division. All athletics. Water | Catholic Summer Sehogl. Land and water sports. Mati 


























ENGLAND 











Booklet, address the Secretary, Fredk. G % on from N,. Y.C. A Camp for Boys. Also | On beautiful Lake Chagplain. 
Brothers. Send for catalegue. 


New York City. a 
CATALOG WRITE —J. R. RYAN, BOX R, MONROE, W. ¥, Ann's Academy, 153 East 76th Street, New You 

















For school and camp information address the Department of Education, THE RED BOOK | MAGAZINE, , 420 Lexington Ave., New York 
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The Red Book Magazine 





MIDDLE AFLANTIC STATES 
5 CAMPS AND SUMMER SCHOOLS, GIRLS 


SILVER LAKE CAMP 


in the Adirondacks 
Sixteenthy Season, A happy. wholesome , me 
in Testri¢tted werghborheod All sports cluding 
riding uhder @epeft instructors Sleeping a“? ches 


vx One of the Oldest and Best Graduate nurse. J References required For cata 
vs, 


|| aa 








dacka, 800 acres. 22n@ season. . logue address: 
= 5 dist Lect gections. ages 8-18, Rate includes fe 5 "The Diregfor, Box 21. Bradjerd, Mass. 


a 30 a opens Now York, Jaundry, hikes and two hours’ 
y eee 
aa cA. A noain N, Box R-3, Peekskill, N. Y. 
Seman Mianiais 
ao — ——— 


inl 4 DAN REARS ane, WYOMISSING ist 


Cam 
Woodcraft P “The Camp fog Regular Boys”’ 























wid a be aw redcrafter under the I J ‘ roe 
ime } b+ bec nal supe ervision x 7 eat . eryth Bt for b ao GR’ of tri — ——_—— -- 
o Iderness man, n : 
‘torn oe dee event in angeresl Homers, best of athe CAMP TEGAWITHA 
° a send camping outfits, camp's own truck 

" » », trained worki force. Zoonscien paigre MOUNT POCONO, PA. 

mountain lake builder nws anGcarrect s: 

taught. Exceptional program for Inspection invited, All-tnelusive Fee. Catalogue. TEGAWITHA IS IDEAL IN “EVERY SENSE OF 
. ing body and character W. R. TRANSUE, North Water Gap, Pa. THE WORD. Mom desirable ahd attractive location 
~ aprty 93 Bewse Avesse. ‘Pasting, LL 1, WY. Its Neapffiess to NewYork) Vhiladelphia, and. Buffalo 

makes it most accessible 








It has the most complete and modern equipment for 
a CAMP CAMI SHO all land and water sports ofany camp in the country 
All buildings are equipped with electric Dight and 


{ < 
= NONOWANTUC 200 / adr Y spegen nha, e Greeley. oy mee a prepared for the 


counselors are parficularly > care 








































































a Miller Piace, Long Island 200€ fest abore the sea and direction of young girls. A resident physician and 

3 - A Woodcraft at the Two Swimming Perio " 3 trained nurse are always in attendance For. descrip 
ir Sh rorveyereem viet? || Data am ee ee oe 
bea e Cgoceing oones. or oo" hills Nature Study Dramatics Camp Orchestra Miss Mary Angela Lynch, 380 Riverside Drive, 

+ se inebfiarbor on the nm sieliviadaiinas Qpportunity for- Tutoring ber Sompetent teachers New York, N. Y. 
7 pe Send for Wustrated Booklet ‘ ‘ 
Adam Grucher, dow - peansiord High Schoot | Tél-: Cathedral 1272 (After June Ist, Mt. Pocono, Penna.) 
— ansford, Pa. — 
OK WELCOME LAKE Doctor 
. Pike County, . 

Ri ast Hampton, L. A Christian Ghm ys)) 7\to 16. Everything to Peftit Camps 
A ‘ r who makes an ss abiaed ye delight the har boy—and fiis parents. : Salt Water Camp 
and "s healt quirements, All lang and water | Aquatic and ath#tic sports, horseback riding and wood- : aes ak wale aw 
N sports. Manual t 1 craft. Memt amp Diyectors’ Association, R laka for Older gir}, Man- 
No hey Gates Perhamg M. D., Hasbrouck Heights, N. J. Erving WW. Bish, Box 77, Haworth, W. J. ee ee) Oe neck 

ass. HASWELL oe " Pettit 
of merit sittiated in We Catskills . . : " . y ; . 
aaa m1 Boys’ Cem Experfenced leadersiile, ‘excellent ‘, " ‘ 66th we Gre pout Cave. Siee 106 Gates Ave., Brooklyn 
7 4 : Ss, Ss, 
LES food, : - ses 7-15. Seasgn 2 months. ’ aining Good table Booklet Sa 
Maine : SO, West 110th St., New York City. | 2. C. Shor rae; Moca sy Olspster./ WK, Dy THE ONEKA Cc 
tp AR = The Pennsytvani 
a) T LAKE CAMP E Superbly located om/Cfest | In the Pocon -nti Sea: Three separate 
tad camp’ limited to fifty boys 8 te 18. All of the Blue Mountains on | Camps. Mr. a : Me, Directors, 4501 
_— sports riding. Camp property of 200 acres and commanding ‘hill, over- Cedar Lane, i 
yet) ent including sleeping ¢cstins. _ Tibustpat- < . Pike Co.. Pa. Seventh season. All | ————— 
wns L. Confer, 8 Coolidge Pilate, activities. Ca or sleeping quarters. Resident physician. For Gists. On beautiful 
iL Oe Long Island, N. Y. Easy of access (rom, Newg¥erk and Phila. Shawnee sat- Naomi Lake 2000 feet above 
rd daly isfies, For catalog, addrfss 541  Petham Road, Phila. s¢a th pine-lades aif of Po 
2% .© 2% Hours cono Mts. & hours‘from N@w York and Philadelphia. Ex 
— GREENK perienced couftcilors:, Horseyack riding, capocing, all sports. 
~~ IL From N.Y.C, Ma Tree eR Pre older gir | y 
ago iss Blanche R. . 404 W. Lave, Philadelphia. Peansylvania 
to IF y Bap > gs 43 Buildings. Expe- s ¢ boy —BUT planned for the physical, pars 
actin vitees. ie ding tutoring, Operated sental and moral & b_ f the Junior Boy, 7 to 14 years 
ertica wget tg Be Gora aca rk. esate . p booklet in story tad picture 
New City mai »*D request. 
+d ns Dr. R, K. Evpripas ( rector), Urrenr Dansr, Pa. 
& » Catskill Mts. N 
Boys, 6 to 16 years 
ol a tents. Safe bathing, Saddle . Cc A M Cc A RSO! oa 
is » Institute e so e Blue 
ri M mx Nature bere. -— s ie eee Tie plain old-fashioned camp to ‘build red- __PAUPAC CA . 
nglon-op‘ Hudson, N. Y. dwcknin Game Limiteg te’ 32 haya, il weeks, $340, badhess | A vacation camp for gtrts tif ul Thunders fig dancing. 
ot a © ee Ae Director, Camp (Carson, New Bloomfield, Pa. bors perienced e : headhiep grote oh 
tn the Mts. of Q 
a CAMP Orange Co., N. ¥. AMP AKE OBIN 
. . 76 miles from New York City 7 oodland N.Y. 
bw s. hikes, woodcraft, beautiful loca- Avalon, N. J aoe 
ent. Individual care and attention. Yo boys etclusi 23rd season. Four hours ffom N. Y.c. ’ a Se one 


\* 


: ; $8 : 1 ft. i 
es E. Morrow, 9S Miller Woodey’ ae, SS fain Gesgend Goats Ge Sos See woodcra Atlantic City and Caye May 
<. Mr. H for girls 6-16. All land and water 
School. Season 9 weekS; Arrangements made 

for shorter periods. Overnigh€é camp 
Mrs. M. H. Ingram, Box 6, Andalusia, Bucks Co., Pa. 


mp os: 








s 7-16 On campus of 
Schpol in famous Sus- 
notk Indian country. CAMP NIW 
“ ents, Jpdee. a For Girls. In the mousitains — “sl 
Murray P!. Brush, Ph. D, | altitude. Juniorsand Senior camps. 
Port Deposit; Tame School water sports. ‘Horsebéck riding 
Lotta Rowe Anthony, 


CAMP DUN ‘S 


rts. 5 rid or a Lake-By- 
; n Dir 01 i> b .. Writg for book . Directors, 
jisy Write for crditnatrated Book: &: —" , dA. Br der Dunes LL.M. rd, Jamaica, N.Y., 
Bo $06, Wictiawsvne, N.Y. a4 iw nm E. W Mish Schoot, Phita- 
deiphia. Write Wena for catalogue 


‘5 Astor ick Camp for, . re - A. ro ARDSLEY oo — oe 14 

e orge, ew ork | sa swimming ne amp ore; 

Limited Select Eanalie Rw Season 192 CAMPS and Crafts: Dramftics; Horseback rid- 
? : } . ° . Ww Makt 

477 Madison Avenue “Kew York City | This is the most complete list Bipc+W GteXor ‘4 ro—¢ o> ot 

Ot a ame you will findwin any~ magazine. CAMP L A-WO For Giete 

tw ee eG®  t-s We have visited many camps and On Beat ae ao 

—~ pl and forest. Good oe j will be glad to help you to a 

Me yt athet 4 Vision. | . * * . . 

a, Waite for Bablet, wise decision. Write, stating es- Bh Wii ientele P vie a. ‘. 

Terrace, Maplewood, N. J. sential facts. Address 628 Wast 160% 158 Se : 


WAVE Peermont__ | The Director, Departrnent of Education _~ BY-TH ae iy 
| 





hours from New York . Booklet. Pisestor 
RL. HOWARD, 25 Kensington Ave. Jersey City agi 
and, 
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“Potthes THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE | eh Re EP aA 


30 young boys. Cottage and 
accepied for one month. 420 Lexington Avenue, New York City am rark on the 0° ean. Well screened Biagenlorrs. 
&,. 


t..$100 pér months fee for July and apse ear ° 


-A., Trinity House, Ambler, Pa. SE oe * 
and camp information address the Department of Education, THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE, 420 Lexington Ave., New York City. 
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MIDDLE ATLANTIC STATES SOUTHERN STATES 
CAMPS AND SUMMER SCHOOLS FOR GIRLS J _ | CAMPS AND SUMMER ScHoo 








Camp Terra Alta 


FOR GIRLS 11th Season fait 


On Beautifullake Chautauqua,N Y > Directed b 
an Camp = 161 W. 75th St. ew k, W. ¥. Staunton 


: ; TY Academy 

Golf hiking, boating, c . : ‘ f irt real Cam 

Et id Ages 8 to 20. Three De POCAHONTAS [2's . ' spate gta 

—_ " - I ge 

REV. & MRS. R. CARL STOLL , A ay = UR - nent. Beaugfal Freeney aaa 

25 pnt “Hill Snyder, . beck riding. la ine luded in fee $300 climat 00 ft. ej gh hy! 
= extras. Excell od. Selected camp staff. : CleVation es 
= Write for booklet. yo dey Agta ang at spre 
Irwin R. Davenport, M.D., Woodbury, N.J. r Ole “Chef 














CAMPS AND SUMMER SCHOOLS FOR BOYS AND GIRLS 
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Ca np Virginia sp 
the Heart of the Alleghanies” 
* For boys—7 to 17 years, 
Catalog upon request. 
Address: 602 W. Franklin St., Richmond Vs, 





Wycombe, Pa., 70 miles from New York, 30 miles from iladelphia, 200 acres. CAMP sHa- vi foes ihr 
t ry ~ Many years’ perien¢e ah important factor to the < ns mi ted e 

CHILDREN THREE TO TWELYV E YE ARS. thoughtful paTent Strong permanent organization oth Season. Cabin av a oo, * 

Results for each child in conduct, health and hapyi "— Equipmeut complete for games. oceupations and athlet- All land and water sgirts. Resident Physician 

ics. Pony Riding, Boating, Swimming. Reference equired. Reservations limited “Story and Pictures of “Send jack To a 

Montessori Camps” on request. MRS. ANNA P st RYAN,42nd and Pine Sts., ‘Phitadeiphia, . ema Edward N. Smith, McGeire's University Schosl, Richmond, Va 





COWHEY CAMPS ®'2,¥22,Winkle fof Boys TE CAMP CAMP AMUCHEE * Boys rDoeeed Hang 


In the Cotati. One mile apart All la and " 





water sports. Catholic Chapel. Booklets. Morganville, } . Former Cheroke§ Indian camp site on river in 


A. M. Cowhey, Director Rip Van Wi rs rigs age 6 to,}4, vexlipat cate. 70 | Mts, Excelient @ble. E . ; a ee 
Josephine Cowhey, Director fe: Ti-Ora cres, 35 nits out. Ra taly ‘Ist sqpoment C. > 
730 Riverside Drive New Yorkd N. Y. | to Sept. Ist, no ex Jely Bonnet cage Jrips, riding, manual arts. Physica. 
_— . M. 8. Banks, Dept. GB, University of Tenn., Knoxville, Tem 


WINNIDAY ay.czre ot taper ere tor - 
Uehacem ren. ® ocak thamp- 

ton, Long Island. On a fresh-water lake ne: ; 
Salt-water Bathing, Canoeing, Riding, Athletics: ian 
tessori School for the Yomng. Tutoring. * os = 
a r bome ea Gee y In the pine woofs at Lake Konkonkoma, L. I In the heart of Blue & 
Ade ipple, South: bh , ma, L n the hear ue Ridge Mountaing 30% fh 
a vi dren A fairy len fom? deaf children, including all sea level. Near Msheville, North Carolina. Boxing me 

‘ d h experienced teachers of the | tling, Boati nis ane all out-door sports. ‘Two hon 
are RE CAM P al Renzelver eaf. Every hike a n ire lesson. Booklet on request a day for stud th Seagon. For in}uctseted calalogséien 
Rhinebeck-on- ROSEMARY CLEARY, 362-79th St., Brooklyn, New YorK. | Director, LC. Ferrell, ‘3031 Col seum St., New Orleans la 


On breezy heights overlooking the Hudsc 

ming, boating. all forms of athietics, 

handcraft. Love and tender cara rict moral 
supervision. 

Girls 4-16, Little Boys. Hazel M. Schryvr, Principal 


CAMP SEA BILLOWS 

















|S) | 








Te 


A large seaside residence with all co&yegiences on one 

of New Jersey's wide, wy! _beaches. Soys and girls 

Ry Nee AF oose Vareiu uct soon 
MISS BEASLEY’S ecnog. 

Tel. Summit 968 mmit, N. J. 





SOUTHERN STATES Wholesome outdoor boys and girls, men and women, are 
CAMPS AND SUMMER SCHOOLS, GIRLS made in Summer Camps. 

cAMP TERRA Arp, 192 good camps are listed in this issue. Write to those 

FOR ons, . which interest you and make an early decision. If you are in 

ep: Pint ARIO é eit Five fips to doubt, we will gladly help you make a wise selection for your 

Pioneer Cane bine ARE a Gatieess boy or girl. Our staff has visited over 500 camps, east, west, 


| = —— yy gag Oy “nis Guards. + . . . 
Equipment. Booklet. MISS KATEE QUIN, 106 Mary Pace, and south. This personally collected information is at your 


GREENWOOD, MISS. or MISS NELL CARROLL, Box)691, . . . 
WINTER HAVEN, FLA.—ASSOCIATE DIRECTORS. | service without charge. Use the coupon or write to me fully 
CAMP JUNALUS about your boy or girl, the location and kind of camp and 


LAKE JUNALUSKA N. C, activities you want. Address 


for Girls in the 
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(oof Voleese | 


The Director, Department of Bducation 
THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE, 420 Lexington Ave., New York City 


Swift, Director, 
81 N. Liberty St., Asheville, N. C 


MINNIETOSK 


A Mountain Lake Camp for girls on the bounda 
om KA es 2! idea " iden (Camp fees range from $200 to $400 according to location and adi intages) 
and equipment, Altitude 2700 feet. IllustrateZ Booklet. 
Frank W. Hansen, 205 8. East Avenge, Baltimore 
a Perr ee 
Located fn thé mountains $ De yee of camp desire and special features) 
lightful Climate, pure spri ing, ” boat- 
ing and other outdoor sports e supervision. 
Excellent table board. _ Add . W.2g Edmondson, 
M.A., Box 301, Glade Spring, i 


CAMP SEQUOYA 


In Alleghany Mts. On bea 
Water sports, Horse back riding, Te y oo etc. 
-}| Tutoring optional. All ages. $200. Ref- 
:| erences required. Catalog of Box E., punt Co.Lecr, 
BrisToi, Va., or Chicago Office: 1204 Stey$ns Bidg 


For i2te 20 
= CAMP TAKEDA £ fodhills Blue 
Ridge Mountains. onde en Jirectors— 
' imited F Enrollment. Lala and Water 
- saddie horses, Scree 

har eee porches. Season eight weeks. 
—< Pauline Trimble, Director, Box 24, & Ga. ———_— 


For school and camp information address the Department of Education, THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE, 420 Lexington Ave., New York Cit 
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CAMPS AND SUMMER SCHOOLS FOR BOYS, WESTERN STATES 

















































































































































































































adie! 
Boys: 
lt SUMMER 
tt LV ER SCHOOLS 
"dan; 
3 4 On Lake Maxinkuckee 
lid, » as a scientific and practical con- 
keine <a og the summer training of young e 
tion. 55. Americans, with the belief that vacations eo’ lakes. All sports and athleth j 
athletic should develop character and stir aspiza- emt coaches. Tutoring if desired. Separa 
re tionesagy well pa provide This Lopst¢oon is camp for small boys. For catalogee 
a. Ty too r wari s 4 
Bills tro! 4g fe enrollment of more than F. W. MOUSO, Box R.B., Delafield, Wis. 
Russell, s fa Culver last summer. 
m, Va 1100 ies Because Culver is 
WY, not penne Rae ~ 
——— proft, you may 
a. ord your son . 
advantage of 
n 
h Wood« OG cabin ‘ence Lake, Vilas 
Aiishite, Yonter ered: Say See as 
aA z. Bima ot | tion. on- Send 
marking t ore. militar “inewident ph t ician . for 
va. alog of either Every day 1760 acres Leg ~ Promina. Dis Boys’ Catalog * 
avalry or Wood a“ : ietincs nationally 
= address DR. HUGH P. BA , Direct =F work for 20 years. 
| Inquiry Dept. Room 606, 18 E. 4ist Street, New k City tan. and . L. DOUGHERTY 
Boys ndiana. fo ah —ang National Bank Bidg. 
session, sec- ee seid Mitwaukee, Wiscomsin 
me school courses, 25th year 
2 Wom DAS) CAMP LINCOLN jhe ioe ininn. 
ad, Ya, For Boys, 8-16 yrs. 4 acres of pine w is im the tone of 10,000 
lakes. All land ahd wate? spor ine oadine enilicer. nis 
ball, track, woodcraft i» ational trips to A Hp ey and 
iron mines, etc. Supervision bf staff of well-know@ athletes and 
educational leaders. For infopmation and cataiwoe Qddress 
| years Mr. R.F.B. Cote, Blake Country Day School, M . Minn. 
= 
= H O OD 16th year 
Accessible. / High location. Ages 6 to 1 
» Tom, oversight. , Gand beach 1 spo rts. 
Minghete's 10,000 Coaches pferentes requise or Catalog: 
—» for Particniare Address Noble Hill, Box y Wondstaek ti nh 
™ Box 135, NEW ULM, MIN 2 a Af 
+ Bens. — as i 
adore = f Y 
i) OD CAMP CA P IA I ys "HORPE* BO ; 
dros es Bors In great oak Woods on Big Miami on Miami Mil A CAMP for boys.6 to 18. Bungalows. 
ol to.48 yr. Torch Inst. All sports that boys leve. Comppetit medals. Radie Wisconsin Lake. Ponies. _ Fishing 


$200,” Rooklet. care For CATALOG:~B0x 


Obese eed ent senionr Tutoring if desired. Jnly 5—A 2 R, 
Germantown, Ohio. Thorpe “Academy, Lake Forest, tll. 


let addtess Mr. & Mrs. M.F. | Col. Orvon Graff Brown, Pres. 
jae, College Hill, Cincinnati, O. 















FOR GIRLS, WESTERN STATES 


MID-WEST HOCK 






On Burt ‘Lake, 


= Christian Leader- MEENA 


ys. For litermture address 












A CAMPS 






ship. Limited to 120 

















Hersert H. TwiNg\c, Anh Arbor, Michigan A recreatignal_famp fonfcirls Fn the Fepineulas (Pucks and Sports Cam 
aa = ars -— | Park, Fish Creek, Wi: sin, Jupicr and Senior Camps j ‘etomachek, Powers Lake, Wis. 
AMP>CRYSTAL LAKE | —«varate ciub tor oiaf ciris. aii activities. Swimming | | ‘The ideal vacgtion foe-all women interog&d in ‘Land 
For Boys. alows. Safe S Beach. and horseback specially emphasized. Excellent and Water Sports. Beautiful lake low 
Coref y' 4 - San » Tcare and supervil > traifed staff. cost. Latest English Haopkey methoc expe es coach- 
te, ul oyerg ght. ges 8 to 16 weeks ing. Danish gymnastics.\ Work, st af you 
bee Je 8 o Bats. In Mi an. Cata- Direct0rs _ Q -% =e wish, Register A one 6 : “yay 20th VA 
sé: Mrs. A. O. Clark to Sept. Ist. regs ‘ 
tole “Address : _Clyd® R. Terry, Aledo, Til, _ yeical Edecation 








Ss: “ 
KEE-MO-SAH- c> Se Mrs. A. O. Clark, Bgx R, 1# North Taylor, St. Louis,Mo. 6585 Grosnweed Ave Ses 38, Chicngs, Wf) 


gan a - —— 
See eee pwede csooment Calas | Rew UA Sag SIRES 0.20 SANDSTONE CA ? 



















features for boys of Reesevelt, Wis. 
eut ote a } Lake sin 7 om Chit 
262 H reer "cha , -—}- Private Lake Is for. Horseback Miding, Craft, Stu- J Ginte S <7 24 ba | ie ivig ns. 
eee roe, FS igan dio, Screened ping Bungalows with hardwood floors. | Camp scone will cal) upon you Box from 














CAMP PE N LOGH Lotta ‘6. Brga *e sgl ae 1003 €. Jefferson, Esther c. Dunham, 2 Carberry Apts., 
Mich. For Boys, 618 years. tS oes rs ? 7 re <= 
OINT CAMP | Camp Osoba we 


ining 200 acres of virgin pine. 
> hn land and water sports. CRANE’ 
a que address 
20. Fenton, Mich. oom 
point where three waters meet. Nata as oa pe Ses = ~ 


60 Tuxedo Ave, Detroit, Mich. For Girls 
swimming, aqua planing, all th season. Booklet. 


Beautiful old es 

Golf, horseback q 

water sports. Dramatics, craft. work. dlustrated cata- (ir. and Sirs. Robert Snaddon or, Wis, 
Schoot | jogue. ‘Miss Edith 1” Crane, Fenton, Mich. - nee ~~ . — 
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As CAMP! 


Ideal place in Colérkdo Rgekles for boys of 











































age desiring western jepce. oon ca Modern “ —_— - 
. in enmine. ct train trips Cc H l f Girl ?.0. Holland, Mich. M U D E E E E 
cw. Y. Broomeli, $40 11th = = amp alcyon tor . acres on | 4 Log wut n Ca for Girts 
~ —. —. | Lake Michigan. AWPactivitfes. “Kentucky die horses Featurt SE DRALF , AAd 
The VALLEY R Tete | Expert instruction. ‘o uhiform. Fee Booklet. tivities. hinge calenation, Indi J attentiény Bo . 
Velowstend Pa for Boys Also accommod foe girls over 21. /Rates on ap- | Barbara Elién” Joy, S722 Kenwood Ava, jeago, 1M. ” 
mm P 7 ' 


. Bis plication Directors 
Mth | 3622 Pine St., St. ‘Louis, 





Ang 0. Watt, | mary Higgins, Suburban Ave.. st 









Game Country 
Season. Badoblet. 


























Valléy Randy ? ‘ PA -emer } ’ 
ry to CAMP.INTERLOCHEN <x, | (VAMP /CARRINGTQN om | 
x “ ED Senior, Middier, Junior divisions. 200 Virgin pine, between Mich Usua} qports Bést of dt om r] 

two beautiful lakes, exceitent All land and water sports. quests. AU ; s¢cm.$180 ho onthe, : 4 
amos Affiliated with Paton Hall, School for Girls. For required. CA’ of DY. & Mrs. FR 
information and illustrated “ > 
= >. 0.8 ] ® itich. KNOXVILLE, ILL., or Chicago Office 1204 S 
High in ‘tool Rotkies—No M Ht tenn ° ° ° anette 
uitoes—tithSeason. — 4 
Gan_7mu,macine riding your-cowffpony over the Ran- | CAMP K HO ‘ Kamp>Kairphree; for Girls 
set's trails in the dee ufitaim® Porest with the pack For Girls | sixth season. Northeadtérn Miéhigan by Lake . Careing, 
which carry Rervt your amp for | In the heart of the fal fegion. Horseback trips to Swimming, Tenhis, Horseback Ridingy Crafts, Natute Study, etc, ‘ 


limited to Fifty. Close personal cgmtact, een evecp girl and 
ddare<s the Director. Fees Moderate. on 
mre Boulder, Colo. Mrs. George R. Swain, 113 East University 


Pea BALSAM~LODGE 


Healthful character+buildiggfgamm: 
— forests, dunes, moun 










for 
us big Ranch? learn- the Great Divide. 
camp @s only the West | ming in natural lake Fop 
now! £ take only 24 Mrs. G. F. R. Currens, M. 


Mines aeh"Bex'R Otsu, ea" wexge 
- KIN KIN N Man 
THE = TOURING BOYS’ AMP” Tent csaoce of f hie Sdepity ' ar Bg =I ~ 


weeks? Your headanartere 
ing to ride and patk and nik 
knows ? Writefor book 


s 


to Estes Yark. Swim- 







aest 
, Ann Arber, Michigan 4 








Qn - Harbor, Michi ; 


agte Harbor 
t growing girls 
orts, swimming Bs ge ores 





























oh S 20+ August 1. 
a eel oo hy ‘ 3, dramatics. School l 20- us 
i professional women during Digector I4,, 
we Ritio naY Park gosthette epacieg. Excellent lors, Home ere. Fifty Izabel Drummond. Franc Féences Moder a 
ert ational Park Sudze and Mrs. 8. A Wilkinson, Box 513, Segfinole, Okla, 3607 Wint! Avenue indianapolis, ' 






Belle *fourche, 8. D. inthe Black Hills, 


nik nti The VALLEY RANCH 





Nature Camp 


«trie | OSOHAOF-THE-DUNES, 





















rmanent camp plus _ . jes for . Girls 
4 Wonde Western trip'in a private Sotre Onnch, Yellowgstone("Parky Wyon ckies, )Big | Beautiful and healthful locaf) on Crystal lake, 
Very Limited and Select Enroliment ae a ee A ons 4 Bas, . 6th | Frankfort, Mich. Cos l : ment, screened eqbine, 
K. S. Maventette, Director: eascn. doklet. J. Fg Bryan, resident nurse. Na — caldeip cra’ 

| 1381 Wastenaw Ave " Ann Arbor Michigan Valley Ranch ern Office, trips featured. Bookle tT st oe 

- MRS. 8. G. MATTBON, © parlevoix,- Gitinn 














———— eazy v O 70 Bast, 45th 
@ school and camp information address the Department of Education, 
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SCHOOLS FOR GIRLS AND COLLEGES FOR, YOUNG WOMEN 





NEW ENGLAND STATES 











Ida 
School 


and 


Junior College 


Send for Catalogue 

















Exceptional opportunities 
with a delightful home life 


7 
Following classes are agmitted: 


Students preparing for cfllege. (Certificate.) 
Final year students will admitted. 


Students desiring to congblete high school. (Diploma.) 
Students who have complefed high school or secondary school 
work, and desire ACCREDITED Junior College Courses. A 
diploma will be given any student taking any of our two 
year courses. With the exception of English and Literature, 
these courses are elective, 
Opportunities of Boston in Music, Art, bistorical assoriations: 
Voice, Piano, Violin, Harp, Organ, with eminent Boston masters. 
Students attend Boston historical churches—any denomination, 
Christian Science students attend Mother Church every Sunday. 
Outdoor sports. Horseback Riding (our own stables), Golf, 
Tennis, Field Sports, Winter Sports, Gymnasium, 45 by 90 
ft., Swimming Pool. Finely equipped school—11 buildings. 
Domestic Science, Elocution, Art, Excellent Secretarial 
Courses; Business Management, Junior College Courses 
Some rooms with hot and cold water. Students for 1927- 


1928 are being accepted in the order of application. 
Special cars leave Chicago September 27 


1675 Summit St, NEWTON, MASS. 














gimme * 1 eras 


“ee PROGID DODD By 
“aeeines 900 BR 
The Girl's . 


Standard College Preparatory Course, Acc 
Intensive Course. Special Courses in House! 





tarial Science, Expression, Music, Art. Post Grad 
A Variety of Outdoor Sports 
For catalog address 


Mr. and Mrs. George H. Emergon 
pater Mass. 


30 Howard Avenue, West Bridg 


Stoneleigh By The sea 


The new home of the EMphurs t Schoo! for 
Girls. Beautiful Estate. gAttractive fireproof 
mansion. Only 50 mil@ north of Boston. 
All sports. College Prgparatory and Junior 
College Courses 

ISABEL CRESSLER 


CAROLINE SUMNER 
Principals 
Rye Beach 


New Hampshire. 














ar Courses. OLLEGE 


PREPARATORY 





1% ERSKIN 


Academie and Technical Tyaiging for gi 
ing sch 


who are graduates of the | 
Four residence houses. 


For catalog address the Director, aia 
EUPHEMIA McCLINTOCK, A. 


SCHO 








year. (Formerly the 
school where the work is 

individual as she grows 
through high school Abd 
Director, 313 Hope Street, 


velops. 











TENACR 


A Country School for Girls 10 to 14. 
Dana Hall. 14 miles from 


Excellent instruction, care 
Miss Helen n Temple Cooke, Da 


Junior College. Three 
tory and Special Courses. 


MONTPELIER SE 


Established 1834 
Over 200 Students. Endowment 
Accredited College Preparation. ral, 
Music and Art Courges. Christian Influences. 


‘meet needs of the 

Nursery age 

eland Tuller, Ph. D., 
i. 


s $450 Tuition. 
Commercial, 
Address 
John W. Hatch, M.S., D.D., Box G, Montpelier, Vt. 








A school for little girls. 5 hours from Ne 
from Pittsfield. Invigorating ajr of the 
buildings, Home Training. charg< 
air classes. Outdoor sports. 

Miss Margery Whiting, 


pment, 


_BsteR, Hopi Halt 


20 minutes 
. 200 acres, 3 
Health. Open 





general 
aT 


Home of the Boston Ci 
Training in cookery and h 
and vocation. Send for be 
Principal, 30 Huntington Av 


g 
mic studies. 


ape for home 
Alice Bradley, 


ROGERS HAUL 


College Preparatory and Academic C 
Course. Gymnasium. Swimming-pool. 
Rogers Fort Hill Park. Twenty-six miles from Boston 
Miss Olive Sewall Parsons, Principal, a Mass. 


programs 


Dormitories. 





St., 


A resident and day school 
9 miles from New Haven. from New York. 
One-year, two-year courses. te Secretarial 
Mrs. Marian W. Skinner, -» Mi 
Box E, The Weylister, Milford, Conn, 


ouise H. Scott, 








NORMAL COUR 
HOUSEHOLD ARTS | 


One and two years., Trai 
Sewing, Dietitians and Tea 
year. Catalog. 
110 Waban Road, Chestnut Hill, 


teachers 


IN 
SCIENCES 


m management. 20th 
Worcester Domestic Science School, Dr. and 


MarcButie School 


Preparation for all colleges. One 
lege Board Examinations. Genéral course, 
Housecraft. Gymnasium, Sports; Swimming, 
Mrs. John MacDuffie, 
Box E, Springfield, Mass. 


r Girls 


of cookery, 








r review for Col- 
Art, Music, 
Riding. 


LASELL SEMI 


Overlooking beautiful village of 

miles from Boston 80 acres, 1 
A complete course on the cx 

the home and family 

with concert work 

pression, Teacher 7 

Courses 
Inde or and out door 

swimming pool. Ho ‘ 

let GUY M. WINSLOW. Ph. < 
140 Woodland Road, Auburndale, 











HOUSE IN THE P 


A School for Girls, 30 mil fre 
preparatory te ome om »s, 
Horseback ridi 

_ MISS GERTRUDE. é 


Bostos. “Callew 
utdoor activities, 


on the seashore 
Preparatory General 
Riding, skiing skatin 
Charles PL Kendall, Box 75 











College Preparafory 
ranged for the indix 


poupet as 
zing intensive one. 
. Outdoor ik. & 





WHICH AND WHY? 


We know the schools of today 
because our staff of college 
women have visited them 
every year for seven years. 
We are in touch with the 
latest developments in educa- 
tion. 





There are many interesting 
changes going on in the 
courses and methods in 
schools for girls. Some are 
offering a new type of work 
beyond the high school, es- 
sentially suited to the future 
of the girl of today. 





We will be glad to help you 
select a boarding school for 
your daughter that is well 
suited to meet her individual 
needs. Please write in detail, 
both about the girl and the 
type of education desired. 
Address your letter personally | 
to: 


The Director, Department of Education 


THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE 
420 Lexington Ave. New York Gy 














—= 








For school and camp information address the Department of Education, THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE, 420 Lexington Ave. New You 
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SCHOOLS FOR GIRLS AND COLLEGES FOR YOUNG WOMEN 
MIDDLE | ATLANTIC STATES 








a sew YoOR« AND VICINITY _ 


irsuline Academy 
dimes To pron for its pupils sygh 


ance and protecgion 


the would receive in the f 
pa 4 t regulated home. 


Cc a: Elementary, colleg 
jal, 














Swinmins, Athletics. P 
Vacation Schedule. 


jddvess URSULINE SISTERS, Box R, MIDDLET. 














Day and Board 

HIGH oe * dl 
|. mestic ence B 
ing. 44S mg a 













lester Coltege Dept. or 
Puller, Prin., Box $ 














Academie. Sec- 
. N. ¥, City, 


New York 








The KNOX £5 for Con 


cA School of American Ideals 
in a Country of American Traditions 
INTENSIVE COLLEGE PREPARATORY 
Advanced Academic Cours ith Diploma 
CULTURAL AND VOCAJZJONAL COURSES 


Music, Art, Ho 
Healthful and va 
Modern 








Economies 
Outdoor Life 
roof Building 
Illustrated Booklets or Catalog on Request 
MRS. RUSSELL HOUGHTON 
Box R 


| RUSSELL: SAGE ¢ 


Founded by om Russell “Sag 













Liberal Arts, 












Secretarial Work Economics and 
Nursing. B.A. and ees... Address Sec- 
retary, Russell Sage Troy, Ms Ue 
PUTNAM HALL 
A Collegé paratory School 
ELLEN CLIZBE TLETT, A. B., Pring) 
Box 80 2 Lo we 











Music, 
Beauti- 


Secret 


ig. 











Prepares for all colleges: 
Dramatics, Interpretive Dan 
fully located in the 4) 


Si FAITHS SCH@L 


College MiB ng roeny Seience, Vocational Guidance, Music. 
Upper and Lawer Sehebls. Athletics. Moderate Coat: 
REv. CuaRiEs H L. Forp, Zn ARATOGA, NEWYORK 






~on-Gayuga, o. Y 
















RDENS Ferra 











rates. Fonte r Sc 
Herbert Werbert E. Wright t 0B. D.. “Pres: - 


Miss BEARD'S 


Collegg Preparatory. 
Speci] @ourses. Outdc ES) 
Address; Vice Address: Vice Principal, Orange, 


DWIGH 


Athletics, . Tennis, Riding. — ——, 
MSS E:8. CREIGHTON, Py ncinal 















Seep SEE 
sod a oa 3 tes. 
Qrigil R. Little, Principal, 1815 Newkirk bi Grookiyn, WY, 





anor 


ior Co! Non-secta- 
hogy -B oe of 


Hignidna, 


Bing Sehgol 


Hiustr ated oat 










mala Director, Teanteiete ti H N. ¥., Box 103 
H HL L oe I 7 Norwalk, Conn. 
FoR Gi s 
4 milgs from New rk., Preparation for 
college entrance ions. Genera 
og a . 
= he a. 8. (e888) | ing 








RAY COURT.. s:2:4/ School for Girls 
ACCREDITED. Suburbay to N.Y. C. Al) ugual 
studies, Also: Seoriteriat, Arts gnd_ Crafts. 
tiding. Beagh. All athletics. Catalog. 

ym GRAY, a PlarptersaparSeeet, fape. fips. 


Ee ws eke 


ai "tees r cs 6 to 14 
ormation a hleen Noble Jerome 


White Plains, N. Y. 





SCHOOL —_ SCHOOL. FOR LI 






















Churth Boarding 

e Delaware River. 

General Courses. 
- ADpror 


For catalog 
nee. 


School for Girls, 6n the 
Lower, Middle, apd Uppe 
Special Emphasis on €olle 
State Board of Education. 
write the Principal, Sitter E 


year. 
Consta 











IRVING 


72nd year September 21st_, A.B 
Violin, Voice, Mus, &, Pub_/S 
nomics, Dramatic Art. Secrétaryship. 
Near Harrisburg. Terms moderate. Box R, 




















Fenn hall 


School for Girls, Chambersburg, Penna. 
South in the Cumberland Valley— 
A Little North of Dixie 


















A beautiful sokool, ideally situated School plant 
entirely rebui ince 1921 Modern in every a 
Rooms “Tebuligince with hath Campus twenty 
acres. Athfetidpfield twenty acres. Sehoo| farm 
campus. 





Regular Courses: College Preparatory (inten 
Special training fot College Boafd examinati« 
Academic até Junior College. Thirty-thre 
university trained teachers Junior N 
number 


























Special courses: Music . Pipe Organ 
Harp and Violin), Dramatic cconomics and 
Secretarial 

Accredited Junior Conseryatory Music. 

Sports and Recreation: . hotkey, tennis, 
horseback riding, swimmin track athletics 
Swimming pool, unusual in it™furity of water, light and 
ventilation. 

School occupies Hotel Flanders, Ocean City, N. J 
during the month of May Unique plan, highly ‘end rsed 
by present and former patrons. School work not inte: 
rupted. 

Unsurpassed advantages. Moderate rates. Catalog and 
View Book upon request. Address Box R 







FRANK S. MAGILL, A.M. 
Headmaster 














Pishopt borpe Ma 


Fall Registrations Made No 
Special oyporfunity itr Home Egonomics, C 
Secretarial, Expression, Art, Music, College 
Courses. 
New Gymnasium and Pool. Horseback Riding. 
Write for special information about courses and terms, 
Mr. and Mrs. C. N. Wyant, Prin 
Nag Box 247, Bethlehem, Pennsyl 


BEAVER COLL 


Continuing the work of I 
College courses with 
equipment. New $100,000 
Box R, Jenkintown, Pa. 


CEDAR-CREST 43%s,79 


ban site, congenia! campys life. Degree and c 
eral Arts, A.B.; Secretarial Science, B.S.S., 
Music and Expression, A.B. New 


We. F. Curtig/Litt.p., Pres. 


for Girls 


Thorough college prepara courses for, girls not 
going to college. Gymnasium, imming pool. Catalog. 
Alvan R. Grier, President, Box 155, Birmin Pa, - 













ne Design, 
Preparatory 

















for 
women 





General and Junior 
Splendid 
Address 





















erm dermitertia 
attractive subur 
cate gourges. Lib 
wehold Arts, B.S.; 
in Religious Education 

































College preparatory, gener. c 
Wildcliff, 2-year graduate Course on Gables, 
Mr. and Mrs.H.M. Crist, Prins., Bo: 1532, Swa 










HOOD CO 


Accredited collegs an! prone 
Economics, B.~ M, 
Education, English Speech 
ings. 125 ~_ 
Registrar, 






- in Home 
courses in 
Ten new. build- 


7 Frederick, Md. 






Tl1ss SAYWAR 


34th year. Col Preparatory, Secretarial [ 

ence Courses lebivideat attention yy —- 5 eeeh girl a 

horseback riding. Address. 
Miss 6. deme Sayward, Principal, Box R, 











GABRISON, RAREST 
[odera. moray taermespte. Colege the er Speipiony of Gennes! Grates, 


tolaging ears MoNCRIEFFE Lrvinastost, Box & Garrison, Md. 







HIGHLAND 


Modem educational standards. ony 
courses. Advanced work. Music. rt 

retarial. Outdoorlife. In Allegh 
log. Box 900, Maud Woy, A. B., 


paratory Gé@neral 
hestic Science, Sec- 
. hear Altoona. Céata- 
in, Hollidaysbarg, Pa. 








Roberts’ Beach Sch l Sce Girls 


A country school, suburban to B: org. Apecial rate 
for papils in work below Jast » College prepara- 
tory, General rse; gr. musi. idmal atention 
to @ach girl's needs. Catalok. Add iss Roberts or 
Miss Beach, Box 350, Catonsville, 7 














college preparation 
yee * rh Mrs. 














ARYLAND 


FOR WOMEN. 60 mi fro 
piesa ty. Dom. Se reta 
a 


a 
eet Tet a CATALOG ot Be 






ot cou 













LINDEN. HALL 


ryn w itawe, Pe 
es: i Academie Pre 
Separate Juni 
oes Gr a 
#. wi. Stengel, 0. Ox Won 137. unter, Po. (is bee from PRs. 





arial ip Caltora. 7 
Attractive Home 









MORAVIAN SI 


FOR GIRLS. In picturesque hill 
historic and educational tions. Lower Schools, Health, 
character, scholarship Sveletpdnd ex teachérs. Est. 1742. 


INARY 


Pennsylvania. ‘Rich in 





Rate $800. Address Miss F.-Hagrar, Box R, Bethlehém, Pa. 








AR IS ole 









or school 
and camp information address the Department of Education, THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE, 20 Lesingos Ave., New York Chey. 
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bar | 




















Near Nation's Capital in 90, 
estate. Two-year Junior 
and four-year preparatory 
courses in Music, Art, 
matics, Home Ecc 

Every athletic 

houses are 

life. For 

Box 195, 





=> Oo Soon = = Jie, | | 























Mus. B. Special students in music, oratory and art—household nior High School 

economics—secretarial branches and “physical education. Junior College 
~ ° . Iy located at Wash 

Faculty of 40 college graduates—student body of 500, thirty Spiel emphasis on Music “art af 
states represented—non-sectarian, eight fraternities—Homeli 2th Yeats Hal ecze.compus. Nantlenl Pes 
mosphere, democratic spirit, Student Self-Government. C z p illustrated catalog address; 
best features of School, Club and Home. Frederick E. Farrington, Ph.D, 

5 : a dee 4 ’ Chevy Chase School, Box R, Washington, D. ¢. 

Modern equipment, 6 acres, 32 buildings, including u 
gymnasium with swimming pool. Healthful climate in 
hills of the Blue Ridge Mountains. Outdoor sports, ric 
ing, etc. 


TANDARD courses leading to the degrees of A.B., B.O. and hevy Chase 
Se 
for Girts 





FOR GIRLS 

Modern equipment, 96 acres, Healthful\, cfmate in the 28th pest aoe ee ee 
32 buildings, including up- foothills o e Blue Ridge EBE COURSES in Secretarial Sélence 
to-date gymnasium and swim- Mountains r particulars Domestic “tence, Music, Art, Expression, Cos- 
ming pool, Outdoor sports, address _ .N _Box F., tume Design and Interior Decorating. Athletics 


- att Educational Adsantages of th met rs Utilized 
riding, boating, etc. Seadints from 45 Ges 


> fo of Selli?t F 


For Cat alog address 


Fairmont School, 2105 & St.. N. W.. W. Bc, 











THE MARJORIE WEBSTER SCHOO 
EXPRESSION AND PHYSICAL EDU iT 


Acc: 


College Conservator y, 


for Young Women The ao 


GAINESVILLE,.GA. ~ 50 Milos from ATLANTA vllare. Preparatory. Genera 


c courses . Music, Secre 
for aval! 














belie Stone, Ph. Uv. 
1626 Rhode Island Ave. WN. went 


“VIRGINIA PARK’ —orerlooking the Modern new buildinizs, every f 

city of Bristol in the healthful moun- a bath attached, Health record 

tain climate of “Old Virginia.” Courses: xceMed. Fine outdoor life. orse-back 

Accredited Colle ge Preparatory — Jun- idi Swimming and Gymnasium. .100- | "memg School at 

| Mh. pt --% Art, _Jromstion, : -~<. be ~e —— lake and water Boracaal $3 nore 

four sm, § rial, " . ~ ots ‘ ashington ». C. advantages ” Frank A. Gall U i) 
crgpment’ "Students from a0 states end PNSTaL. For CATALOG and book of Piews cierto tea 
foreign countries. References required. address: W. E. Martin, Ph.O., Pres. 


Early application advised Box E, Bristol, Va. 


SouthernSeminary]|! Virginia College 
A School of Character FOR YOUNG WOMEN 


For girls. In the Blue Ridge One of the leading schools in the Sowh. Located 
Mountains, in the midst of in the beautiful Valley of Virginia, 
almost Alpine scenery. | Home fine climate Modern buildings and 
life is that of a _ fige old European and American College Ins 
southern family. College pre- tive, Preparatory and College Cours. Te -d. For Girls. Qollege preparqtory 
parators. Seminary agd Col- High School graduates. Acc ted parate Junior Sehodl. 
legiate, 2 years. Mugte, Art. Limited a * A>, - ve in Music, Art. Br 
Expression, Home Egonomics, ‘ Dression. ranch © andg 
Vhysical Education And Sec- a Journalism John C. Simpson, A.M., 
retarial courses. school is irses. Excellent ’ 
noted for its mental and_phys- rary Course. Ath 
ical health. All sports. Horse- " Catalog . Virginia Intermont 
back riding. Indoor sunlight Harris, For young Women. 44th year. 30 states 
swimming pool. 320-ft. ve- Gertrude Junior College, both accrediteg, by Sout 
randa. Mountain water. 60th ie Music, Home Economics, Set arial 
year. Catalog, Address sion. Art. Outdoor sports. Gy 

7 Roanok ‘virgnia.. H. G. Noffsinger, Pres., Box 145, 


ROBERT LEE DURHAM, 


President 


Box 972 Buena Vista, Virginia 



































ox R 
College preparatory pohos! for gi 
vanced academic work 
included in tuition. Moderm > ca 
Terms moderate ber 927. JBiabop © ? Didcess Cc. DO. Curtis, 
of Southern Virginia P 4p - F jogue “address 


of Music—and Fine Arts. For girls and youn . Srettirter] College 


exclusively. In Shenandoah Valley amidst mour Exclusively for Ydaune Me 
Virginia. English, Foreign yer» Ss, Cm 
Interior Decorating, Costume Designing, Swi " rvai 
Gymnasium. Riding and Golf. New buildings FOR GIRLS. In Shenandoah Vaile - 1600 ft, altitude ries 1 tennis, e ; 
tories. All elective courses. Athletics under supervision. | College preparatory and special 56 acres, riding, golf, | PRESIDENT, WISBURG, WEST V 
soeatee. Address Manch College of Music, College Park, | 2! field sports. New $60,000 Gymnasium, Recrestion Building and C2: ple. 

Box Staunton, Va. Swimming pool. Catalog. Box R, Park Station, Waynesboro, Virginia. 

"Bethel Woman’ 


A Junior College and 
years of High School. 
riding nent charm of the 


1843 Formerly Virginia Female Institut of the New. Catalog. Bo’ 


MAS: | W. Gaines, M.A., 
Oldest gitls’ school in Virginia—Episcopal, Location healthful and 
beautifwl. General and college preparatory courses. Loyal Mumnae 
find here for theit daughters the familiar @tmosphere off culture 
and refinement combined with moderm equipment and Four years ce@llege preparatory ond 
methods. Supervised out-door sports. For catalogue a@eées College work for young women. 
sion, Secretarial and Home 
MRS. H. N. HILLS, A. B., Box R letics. Delightful home life. 
and culture. Dept. R, 
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—— oun ERN STATES _—__ 









LMONT 
OUNG WOMEN 


ars preparatory and 2 years 

Comet ck. rm y the Association of 

and Secondary Schools of Southern 

States. Special emphasis on Music and Art. Also 

Litersture, Expression, Domestic Art, Physical 

T and Secretarial. Complete, modess 

ang swimmt 

pe oyeincleuide horseback ding. 

References requited. Write for “The Story of 
Ward-Belmont. 

WARD-BELMONT 


Belmont Heights, Box 302, Nashville, Tennessee 
—— nl 


DERSO 


Climate mild and invigorating. 
— sports all the year. 
jtioval southern customs 
z= ltare. Bath attached 
bm room. 
Beautiful 34 acre campus 
stenders college btm J lead 


x, nior College 
ox 


ees ‘ Expression, 
Qarly registration advised. 
Rate 























Art, Violin, Piano, 
Secretarial, Physical 


For catalog address Registrar 
Box C, Anderson College, 
Anderson, S.C. 


A College of the old 
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school of limited 
schools for its 
and 
type 
c and 


patronized 
among 
complete equipmen 


A NATIONALLY 
enrolment. Unique 
beauty of location, 
strong faculty Magnificent Spanis 
buildings on extensive campus of 
seashore. 

Four-year High School and two, 
College, both fully accredited. 
in Art, Music, Expression, Ho 
Secretarial Training and No 
Physical Education. 
















ar Junior 
recial work 
Economics, 
al Course in 


Ideal location on Gulf of Plexico. Healthful 
climate. All sports incluging swimming and 
horseback riding. Catalogfjn request. Address 


, President, 


1cuarp G. Co 
i ort, Miss. 


Box W, 











Gulf Park 


BY-THE-SEA 








A Junior College for Girls 








ty of courses, 
1al courses i 
equipment. 


4 girl's school offering a broad ¥v 
cluding college preparation, and n 
dergarten-Primary Training. 
ming Pool. Mild climate. Mary 
B.A. Priesigal, Bex Principal, Bex R, Charleston, 8. c 







“= 


_WESTERN STATES  __ 


Lindenwood 
College 


For ‘young women. Two and four ye 
degreé courses. Liberal Arts, Fine 
Home Economics and Business Co 
Exceptionally fine Music School. 
tiful mode’ 
acre campus 
ment. 
Pool, Golf C 
request. Box , St. Charles, 
Mo. John L. Rx oemer, D.D., 
President 

50 minutes from St. Louis 












































26th year, Successful 


tion for eastern “Co e en- 
rance Board Examig&tions,”’ 
Certificate admits to Universitjes f/ General 


course. Music, Art, 


JUNIOR COLLEGE DEPARTMENT for 
uates of an accredited school. Modern Fireproof 
uildings. Outdoor life; swimming; Riding 
Fredonia Alten, Ph.B., President and Treasurer 
log Box R, Indi Pp 


St. Teresa’s Junior College 


Catholic boardis scheol for girts suffounded by 20-acre Qn 

odern fireproc buildings with every convenience for health 
comfort. Su rior library and laboratory equipment. Excellent Music 
and Norma! Training. Accredited to the University s Missouri and 
member of American Association of Junior Col Reasonable 
us, Box R, St. 











rate For information address, 
Teresa's Junior College, Kansas City, 





Harcourt School di. 
Gambier, Ohio 

College Prepesatess. General Academic - M 

Courses. iiss HARRIETTE MERWIN 

Miss MARION ELOISE Laser { Ppphcipa 





‘LUCY COBB IN 


Athens, 

A standard Junior College and A 

yet preserving | all that was _ in the “*Ol 
tional. DEPA RIMENTS: andard Coll 
Aceredites High School; Bible; Mees? Art: 
; Physical Education. ~F.# 









omen— Modern 
*—Undenomina- 
years ; 

Home Eco- 


worth, President 








= ay Land of the ~~ 

Econothics. Indiyidy 

oa Riding, Golf. E 
JR. SEVIER, D.D., Pres., 


FASSIFERN <i: 





Umited. Physical 
endersonville, N.C. 


piscopal) 





. 





ST. MARY’S COLLEGE 


DALLAS, T! 
Junior College Coll Preparatory 
Fully Accredited Schoo! Lower School 


Institute of Musical Art (with Harold von Mickwitz). Attrac- 
tive New Dormitory opened 1923. Apply for catalogue. 


Jeannette W. Ziegler, Principal (Dept. C.) 

















College Entrance Board 

Examinations 
We know the schools 
that are specializing in 
successful preparation 
for these examinations 
and will be glad to help 
you in selecting the 
best in any section of 
the country. Give es- 
sential facts and ad- 
dress: 


The Director, Department of Education 


THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE 
420 Lexington Avenue New York City 








—S— 

















COLUMBIA I 


or 
Four years High School, two 
High standards. Cultural, 


swimming. Rates $600. Catalog 
shank, President, Box m, ¢ 







Junior College, High 
Expressio Music. 
1927-28 earlyfin Sep- 
ss: 


A High Class School for Girls, 
School, Elementary ScQpool. 

Rates reasonable Ope 
tember. For information 
Rev. J. C. Hanley, Sayre “College, ie 


FAR WEST a 
FOR 


EL PASO SCHQOL Gus 


College preparatory and lemic courses. Ac- 
credited by standard colle music advantages. 
Mild, dry climate with dail} 
and exercises nearly all yea 

Miss Olga E. Tafel, Prin., 


THE Ratnam NE 


gton, Ky. 














rate. Catalog. 
Rel Paso, Tex. 










a charming Cali- 
] cineke of Marin 
nstruction in gram- 


fornia country setting. In the healt 
County, an hour from San Fran 
mar and high school classes with 
preparation. Faculty selected fromgreduates of foremost 
colleges. Outdoor sports throughout the year. Large play- 
ing fields, tennis court and swimming pool. Track, archery, 
riding. Limited enrollment makes early app}ation advis- 
able. For illustrated catalogue and full infor, 










Country School near Las A cereditgl. grade 
to College. Graduate work, 2 y Soomts, ad Orses. 
Italian buildings. 36th year s Sep 


. Miss 
Parsons and Miss Dennen, Prins., Glendora ills, Calif. 
















MARLBOROUGH SCH St 

Fetebtiahes 1889. Boarding a Accredited. 

liege Preparation. S& in Music, 
French, Art, Home Outdoor life. 
Riding. Ada S, Blak , 50298 West 
Third Street, Los An 

THE BISHOP’S SCHOOL 
Upon the Seripps Foundation. Box La Jolis, Calif. 


minutes from San 
it Easter Colleges. 


Diego. Intermediate Scheel. 
istress. 
t, Board of Trustee. 


Caroline Seely Cum 
The Rt. Rev. Joseph H. Johnson, 













° Kindergarten 

ation and Elementary 0 ege 
Courses preparing young women to ome Kindergarten 
and Elementary teachers. Advanceg¥/Courses for teachers. 
Cultural atmosphere, splendid ool spirit in student 
body of 500. Constant Beautiful 
new dormitory and college located i most 
desirable residential seejion Evanston. 3'4g8cre cam- 
pus, two biocks from Michigan. Sur fr session 
opens June 17th. Fall September 94%, 1927. For 
catalog address EDNA DEAN BAKER, #res., Box 92. 
Evanston, Ili. 











inguished cojlege 
atory school for 


. in 12 wooded acres 
g to Lake Michi- 
gan, suburban to Chicago 
Sports 


.8 . og tee ~¥ 
*s. Spo ; pool. 59th year. 
ELOISE R. TREMAIN, Prin., Box 331, Lake Fags t, Ti 


graduates Gymnas 
Starrett School for Girls, 


éith year. Register No 
Academic, College-Preparatory and Advance 
School Graduates. Fully a — or all 
universities. Consefvator: 
of views Address Box 24, 4015 Drexel B 


FRANCES SHIMER 


For Girls and° Young Women 
Academy. Music, Art, Expr 
year. Campus 25 acres. Out 
$40,000 library. Catalog. W®. 
President, Box 653, Mt. Ca 


ILLINOIS WOMAN’S 

A standard college. A.B., B.S., B.3 
bined 5-year college and nurse-train 
Art, Public Speaking, Do 
Physical Education. Catalog. 
IMinois Woman's College, B 



















course 





T. MARY'S SCHOOL, Kooxville, 


Episcopal. For Gr of all "denominations ior 

Dept: ‘ 

Rate. Also Senior Dept: for girls 

Accredited. Chicago Office 1204 Stevens Sar, 
Catafog of Dept. R. 








Views free. Address Box R. 8. Graft 


SCHOOL FORGIRLS 
Oak E Hall 7ith#eer. Boarding and Da 
poe ge preparatory, general, 


domestic science courses. and —- arts. Skat- 
ing, swimming, riding, te! | pte um. Num 

limited. Attractive hom Tite. doklet. Mr. - Mrs. 
R. A. Moore, Principals, “382 Holly Ave., St. P Minn. 


COLLEGE OF THE SISTERS, 0£/4 


Episcopal Accredited College Prepa: 
All athletics. 
127. Mary 








two years’ advanced work. General 

art, expression, domestic science, music, 

Est. 1861. For information address Box 
Whitton, Principal, Topeka, Kansas, 





For school and camp information address the Department of Education, THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE, 420 Lexington Ave. New York City. 









‘ Music, 
v ce, Secretarial, 
~» Jacksonville, Ul 
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SCHOOLS FOR BOYS AND LS AND 


COLLEGES FOR YOUNG MEN AND WOMEN | 


ENO A Coeducati Established 
1824. ~ 

SEMINARY course. 
dents taken. Adirondack 
For catalog address Chasse E. 
Box R, Cazenovia, N. 





ng Hudson Valley 
General 


Seventy miles from New-York © 
Under Friends’ management 

demic courses. A schoo) of high 
character and culture. 130th year, 


WILLIAM J. REAGAN, A. M., _ Principal, 


BU RR”? BU RTO 


A GREEN MOUNTAIN SCHOOL 


For Boys ana Gute. 40-acre campus— wh« aleser ome tradisigne 

prepaneaere, eral, — A am 38 cours 

son ¢. Bate incipal, “Manchestety 
6 hours pg "hes York on direct line). 


Dean Academy, Franklin, Massac 


Gist Year. Young men and young women find 

atmosphere, therough and efficient training in every 

broad culture, a loyal and heipful school spirit Live 

permits liberal a iny $475 w $600 year. Special course in 
le science. ‘ormation address. 


Ano we PEIRCE” ‘Litt. D., 
EAST GREENWICH ACADE 


Founded 1802 

123 instructors College age 

Pr rivilege Academic, Business yaic 
ellent gymnasium and athletic figt 

J. Francis Coorer, D.D., Principal, 

On Narragansett Ray 


GEORGE SCHOOL Giespior™ ss 


227 acres woods and felds borgfring the ANeshaminy 
Manual training, debatin “hol all ath- 
letics. Own farm. Cafalon 
G. A. Walton, A.M., Prin., Box 300, G@rpe School, Pa. 


DICKINSON SE 


Prepares, Jor 


rate. Ma 





Co-educational. 


ig-educ sslonal. 





Coeducational 
and Expression. 
courses New gym rat i 
Endowed Moderate 
Sean w Long, D. D.. Pres., 


‘o-educational 
saan s for teachers 
sional and cultural cof 
esting college life. Da¥a 
Catalog. Box_R, Reading, 


. R O Y CONFERE: 


c eon Preparatory, Music, Demestic Scie 
§ rate Junior School Gs mnasium. V 
Basket Ball € shampienetios Past Ye 

dowed. Rates $500-$600 atalog. 


___ Robert L. .. Thompesn, D.D., Pri ox R, Poultney, Vt. 


5 tt ee b 
V2 


93rd Year 
, Comme Cour 
nont Pre | ‘gotball 
iles from Albany. 


THE * ‘INDIVID TOC AL" SCHOOL 


mp 
Academic, indust i. Cultu ral 

MES. Ri BEDLEY Snot EMEDLES. MD. 

eicta 


s Glenside” es tiles from Troms Phiedow 


GRAND RIVE 


96th year. An endowe 
school. Supervised athileti 
and Exypression 

$500. 00, 


ari 
Austinburg, Ohio, near Ashtabula. 


WAYLAND ACADEMY 


College preparatory with nigy stanagfds. Gra@uates in 
26 colleges. All athletics. pression A 
true home school with cbristh Co-educa- 
tional, Est. 1855. Endowmer @ssible $650.00 
rate. Catalog. __ Edwin P. P. Brown, Pri Geaver Dam, Wis. 
MONTANA 32227525 
of her fingst Ac li 
and Grammar Schoo! — conatant supervisien 
plunge - rustic. Near Yellowstone Park. Ca: 
under guides in the Gailatin Wonderiand Forests. A 
mental, cultural, upbuilding of youth. Booklet— 
____O. H. Campbell, Sup"t-Manhattan, Momana 


FLORIDA 233: 

9 and Women 

TH aceredited college giving A pa and BS. RB. grees i) Pisete. 
e Economics. Speech. 


om 
boating and outdoor sports all — * Located modern fa nut ty Fler: 
ida ’mid sunshine and flowers. Ludd M. Spivey, Lakeland, Fia. 








it, physical, 














___ SCHOOLS FOR SMALL CHI 


CAMERON SCH OL, 


Boarding schdol for boys and“tgirls 4-1 
all vear. 42 minufés from New Yagk. 
struction. Interesting, supervised act! 

logue address Mary E. «Beattiey M2<R jew Ave. 
North Plainfield, N. J. Telephone Plaipfield 6392. 


DEVITTE SCH OL | § 


50 per month covers a 
All- a. roy, | 1 and fummer for boys 
and girls to 12 6 32 mfles from x4 Y. moh . Book- 
let. _L. De Vitte, Principals Box 48-H, Morganville, N. J, 


ST.-ELIZABETH. OF-THE-ROSES 


A mother scHoe? for‘ehildren’3 to 12. Ep 
hour from N. Y. C. Usual studies; ou ~ pee 
Summer Camp. Mrs. Wy B Stoddard, Shippan Point, 
Stamford. Conn. _ Phoné_177). Ring 4 


BURT’S SCHOOL 


FOR TINY TOTS I-12 
A Mome-School for Children for 12 Years 


For cata- 

















1120 Constant Aye. Peekskill, N. Y. 
. Prove: PeeRskill 1139 . 
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PEN NINGTON 


Training that develops Boyhood 
sanely into Manhood 


Pennington has a knack of developing sdundly 
all that is best-in a boy and gives bim a real, 
workable cultural,mental and social equipment 
Excellent record in college and life. In- 
structog’¥or each 10 boys ‘apeenial sur 
roundjAgs—muysical and Vv organisa 
tions; fiye” library ] “s—gym, 
60-foot swimming pool, e acre field 
Separate school for junjor re care. 
lant recently eutennee, &A ‘ 
no extras. 8 miles from P¥fnceton er 
Francis Harvey Green, A.M 
Ileadmaster, Box 20, Pennington, ‘ 


catalog 














SPECIAL SCH 


THE WOODS’ 


For Exceptional Ghiildren 
GIRLS BC 


Booklet 


Camp with tutoring, 


An ideal home school fer children of all ages. 
boys and girls. Individual attention in studi 
manual training. $75 a month and up 

The Binghamt 
Mr. & Mrs. A. A. Boldt, 16 Fa 


par b 
physical culture and 


inghemton, N.Y 





as been Retarded 
Schools for Boys, and Young Children 
anf vetational c@urses Special imstrection 
Helena T. Oevereux, Director, Box R, Berwyn, Pa. 


| PERKINS SSH99 


For children requiring special gaining and education. 
Unsurpassed equipment on Intimate 
home life. Experienced Staff. jon. 

Franklin H. Perkins, M.D.. Box 52. Lancaster. Mass. 


THE BANCROFT SCH L RETARDED CHILDREN 


Unusually complete ¢guipmen Large staff. Kesident 

Physician and nurse. Winteg segaion ot Haddonfield, N.J. 

Sommer camp at Owls HeadyMe. Est. 1883. Catalog. 

E. A. Fervingtes, M.D and Jenzia Saban oley, Directors. 
Box 125, Haddonfield, New J 





STANDISH MANO SCHOOL. 


A special school for backwatd girl Individual instruc- 
tion. Experienced teachers. Haygy home life. Health- 
ful location. Out-door ap sports. 30-acre es 
tate. Alice M. Myers, Princ Hazel G. Cullingford. 
Ass’t. Principal, Halifax, Ma 





On the Old Simpson Estate, 
bagkward children, § tog. who 
Delight ul home atmoxphere, % 
4 i aine a P. Rerentt, Director. 
ess R. F. D. 1, White Pisine, N.Y. r Scarsdale 863. 


The Scientific Tutorigg School 


An exclusive boarding school fer backWird children. In- 
dividual instruction. Articylation, Physician’ endorse- 
ment. Marion Chamberlain Kelley. Gerfrude A. Stew- 


art, P. O. Box 107, Media, Pennsyliva 


om the Normal 


SEGUIN S 








For Children who Deviate Mental 
One of the oldest e@d best known scheols, 
intimate hame care. Bor Wastrated Catalog addi 
Mrs. Elsie M. Seguin, Box R, Oran aN. J. 
A Home and Training Schoo! for Exe DC Children 
who need Special Care and Trajnipg. Cougtry Location 


makes possible moderate fat 
Sue 1. ScHeRMeRHnOoRN, Box-57 W + End Statio: chmond, Va. 


COMPTON SCHOOL F GIRLS 


of slow development requiring™’$pegial indi- 
vidual instruction and home care. Est. 1901. 
Miss Fanny A. Compton, Prin., £3809 Flad 
Ave., St. Louis, Mo. 


‘The Stewart Home Trainee School 


A Private Home and School for Nervo and Backward 
Childr@j. On a beautifml country estate fn the famous 
Blue Grass Negion of Kentucky Seven. oS aew- Cot- 
tage ‘ian. “For cee catalog addr 
Or. John P. Stewart. Box P, “Frankfort, Ky. 








Sy 
meen 


k Military Academ 
P. O. Box u y 
CORNPALL-ON-HUDSON, NEW YORK 
18891927 
School of Distinction 
1ere boys are taught self. 
feliance and self-c ontrol, 
INFANTRY CADET BAND 
CAVALRY R. O.F. Curr”, 
(A visit is cordially invited) ’ 


Ay» 


A 
4 Pith ow 7 i ‘eu wd 
Brigadier.General, D.S.M, 


Superintendent 


DEES SKILL same 


i Wn ~ to colleges 


4 »dern firepreof vat 
pe Upper: House  *Reparess orheal 


— 


Military. College preparators 
ness course. Well-ordered 
Wm. Verbeck, Pres., Box 95, Mantes. 


Stony Brook s:, 


all classes, cotle 
leading colleges. Char 

equipment in grounds 
Address the e Principal, 


ST. ANN'S A ADEMY ‘for Boys 
Conducted by Pthe Mariet + 
RBoarders—Day toarders—Day S&t 

-Grammar—Pripgry. Latin, 


cal Training. AYN letics 
Brother Director, 153 Easf 76th St. New York Gb 
> 


De Morte ScHédt 


A prepsratory sch r bors (9 to 19) who oa 
thorough fundamental 
wholesome surroundings. 
mer School. Laurence Washburn De 


The MOH 


A boarding school for 

College Prepagatory, 

Health and Qutdeer file 
Jerome F. Kidder, Box 


ot. Johns School 


OSSINING. OP -HUDSON 
for Coligge am! od. 3 
(ralning, ‘Athidtion.. Bioornse achoot fer bare 
___ WILLIAM ADDIS: ADDISON RANNEY, 


Be 
- reques. 


For boys 7 to 15. 

obedience, orderliness, 
personal touch. Write for 
_Major Chas. M. Duncan, | 


On Chartered Foundation 

admission to college by exami 
30 colleges. Gym., Golf, Swim 
Willian P. Kelly, Headmaster 


WENONAH MI TARY ACADEMI " 


12 miles from Philad@elph 

and niy,- courses ) 

manship 

and. View Boo thre Registrs?. 
AJORC. M.L REN E, Supt., Box 404, 


~ WASHINGTON, D. | 








Electrical “=: 


Over 
CondenSed ¢ourse/ im Theoretical ar 
trical 


subjects of Mathematics and 
Students construct motors, inst 
trical machinery. Course desi 


od 
in“epe col year. 
ELECTRICAL SCHOM 
f ur 
pha oy Aa city ia nn 
Catalog on request. 


205 Takoma Ave., Washingtas BE 











For school and camp information address the Department of Education, THE RED BOOK 1} MAGAZINE, 420 Lexington Ave., 
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TRAVEL 









(OLLEGE C 


Round the orld 


FoR E@\/ SECOND 
YounG ANNUAL 
MEN —Seee . CRUISE 
Over GG) Sepremper 

11 Yrs. To May 


Yn 
Ave Countries Visited. Tropics in Winter. 


Tweety. 
J in Fall and Spring 
PesTece, Post Greduate, College Preparatory and Special 


ISE 


Faculty of 40. 


Open to pre-collegiates a 
educational inclinations. 





A College Year —Afloat — Around the 


Thea. s. 
Sails from New York September 1927 for 8 months visiting 26.foreign countries. 
Close personal contact between —. and faculty. 
most universities for courses taken. 


“AURANIA” of the Cunard Line h 


Credit allowed a 
— $2500, to $4150.—fully res ag 
nd undergraduates, also toa seal number of older people with 


INTERNATIONAL UNIVERSITY CRUISE inc. 


Ae Broadway, New York 
phone Bowling Green 7657 








_NEW ENGLAND : STA 














[WwW 














MIDDLE ATLANTIC STATES | 





= 
& 


Founded 1892 Suburban to Phi 

A College Preparatory Schoo 
Newly reorganized with modern ajminftration 
under men of experience in prepari ws for 
college. Certifies for admission to a Colleges 


not requiring Board Examinations. 
JUNIOR SCHOOL FOR YOUNGER Boys 


Complete equipment including gymnasium, and 


indoor swimming pool, track, playing fields. 
For new illustrated catalog address 
EDWARD R. ROBBINS, 








Business 
ag mh ee ee Sao THoRovoH COLLEGE PREPARATION For Boys 93™ Yrar 
oss ton Toe vel Assoc bee vests City er Calalog Address, Worcester Academy, Worcester, Massechuselts 





Browne!! Gage, Ph. 


1833 ISL UFFIEL 


ENDOWED SCHOO 


faa =. Me tu tion, Seoargte Jor A secondary school a 
ie trainin or every and ati oy 
“Re. Brownsl | B.. Headmaster, 13 High Street, junior college for b 










Avon, Old Farms 





situated on a 3,000 





Accredited 
School for 50 boys. 
paralieled health 





hills of The Berkshires. Theod 


ont In th . 
. Jes 
sup, Head Master, Ridgefield, necticut. 













estate five miles 
Farmington, Connecticut. 


Preparatory pro- 
» SS = gressive boarding school bining 


farm life, forestry and shop Work with 
cultural education through individual 





old school of distin 
cone "College an tory. 
wer y 
letics. Gy 


OSES BROWN 


super 


oad 
& Ralston Thomas, Principal, Providence, BY. 


instruction. ~ Opening September, 
1927. Theodate Pope Riddle, Founder. 
Francis Mitchell Froelicher, Provost. 
~ For further information and cata- 
logue address STEPHEN P. Capor, Ex- 





rate Upper and 
Study and Ath- 





















ool Wo e Blue Ri s 
es Senatbers tently for f 4 A i 


T.M. Densiow, 6. A., = 35, tichester, 








NEW Hi 


A New Hampshire Schoo! for 
Thorough College Preparation. 

Junior School. Athletics for & 
Frederick Smith, A. M., 






ecutive Regent, Avon, OLp Farms, 
... CONNECTICUT. 


ROXBURY vu 


ing School. & nd [nstrectiog by the 

















9 CONN 


Paternal’ Method. “hu field, Pert See 
ay A. R. SHERIFF, Headmaster 





Howto learn, how to labor, how to live. 


A school for 110 boys. Modern, hedenetiiee = . is a An endow 
Suita ‘eaten eae mndeatne Ag mgptig. amt | Estas te2s, Prepare hope tuners or Meme | WAT TT LISTON seis: 
) —  F $ to $575. wrote oe és ray vd | Every teacher a specialist. nT. Kurt, Principal. | desire the best in education and care ata reason 
dress , AW Box K, Gettysb Pa. . 557 Boylston Street, Boston, as. (Copley Square) Preparation for all col ‘ 
Janior School for young boys. Address ARCHIBALD 
CARSON ONC 9 DeWitt H d Ste ol V. GALBRAITH, Principal, Box R, Easthampton, Mass. 
I Sist | Clinton eb d xh. I | ¢ 4 H E I L, 











year 
A School, 5th Grade to — In the rountaing 
Kgs bow fort and, Pa a ia. aidan Inareetion Sao 
farrisburg Academ - 
KS and weaped a thorough - i 


and rivet envir: 


eopegee pagrrinee Were “loasrete #41 me rote due to« 

























Preparatory fot all colleges. Rapid progre 
of pupils and freedom from rigid 

» Excellent equipment, 
athletits and moral weif 
For tocaloe address Box 


Limited 
ass organi- 
oF attention to 

Stl pear. 


a Princdkon” i 









A College Preparatory C try Boarding School. 


For 25 Boys. Individmal and expert 
John B. Hebberd, A. M., Head Masher 


Rors 8-16. Cc 7 het 


on 
nm equi my Het Taibo etic “rogres 
ati Good fellowship heme -like = oad 


tutoring methods. 
» Newton, Mass. 









CUSHI 


Groduntes in forty leoding 


For new cata: Ji 
Ashburnham 


CHARACTER -—ACHOLARSHIP 


_A.H_ MITCHELL, Bex R; Billerica, Massachusetts 


Rippowam Boys’ pee 


Most approved modern metheds applied to a i of be 
Expert preparation for College Entrance mn § amipati 


catalogue address: 
WH. Jerod O'Neil 
79 Prospect St.. 


ee a2 R 
200 STUDENTS 





Stamford, Coun. 





“WiDOLE ATLANTIC STATES 





founded 17 
Pregeation “oo 4 fimo on 
jon, in clams eth 


Juni 


..M 
jor Schoo 
attenti and athletic: ium. Pool. k ip 
Rev. = D. Thaeler, 0. D., Box 90, 









The SWAVELY «- 


oderate rates 









KEYSTONE ACAD 


Thorough College 
—- Whol 
ty acre compue in mou 















A. M., Headmaster, 


CHESTNUT 


Preparatory Boarding School f. 
open hill country, 11 Miles North of Ph Tadelphis. 
Complete equi Senior and Junior Schools. 


Lawme Or (Yale), Headmaster, Box R, Chestast Hit!, Pa. 















| 312 Schools 
ia these pages. For seven years, we 
eth visit and _ revisited schools, 
agp: East) South and West. There 
ey Or more schools to meet practi- 
¥ every éducational requirement, 
ny 4S these pages. If you need help 
ding the right school, write us, 
Stating essential facts, Address 


Director, Department ef Education 
THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE 











420 Lexington Avenue, New York City 
















en moun’ 
athletic teams for gil boys. Ssckool of 
&. Addr “Ay 


1 
a eae Small Gneeee Experienced men 


Curtio t. Gee, Principal, 5s Capra 








N*“” 
oe 


x mon Pric: 
noes oy 
College Pe. 
Box R 


RAS 


eanens T= Seat! 
€. M. Hartman, 


Peraseal —-_—_——— 
= =i 
Founded 
868 
r Serantan. Coached 
fering 6th to 8th grade Twenty-five years of success preparagfon of boys for 
colleg®, Agcredited. Our facuRs is trafied in thé edti- 
cational trend of the times. _Sthali cifsses. One hour 
from Washington in historic on of Virginia. 
65-acre campus. Horseback 1g. Athletics that 


devélop spirit of fair play and sportsmanship. Write 
for catalog, 
E. Swavely, Headmaster, Box 57-R, Manassas, SL. 


HALL, 
ae 


Tancagger. Penna. 











ERKIOMEN 6 OPPg 


For the Boy who wants 
Excellent in College 
Athlet 


Separate Janitor School with 
Oscar S. K D. Principal, 


acre Comte. ode. 
ome 












ndowed 
i 


PEDDIE : iJ 


ys 
. mat ional page of fine traditions With boys from 
on oe m for Coege 
orms including 


Busi 





ly. of Oe wt 








s. Gymnasium 
hoy. Modern 
and Philadel- 


two grammar grades. 
and swimming pool. 


























buildings. Midway betw ror 
1 ‘oor phia, 9 miles from PrincetoIr nd year. Summer 
Sy oar ent _——. ge 27. oger ¥: Swetland, 
eadmaster, Box 5 Highjftown, N. J. 
enw Mien SCHOOL FO 7 
Fa sniepeanniiailibestiaal 





One of the best 
in the country. 
work and recreat 


Supervised 





OME 


| For catalog address: 





atory School for Boys 
ys Ideally located on _ the 
erlookipg the Susquehanna Riv- 
nm Baltimore and Philadelphia. 


Fully Ac- 
eight 







ration for gil Colleges. 
& master for every 


equipped school estates 
Every facility for school 
ion. 

Athletics: Track, 
MURRAY P. 


Footbally Baseball. 
PORT DEPOSIT, 


Tetinis, 
Box 60, 


Goff, Xeleming 


BRUSH, Ph. D., ™D. 











> . EE one ee - 
Or school and camp information address the Department of Education, THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE, 420 Lexington Ave., New York City. 
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» 


Member Association of Military Schools and-Colleges of the U. 
Industrial 
Classical, 


lanta the South’s Histasice, Educational, 
elevation, salubrious climate, mild winters. 
certificated to National 
dept. for boys 9 to 13. 
Spacious drill and athletic 
One of the largest gyms in any 


ce Highland Lake, 


near Hendersonville, One of 


Excellent fare, 
grounds. 


For catalogs 


JER A historic 
school in the “OldfVir- 
ginia”™ town of Lewisbyfg¢ salt 
ful, mountainous location. $(2300 ft.) 
Greenbrier White Sulphur ys. J 
Building 


System of rewards in distaphne 
Every cadet in some 
courses lead to diploma, including business 


high toned mz sally boys 


TO COLLEGES WITHOUT 
giate work. Also lowe? 


Academies and Colleges; 
modern buildings. 
Military and 
American prep school with corrective exercises. 


summer 
Ridge 
America’s most splendidly equipped and be autifully 
camps with regular ac ads courses where desired. 


address The President of G. 


EXAMIBATION. 


wel cation 
Ac dare as Col. H. 
xR, Lewisburg, W.Va. 


The Red Book Mag 


SOUTHERN STATES 








RANDOLPH-MAQon 
ACADEM 


Front Royal, Va. 
The 1927-28 session 
new, modern, vireproet build 
A close sturdy of the boy's 
perament ability—and his@a@mbition 
Randolph ll. to prepare wh m [@ hi 
. S place 
Thorough preparatic bea os in life 
1 , igatitie 


sch Intellectual —~ 
bined with military ta 
needs of the time Sun 
begins Sept. 20th, 1927 A br 


nett of th 
Macon system. Write for ne Randalyh, 


Catalog 


Charles L. Melton, A.M. » Principal 


Box 425, Front a Va. 
LK, ,.... ~~ 


STAUNT 


Military Acafem 


S. National Patronage. Near At- 
cénter, in Blue Ridge foothills about 1100. feet 
Engineering, Commercial courses. Graduates 
y C. ander U. S. Army Officers. Junior 
Special tutorial systém, small classes 
wisely planned. Band and orchestra 
Moderate charges 














R, O. 


Athletics 


on crest of Blue 
and of the Sky, 
environed 


session, July and Avene. 
2300 feet elevation in the 


M. A., College Park, Ga. 


“MILITARY 
Ss 


ol and athletic park 
rsonal, individual @,- 

tr tutorial systes, 
Complete full 
lilustratg® catalog 


Box R, nton, Va, 


Heal th- 

Near 

New Modefn Fire-proof 
arouses ambition and-develops 
athletic sport. Strong school teams 
GRADUATES ADMITTED 
1 yr. of colle- 
Nunmhers limited 

ad vised. 

B. Moore 


ixty-seren year la 


Academy § 
t. absolutely f 


Spriuks 





Address 
Col. Thos. H. Russell, B.S., Pres., 


DANVILLE 


A preparatory schoe? traiming f 
Military trainin Fixed rat 
Catalog. Col. W. M. Kemper, Supt., 

















to 300 Early 
IN THE HEART p 


SilitaryAfademy 


ined and educated 
by skilled men ina that builds strong 


characters and healthy 


m. 67 acre 
ildings. All 
R.O.T.C. 
logue write 
INNESSEE 


campus, nine stone 

sports - - golf ands 

unit under army office 

BOX 604, COLUMBIA, 

BRANHAM & 

Ideal school for training boys i 

scholagship. Preparatory and g 

Thirty miles south of NashyillP. 

ings. Improved facilities 

ings...Endorsed hy emipent edtica 

year. Junior school in separate Cig 


your boy’s sake read our catalog. 
Address Box E 


CASTLE HEIGHTS 


The South’s most /¢plendidl¢ equip 
Prepares for all cotfeges and,unive 
Member Sou. Ass'n. Colleges 
Mil. Schools and Colleges of 

to Supt., Lebanon, Tenn. 


UNIOR Milkapiieatens 


Roys 5-14. Kindergarten through §fh grade. Modi- 
fied military system. Open mo: Pear. 1200 ft 
alt. 83 miles east Nashwille. X rates.Catalog 
Headmaster, Box R  Bloomingto prings, Tenn. 


"SEWANEE fisuany 


Prepares for colleges, stall ndividtuial develop- 

ment. Aim—an active mind, .¢ dy, ¢ledh morals. 

10,000 acres of exploring and ng gountry. Coaches 

for all athletics. Catalog. Box R, Sewanee, Tenn. 
————- 





character and 
eral courses 


New build- 























Because you want him to befreally prepared for 
college or business—a clear-t king, prompt-acting 
man. Military training mak bim erect, 
orderly and self-peliant. 


The Association of Milit Colleges and Schouls 
of the United States. 


strong, 











FORK UNION MILITA 


Health fot Virginia location 
exe ¢ 


pvelops whole 
—gmental 
30th Year 


good in college c. BR inspected by War Dept- R.O t ¢. 
in 44 states. 54th yea ajo. el - 
Endsley, Superintendent, ,| S32 eee ee 


Kentucky Military 
Oldest Private Military School in Ame 

standards. Classical, scientific, and cc 

ited. In the country, 11 miles fr 

buildings. References requir 


Col. C. B. Richmond, Pr 


MASSIE SCH 


Enrolment limited to boxe po Ageredit 

of Colleges and Seco Course 

College Entrance Ex: cation Bees Col 
R. & Massie, Jr., M.A., Mosdmacter ss 
x 470, Versailies. Kentucky 











stitute | MHLTARY 


“onducted for piwtt 
liege entrance 


t 
Srees. Accred- hess life Commercial course« 
odern, fire-proof 14. Strong faculty. Splemiid at 

A. H. CAMDEN, A.6., Pres. 
yadon, Ky 


OL | RANDOLPH-MACON A 


Prepares for college or Pus 
y Pouthern Association tion in the mountains Corie 
study prescribed by gymnasium and swimgning ved 


Wm. R. Phelps. Principal, 














near Washington. Wholesume inguet 
catalog add 


Or. Howard i TUY Headma 


Y VESANT: 


CHOOL FOR BOYS! 
College rion Smal! Clasaés. Athletics 
Hunting. Week-e WEEE Vritefor 
Edwin B. King, » 


MILIT. 
Diptiinga fe all 


1 clasees, expert fi c 
fire-proof equipment. 2 


War Dept ra) 
. Box R, Wayne 
: ———— 











Gulf Coast Eitan Acad 


Skilled instructors: personal supervi olesome 
at caper »herme.. Graduates accredited at ste alleges 
Located on beach 


Open -ai ¥xa2 ~—_ Open year ‘round 


Write for aoe 


afemy 








Experienced teac 


plan 
Boys from 24 states, “ Addpéss 


to 190. 








For Joye Bee 
soci You 


ip hill D. of ase at 
Chicago. Hea) 
Camp 
Noble Hilf Principal, ‘wood 


WESTERN eww: 


Qmen. by @ rs 


for BOYS 
scpedited collece 
Tienced faculty 
Tonal attention 
dersonville, N.C. 


In picturesque 

preparatory school. Approved 

Junior Dept Christiane inflhences. 
J. R. Sandifer, Headmaster, Box R, 








In heart of Blue Ridge Mountai 
lege preparatory and Courses 
planned for individual boy. 
Gymnasium, 


swimming, all athletic »¢ lotic 
Headmaster, Box R, Blte Ridg ‘“C. vai 9 esa 


MORGAN PARK pas 


he school with @ purpose. wed School that - s vrade 
‘ollege Preparatory. eparate 
develops each inditidual boy? »s thé welfare of Colies Bi mig ty 


the boy above any ) precone : Modernly thietics for each wy. 20 arres col , « 
equipped and fully acerediteds If c yen Camp. Shh year.) Cae fa 
Col. E. B. Fishburne, Supt., Box 246,Anniston, Ala, Supt., Box 1827, Morgan Pa Park, © 


LAKE FORES! 


NON-MILIT. Btrictye) College 
Boys. On Lak, adub northrof Chicago. All Athie 
Catalog of & W. Rickards, 


no} 
tes enue a bs 
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Cotiege Preparato: 
* t Fiome ~—s 
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BLA MI CF 
reece ictaes tapos 


Modern Firepceet Eq ent. 
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1 sports. od 








COL. E. S. LIGON, SIDENT, Box H, Blackstone, Va. 
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Department of Education, THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE, 420 Lexington Ave, 
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WEN TW ACADSMY . Jol GE ana 


Fic: A big school for little boys 
Page ; be 

to achieve at V EPISCOPAL THE AMERICAN RUGBY Pe Se a Se) 

resgive, man 


@ militasy scheol fer 
answers th¢ problem of training Sound training in 
47. years boy. Enstractor#*have ‘had expe 
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training Americgf youth. Junior with hundreds of boys. The t Por all 

and Senior Hh Schools (7th puts himself in harmo po eae 
to 12th grad as) lege (2 years). tem they have for 
nage st military sehool |} f ‘ largest 4 - 
Fully accredite v alert and ¢elf-reliant mind, 4 Write for the s 
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Kansas City. All athletics — ’ ra — Summer | Tutoring acese: /,. Sars frecdmaster 
y ) riment super- echool. Catalog. 
ai 4 RO. T. CAN rite . cats pw ae Address Box 16-E Los Angeles California 
—— Co. SAxprorD SeLieRs, Presivet, Box R, Delafield, Waukesha Co., Wi Harvard ~ ho LOS ANGELES 
ms Lextxcton, Mo. pee ana nannies CALIFORNIA 
iation Milit Schools a : 
Member of Association M ry ocnoe e Sbattuck The leading school for boys -acifit Coast Vv and 
Colleges of U. “S. boardin Prepares for col nd usines« Full 
- College preparatory. Militaty tr Al athletics—S saver ted Member R.O 1, Cc fra issines articulate 
em coaches. 16 buildings. Susiness Course. address: Rev. R. B. Gooden, D.D., Head ter, Box RK 
‘ Summer School . f catalog ress PA LO ALTO Milite Acadepiy 
+ C. W. NEWHALL, Headmaster, Box R, Fgfibagft, Minn. For junior boys. Pri ent’ Gr > onées rod 
Busines, P I L L S B U R. y ADEMY | like atmosphere. Boys tr s fren in the Making 
level; pure, on BOYS a and other spoms, cle club. en 12 
st. year, 18 @fres. 7% buildin xi . months in year. Summer C 
n air, Develops the — So A. a be preparation. Military and meneal ey Col, R. P. Kelly, Supt. -R, Palo 
1 a comprehens 4 etic, Swimming Pool. Exceptional oeal “ 
ence, health jx A and general acti ret. 1844. High strumental music. Tate $700: ite 8. Prine, Califorfiia Preparatory, hool 
v mnasiun, aoe ane Laer colleg Send for catalog. Ph.D., Principal, Box 397-C, inn. For boys. Prepares for uniterdities. Ea ti also 
— park A. JOHNSTON, Superintendent i ae ‘ for Castns = life. Acc ee str r ‘ utale 
vidual in- eee ee —<—— Genera nd elective courses r rpa _ ot 
ul system, “ni Third eh - — _FAR WEST, a -~ Christian influences plone mang ll Outdoor. ac 
by , | tivities, Catalog. C, M. Wood, Sut. R, Covina, Cal 
Militar 
my OLORADO\ Anmiversiry Pp be ac j fi i c ( ; o } saw a 
—— MILITARY ACADEMY Denver, Primary and Grammar Grades « © . hest_ acholastic standing 
For manly boys of all ages in the benlthy inyigora air of A select private school for y« rom 6 to 14 years of age. 
MILITARY OH the Rocky Mountains. Outdoer § HS y Summer term and camp. Informatic » request. é 
TAR) eet I wee 4. Holoran, M.A., Princisat 1 » Se. C St. Major R. W. Park (West Point Graduate) Presid > 
r 7 Box 611-R At Laure! Court alit 
TUTE The VALLEY RANCH SCHOOL ¥*" me 
ets ‘€ y fang WA Ay 
ac Se frend adet age placed ont my | Revol tralo- \\ . 
my the ¥ oud . 14 miles | ern Rane! \ \ 
Opava fen Daten. The t inf is inspira- ae = : * Cata: >a \ 
: tional outdoor exercise; } 2foet- : Pastern Office, 
ADEN! ball fields, 2 asium, - ht a2 +. Porémost Prepg#ratory and 
parede grounds antages. . 
School band and orchestra sens || URBAN-MILITARY/ZACADEMY PY Junior Collegeof the “West! 
Col. Orvon Graff Brown, Pres., Box 273. Se ee ae f Hollywopd Moun- j ‘Wationally accredited. Near 
nr Ass'n Military Colleges and Phools of U. 8. Physical Ralucation, Sma : “Xuilbén® Detiar lant. '@ Seattle. For BOOKLET write 
Swimming Pool, Gavaley. year Opened Sept. 15th ” Frank G. Moran, M.A., Headmaster, 


Write Registrar, 637 North Wiloox, Los Angeles, Cal. Box R, Moran School, ‘Wash. U.S.A. 











SCHOOLS OF COMMERCE 


ETT OLLEG BOSTON 


Last year Bur- 
dett students 


urses of College Grade came from 25 


Universities 

Salesmanship,Courses espegially designed for and ~ Colleges, 
young men. Secré@tarial and shorter intended Jfor younk wbmwet. All <xoept 164 high 
Shorter courses reqirne Awe years :ad contents Whe sime grade as the usual Schools, 3 
four-year college course. Actual practice features phasized. Individual attention and 32 other busi- 





Pps. le . « Bower school for 
ee Hifi, Cincinnati. 


tA tary Afademy 
see were pa A Ameriean manh, 
inated military and ac 
— | and Beeulty efceptional. 
Col. E. Y. Burton, Pres., Box 124, Mexico JMissouri 
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progress. Faculty noted for achievement a personal interest in students hess, normal 
Prey ak ) Send for catalog to 1. L. Linfabury, Vice President — eee 
for any surpassed 
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collegs Smal nm 
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“oljlege-grade cautees 
eh and women—Bus 
ninitratien; "Accounting and C. 
2? PP. A. reparation. Execytive “4 
‘ pee LO Setretary. , 

@ay students. ‘Proper chat 
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FINANCE © BUSINESS 





A Military School dying Qhdiv tyna? 







Courses. We wy cial and ollege en\ Ho the Write for 62nd ISTRATION 
moderate. os” isle adie : pos any ay 62 yearbiatfon's foitnost proMipsiongf school for ten ad 
Powe Sr., West or anne | Pull... Pa. women of éducatiod, Tefinemen ambitious to become 







Accounting and Business Exgerts, Secretarial @xecytives 
and Commercial @eachers. (Prepares for C. BA. craw 
inations. Thré lofger bugre dad shorter varatiog, 4 year 
college work ‘ee @arned on a 2 year schedule 


FOR CATALOG ADDRESS DIR. TRENTON, N. J : 






od 1st opntry for for bo Coll . Ad tral 
ruction 7 olleoe o Ss Acmini® tration 
i malles N. W. from Chieag $600 $650. 


H. K. Baltzer, Box 16, 
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BavantsTi s 
College of Business Administration, Box R, Provideste, R 
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, Ong UL. ify you Specialist in the 
every boy—swii Dod, 4 . sy nd § s. ta: - c A ational. profestfon sinees. 
ment permits poy tai fe §. Endow- renbet a a eee ro Train for an executive positig# through an intensive 
Karl R. fon. . ort «a me dress Ave. two-year course in . nd finance. Leadership 
d is on thorough pre tion, 





TO BE BENTLEY-TRAINED 
CARRIES PRESTIGE IN BUSINESS 
Many exeeu f the acebun: de- 
“efit si partments ge Dem : No correspondence 
otrsts. ime positions obtained for students. 
Dormitory accormodations. Send for catalogue. 


oa THE BENTLEY SCHOOL 
BRYANT 4 STRATTON of ACCOUNTING and FINANCE 








bw. eo ye tag . The largest school of its kind in the world. 
yy veoh vena : 921 Boylston St., Dept. ©, Boston, Mass. 





L 1 i 
interest @iserimtnating 


Rarry C. Bentley, C.P.A., President 
Col. 'R. P. Davidson, Pread fake ‘ 
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MUSIC, ART, ORATORY, DRAMATIC ARTS AND DANCING 





incinnati 


FOUNDED 1867 





Concert Hall—Administration Building—Main Dormitory 


BERTHA BAUR, President and Director 
Burnet C. Tuthill, General Manager 


onservatory “LMlusi ic 


CORPORATED 


Mudie | 


chestra and 


A Complete School 


Faculty of noted artists. 
Chorus—School of Opera rama—Pub- 
lic School Music Cour. (accredited). 
Affiliated with the UnivefSity of Cincin- 
nati. Degrees, diplomasfand certificates. 
Ideal dormitory life on autiful campus in 
center of Cincinnati's music and art attrac- 
tions. Summer Session in June and July. 
For catalog 
R. T. Howard, 


net Avenues 


address 
Registrar, Highland and Bur- 
and Oak Street, Cincinnati, 
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MERICAN ACADEMY 
OF DRAMATIC 


Founded 1884 by Franklia H. 


For 43 Years the Leading Institutign for 

Degeeatis Art and Expressi 

h Season of Six Weeks’ 
TEACHERS’ SUMMER. C 
In Stagecraft, Play Dire 
Advanced Expressional Te 
BEGINS JULY 11th 
Next regular Term starts October 26th 
Extension Dramatic Courses in co-operation with 
COLUMBIA UNIVERSITY 
Free Catalog goviien all Courses a fo 
Room 177-E, CAR E HALL, New York 


PUCUUUCUUUU UCC CUUUEUYTT nom emma ‘ Peres 


_ 


John Murray Anders@n-Robert Milton School 
the Theatre and Dance 


scheol founded and conducted 
y leading members of the theatri- 
bal profession. Esrollments re- 
ei Ww. 








New Term Just Starting 
Special Department in Motion 
Picture Acting 
Comihercia! Screen Tests Made 
128-130,E. 58th St.. New York 
i Plaza 4524 

pa 

















Special Summer Co 
Sopoot hd dete of two weeks coursejof Publie 
| ‘chestration; bur weeks 
usic Methods; feix weeks 

Piano Normal Methods. 


Dormitories for women. “ace 
All Departments open year round, Write for 
Summer or genera! catalog. 
Address JOH 4 L. GRUBER, L, Manager 
220 West uis' —. —~, 








ORY or MUSIC 


7-Aug. 6 


AMERICAN CONSERV. 


Summer School 
All branches of } Yramatéc Art. Dormi- 
tory accommodations. Apply ee catalag, Address John 
J. Hattstaedt, Pres., 554 Kimball Ha Chicago, Til. 
“Chicago's foremost School of Music an@ Dramatic Art’”’ 


BUSH CONSERVATORY CHICAGO 


AN INSTITUTION OF NATION OMENS 
SIC, Dramatic Art, Expres: pera, Languages, 


instructors. S special 0} wy Reachers and sc: 
yeu. wal SrER SHOR. We own our dormi) 
tone. 0 Enrol 


gy 839 North Dearthra Street, Chicago 


4lst. year. 








- whe developed Ew 
Ann Pennington, Gild, 
intepnationally fame 


Law, Marilyn Miller, 
regen hundreds other 
ars hascomplele courses in 


who staged the 

best editions of 

**The Follies,’’ 
and over 600 
other Successful 
Revues, Musical 
Comedies, and 
Headline Vaude- 
ville Productions, 


ts or Children, 
fretecaionaie. 
or call a! 


NED WAYBURN 
Studios of Stage Dancing Inc. 


1841 Broadway,(Entr.on 60th St.)Studio ¥, 
At Chatty Circle. New York. Open all veer’ wound 
9 A.M. to 10 P. M. Except Sunde 


ec. Theatre 


DRAMA, OPEMA, MUSIC, STAGE DANCING 
oplay 








etre s 
+ aqpearaaedy while learning 


s re Pickford, Eleanor 
. n te 
ae Ane 


. rnwid Daly 
Deofty Bist Evelyn 
£ Nash y Tay, Holm 
st oria Go wuld: 
Wes N.Y., 


Williams School of Exfression 
and Dramatic t Tegfhers’ Lyoeum, 


matje and Ter- 
sonal Cult@re courses. Adipnce wtses in Enclish 
Graduates eligible to teach i Y. State Public 
Schools. Degrees. Gymnasiu neatre, Dormitories, 
Chautauqua and Lyceum rses under direction 
of Edward Amherst Ott. 1, and 3 year courses 
Summer Courses begin June @h and July Sth. Fall 
Term opens September 22nd 


Catalog 
115 DeWitt Park, Bthaca, N. Y. 


Directors 
4 jen Dale 
A. Brady 
bag John Martan- 


larvey x 
J. J. Shubert La yR 
Marguerite Clark Bisheo, and other 
Rose Coghian ask for catalog 2 























THE FE/ ee oe, 
rem AKING 
see patie 


dren's classes. 112-114 Carnegie Man, 





Accredited—4ird vear 
Training, Public Schoo 
Technic Classes. 4 Pu 
Symphony Orchestras, 
Combs, Director, 





Special advantages for those who 

cert or educational work. es of music taught. 

Degrees. Dormitories TR, ee and four year 

courses Fall term  hegins $n 22. Send for 
» N.Y. 





COSMOPOLITAN SCHOPL OF MUSIC 
and DRAMATIC ART. Eizeat fags of 00 artists, Sumaen 


27-July 30. are 
instruction in Music apd Dramatic Art. 


T ic School Music 

i 3 and 

Pitory, Scholarships. Pawin L. Stephen, Mer. Dept. RB. Leth 
fl. Kimball Hall Bidg., Chicago. 








catalogue. 15 DeWitt Park, 
. of ELOCUTION 
The National Schoof of FS OMATORY 
The oldest chartered School of Expression in America. 
Degrees granted Pablie tie Ppeekt ke. Physical Training. 
English, Dramatic onal anc inishing 
Course. Dormitories. Wot Cats add reas D. ©, SHOEMAKER, 
Prin., Pennsylvania, Philadelphia. 4010-12 Chestnut Street ‘| 











of Music 


7-Ang. 6. Depts.— 


Detroit Conservato 


53rd year. Summer School, Jute, 
Piano. Voice, Violin, Organ, Thesy , Publie School Music 
and Drawing. Diplomas and degrpes conferred. Finest 
Conservatory in the West. Dormitoryyaccommodations. For 
catalogue address Dept. 9,5035 Woodv@rd Ave., Detroit, Mich 


The Schuster Martin rg adtghe and 
School of the Brama (i2"" cial courses, 


dormitory. Summer Schoo}, Ludington, Mi 
ELEN SCHUSTER MARTIN, 
The IAttle 














excellent 


Ohio 


New England Conservat y f Music 
THE LARGEST AND BEST 
SCHOOL OF MU SIC 
Send for Cataleg. 
HUNTINGTON AVE., BOST 





Layton Art Gallery, Milwaukee, 
Six weeks Summer Session begins June 27 
Painting and jouetare, Commercial Art, Tea x. 
Csgtume, and Indust: rte Pertria Register now. Mustreted 
addres eee D rtridge, Director 
Dept. R. m. Jefferson St., Mitwauk 





Playhouse, Kemper Lane, Ci ati. 
INSTITUTE OF MUSICAL ART 
Frank Damrosch, Director. Endowed. Il branches of 
music. Conducted only for Pm dents 
ability and serious purpose, cull 


real musical 
request. Dept 
120 Claremont Ave., Cor. 


St.. New York. 





The COMMERCIAL 
_ART SCHOOL 











SCHOOL of the @ 
THEATRE 


Threshold Players 


DIRECTORS 

CLARE TREE MAJOR 
WALTER HAMPDEN 
GEORGE ARLISS 

Students play fiv 
months before gr 
Directors Only—Sc 
Dancing—Fencing 
opment — Shak 
ing, ete. 


.RNEST TRUEX 


times weekly. for tix 


an tomime—Voice Devel. 
rean Reading — Playwrit. 
Day and Evening Classes, 
Summer Term Opens June 27th, 
CLARE TREE MAJOR 
Princess Theatre, 104-R West 39th Street 
New York/City 


ELITCH GAR ENS Sam] 


a % THE THBATRE AND DA\ 
Al _™ 


of professionals. Ama 

tensive training for the 

-JSchool operated in direct 

tion with the celebrated 

GARDENS STOCK COMPANT 

on of ten weeks opens June 

ie Applic ani ns for entry Row 
ing receivec 


Se choo! o' of the Dance 
Wayburn, 


Under 
“gion “Gardens 
4622 W. 38th Denver, Coto. 



































s’ Practical Training Cotes 
Also ( mr ete Professiegakand Design 
imer sess{pn/starts July 
nd for .C atalog $7. Also Home 
Course starts at once. Segd 

let p-s 
The N. Y. School gf Interior Decoration 
441 Madison Avenue j _- - New York City 
N. Y¥. SCHOOL ‘OF FR FINE NE & APPLIED 
New York —Paris Frank Acvag Pansoms, 


ONLY SCHOOL OF eed 
Interior Architectu oration, Sfage 


Dlustrative and Ir ar sethal sei 
Address Sec., 2239 ay. 
Vosges, Paris 











SUMMER TERM OFENS JUNE 27TH ,/ 
FALL TERM OPENS 
DRAWING ~- PAINTING + tLUSTRATION + 
COMMERCIAL ART - INTERIOR DECORATION - DESIGN 
COSTUME - PRINTING Ts - orAmatio i 
TEACHER TRAINING 
FOR CATALOG, ADDRESS RAYMOND P. exsen tom 


THE ART STITUTE. | HICAGO, ALL. 














Detroit’ s Commer Al 
Day and evening \clagées the eat round. 
Individual instruct in a 

Dept. 419 2539 Woodward Ave 


>» 
COMMERCI 
Inter. Decor, Costume and Mill 
prof. courses, Practicing sp al 
uates assisted to position®. Ca 
LIVINGSTONE ACADEMY 
1517 Rhode island Ave., Wes 


~ MARYLAND 


1825-1927 

Courses in Fine Arts, Mode 
er Training, Crafts, Cost 
on request. 


DESIG S ARI 


A school of practical imstruct Opege RS 
Cultural and_ technical ‘Cuiajows for mep <n sew 


qrasentes, oa Zrite fore Paseio ataboe, ie 
DESIGNING an fan ay 


Dressmaking and Pattern Cutting t@ght Ingividgl Is 
in Trade Methods far Wholesale ad Retail. / Algo for 


Use. Day agdEvening Classe ‘all or wefte for particulas, 
McDOWELL DRESSMAKING & MILEINERY Dei 
Est. 1876 71 West 45th St.. New bi 

. 


millinery, fashion illast 
picture and stage 4 
Emil Alvin Hartman, 4 
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ON FOLLOWING PAGE ee 
New York 


For school and camp information address the meat of om THE RED Sor “MAGAZINE, 420 Lexington Ave., 
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NEW HAVEN NORMAL SCHOOL 
Two-Year 
iA Drawing, Sealpture, lustration, Sueng Posie. 7 fina stfo tehior — 
rv ede likger ation, Costume, Péster on | on Own Campus. Sutce. ointm Pa 
vg and Interior Detoration. 1466 Chapel Street, New Haven, 











Sesign f 
| Textile =, at Eastport, Maine, under || | 





mmer 2 ‘ 
| oe personal direction of George Pearse Ennis | The Ithaca School of Physi 


and Edmund fUreacen « tas ses in landscape pa Ae BERT | u. sh 
and figure’ painting | | Graduates eligible to te S. ‘Normal Cour 
Catalogue on Request including Athletic Coac in, a E. Degree 4 years 


| d 5 nal. Athieti¢ Grad- 
7012 Grand Central Terminal, New York City wan Th great demand. Pah i term s 2. - 
—- 215 Dewat Park, 5 ° 


SECRETARIAL SCHOOLS The Sargent. School for 


Gipss SCHOOL 











L. W. SARGENT, Director, 
To . 
POSSE«NISSEN 
of Physical Education fér women.’ : yean 3 -year 
regular course. One year special medical oy mnastics 
e includes and Swedish massage. 7 xd work Intensive 
momic and summer courses and ci itories, . Apply. to 
training Secretary, Box J, 7 Beacon St.. Bostom, Mass. 


"| OTHE UNIVERSITY OF MICHIGAN 
HOSPITAL $CHOOL FOR NURSES 


~~ s desiring || |] offers a @hrée-veq# course Jeading toe diploma in 
NEW YORK : t 1! nursing, and ‘a “year cptirse Jeading to @ diploma 
247 Park Avenue cultural as “ll 3 rusi in nursing and #achelor of Science degree “ 
hess education, | 700 bed hospita? and pew Nurses’ dormitory, 
plicant 1 be t f 
PROVIDENCE Special course for col 7 pices . be gfadua ~ of accrédited Hat 


lege wor ~. Special class 
rooms ‘ial instructors Enrollments now being ma Address Director of 
and coated schedule Nursing, University Hospitgf, Ann Arbor, Michigan. 











BOSTON 
9 Marlbore Street 
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TRAINING.»| 

her courses. Wash- 

Offers a fe al cou 
Advanced | stanc 


nursing 
ate nurses and 
time. dietitians, 
Steward Sc F St., N.W., Laura R. Logan, om Dept 

Washin , o. Cc. 


Z..: The Chicago ita 
[ited States Seh & 
Secret ari al S¢ } New < tewty be Beate Accredited, three year 


. ng women having four years 
Fitth Avenue, New of high ol, anc years of 


foe Trainiad. sk for Catalog R; . OS a fire 
ldgar Chase, Director anderbie 2474 a Saae te 


SCHOOL Of COMMERCE |fenroun Hi 


Fropares for ate retarjal and 0! Graduates 
Business } agemegt pdsitjons. eis’ 8. lable home 
PLACES Ar th . Mon _, a 
le : 5 Dy particulars 
JOHN J. BROWN, LL. B., Director, 25 WA 45th St. New York | Nile < 


OLD LD COLONY “tes 
aoe male Ppeiels 


HEaIY wees ners fiom: 



































ster Now Take a course in our accréiited S 
For study, ei hour duty, @#lightful liv 


SCHOO CH L TA L COURSE High Schepi ery or cpuivelet. 
hi wanes, Write Tetin. 
listed 54 years Se R. B., 2449 Washington Bivd., 
SERY.C., sy anch'¥.W.C.A. 
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The cipacten nie 








ow ottinder, arte 
a ae eae 
HARRIE TE MELIS 
BGA ¥ TRA 


Ma 





tine, Director of Nurses, 


MONTEFIO! 
~The Woman's Hospital of | 


thp School | One year High AMicol »prinimtm 
of Social Work of the | three years—Aceyedited Trajnitig Schooh~Cliss A Hos 
Il Work, 223 Shafer {vital—Inc. 18614 C. K. Swank, RN “Pirectress of 
” . Nurses, 2137 N. [College Aveé., Philadelphia; Penn. 


The Statenfisland Hospital, New York 


Offers a complet@rourée in pate 9 a y, 
maternity, g@nd es digeases Wachve nurses 


home; nine ion Agom start. 
Address, SUMERIN iInvENDEAT OF OFM s' 
Staten Island Hospital, Staten “3 
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per 
by Actual Work 


In 3 Months 
At Coyne 


Learn to Earn 


S65 to $200 a Week 


Or Go In Business 
For Yourself and Make 


$3,500 to $15,000 
A Year 


Yes, Goce month of Gee Groat Sehest 48-Cayn, 
World: wilt mak = ° eet fh. 
of een en hole Avorid uf clec- 
tricity is to -the man who has 
KR, BaF. x tus. 
ing on greatest 
gating BF cietrial -- ~ i} —- qpoaretes of ons of sof eaviea in the 
Ww plan: 


to power 


i hose-iring by by 
rie done outside — 








Earn while You Learn! We heinstudentere 


o their living expenses while studying. 


School, 
-1310 W. Harrison St » Chicago, Itt. 


Gentlemen: Please 1S our . and 
your special! offer of Ir = me free 7ger | and 


Name 
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He Tried Home-Study Training 


The Red Book Magazing 


~ 


ito. Double’ His Salaty ~ 


EEMS too good to be a\ 
true—that a man can = 
double his income just by de- 4\ 
voting a few spare hourseach @\ 
week to home-study training — e 
“But—maybe it is true,” said B J. 4, 
Mertz to himself -and within seven* 


years home-study training had in--~ 
creased his income better than 700%! 


Mertz was principal of a rural high- 3 


school in Texas, at $80 a month, when the 
idea came to him to enroll with LaSalle 
for training in Higher Accountancy. 

Upon completing the course, he first 
took a place as Assistant Bookkeeper, 
in Chicago—then joined a firm of 
Certified Public Accountants, chiefly to 
get experience. Then he became Office 
Manager and Acting Secretary of a foun- 
dry in southern Ohio. Already—in only 
four years—his salary had increased 
500% 

Today, he is Comptroller of the Buck- 
eye Union Casualty Company, Jackson, 
Ohio, and in addition conducts a private 
accounting practice which brings him 
back the entire cost of his training every 
month in the year. 

Why not resolve just to double your 
salary? Get the training--grasp your op- 
portunities—and the future will take care 
of itself! 


Your biggest opportunity is as near 
you as the point of your pencil. If 
you are determined to make prog- 
ress, clipand mail the coupon now! 


Two books placed B. J. Mertz on the path 
to greater earning power. They are Ten 
Years’Promotion in On¢e”’—and" Accountancy, 
the Profession that Pays."’ LaSalle will send 
them to vou free. 

You want to make more money—but are you 
willing to do your part? 

Balance the two minutes that it takes to fill out 
the coupon against the rewards of a successful 
career—then clip and mail the coupon NOW. 
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In sever years it miftiplied 
his income seven-jfeld! 


Tehoge Unton, CaSuatty COMPANY 


JACKSON, OHIO 


Chicago, I 
Gentlemen: 


Sg By snge mee 


y, it looked as big as a mountain 
I was then principal of a rural high 
school in Texas, at $80 a month. 


I wanted to double my salary. That was the 


goal I set. 
Now I find, at the nlf ot seven ydars, that 
yous. training has eased my in more 
thin ‘per cent. What is n Gore grati- 
fying is the fact that I am doing work I 
like and can see ahead of me a real future. 


Your book, "Ten Years’ Promotion in One," 
gave me the inspiration that decided my fu- 


ture career. 
Yours very truly, 


Comptroller 





below Also a copy of “Ten Years’ Promotion in One, 


books “ae/ : 


LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY, Dept, 566-R CHICAGO » 


I shall be glad to haye your 64-page booklet about the business field I have checked 


" all without obligation. 


Higher Accountancy Busi M t 
Traffic Management — Foreign Law; Degree of LL.B. 

and Domestic Modern Foremanship 
Modern Salesmanship Industrial Management 
Commercial Law : Railway Station Management 
Banking and Finance Personne] Management 
a P. A. Coaching for Advanced Modern Busi Corresp 
Accountants and Practice 
Expert Bookkeeping Business English 
Effective Speaking Cc ial Sp 
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Would you be really lovely? 


Then you must have these two feminine charms 


Think of the loveliest woman you know, and you think 
of someone whose skin is clear and fine, whose person is 
exquisitely dainty. 

These are the two essential feminine qualities which 
every woman must have to be really lovely. 

If you would cultivate them, try bathing your face and 
body regularly with warm water and Cashmere Bouquet 
Soap. In a short time you'll see your complexion im- 
prove as the delicate skin tissues are soothed and toned 
by Cashmere Bouquet’s cleansing action. And from the 
first your body feels a new and perfect daintiness. 

The secret lies in certain rare flower essences. Fourteen 


countries send these rich essences which are put into 


CASHMERE 


Cashmere Bouquet is “Har j milled’’: that is, it is extra firm 
and compact; never sott or squdyy. A 2¢c cake will last and 
fast. Let us send you free of charge a generous sample cake, 
a a book of valuable beauty secrets, called: 

‘Nature's Way to Lovely Skin.” The advice in this book is 


endorsed by a f. . , : 
d by a famous skin specialist. Send coupen today 


BOUQUET 


Est. 1806 


Cashmere Bouqueét\Soap, not merely for their fragrance, 
but be¢ause they actually incftase the cleansing proper- 
ties of the delicate lather: 

This lather possess& an almogt magic quality or emul- 
sifying dirt—reaching the véry depths of each pore, 
removing all clogging dirt and ‘surplus oil. Quickly and 
magically as the lather does its work, it vanishes, leaving 
the skin glean and ‘clear, soft and smooth. Repeated 
washings only enhance the soap’s soothing effect, for 
Cashrgere Bouquet never leaves the skin harsh or dry 
as do some soaps less skilfully blended. 

Andeach time that you use it, you feel a freshness, a dain- 
tiness which you must have if you would be really lovely. 


SOAP 


FREE SAMPLE 
Colgate & Company (Dept.31C), 581 Fifth Ave., New York 
" Co, Lid : “ 


A 
- In Canada, Cols € 


ares 


Please send me, free, a ten-dav-treatment size of Cashmere Bouquet 


Soap and a copy of “ Nature’s Way to Lovely Skin.” 


Name 


Lid., 72 St. Ambroise Street, Montreal 


Address 


The d ! 
delightful Jragrance of Cashmere Beuguet is aise obtainable in 


Tale. 
FACE POWDER PERFUME TOILET WATER BRILLANTINE City— 
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‘ Photograph by White Studio, New York 
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EN E R A L M O T 


The symbol “Body by Fisher” is found on 
every Fisher body. Fisher first distinguished 
its bodies thus, that the public might 
unmistakably identify them. Practically all 
America recognizes the presence of 
that emblem as positive assurance of safety, 
enduring quality and supreme luxury 
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lay to the King > 


Ar ngelo Patri owoe Decoration by Franklin Booth Y 





DWIN BOOTH once said to a group of aspiring 

young actors: “The king sits in every ths nen. 
Play to him.” Some of them smiled openly; but one, 
Keane, remembered and pondered the thought 

When the opening night of what was to him a most 
important engagement came, it found him unknown, 
in debt, half sick with fear and worry. To complete 
his woe, a violent rainstorm swept the London streets 

At the time set for the curtain to rise, the house 
was empty save for a little group of gentlemen who 
had the casual air of “just dropping in and going on.” 
For an instant Keane's courage faltered. Why play 
to an empty house? Then he remembered: “The 
king sits in every audience. Play to him.” He would 
go on and play to his king, give him his best regard 
less... . . By the end of the second act the young 
actor knew that next morning he would be heralded 
as a master, an arrived artist. The greatest critic 
of them all had crowned him 

Each of us plays before his own tribunal. Each of 
us listens for the “Bravo!” of his king. I have heard 
people say: “I do my work to please myself. If others 
like it, very good. If they do not, very good. I satisfy 
my own soul, and do not care one way or the other.” 

I doubt that. We all care We are lonely isolated 
beings, each sealed in the casket of his body for life. 
Eagerly we peer out in the hope of a friendly smile; 
anxiously we extend groping hands to meet a cordial 
grasp: longingly we listen for the “Bravo!” of the king 
When it comes, we are alight with the glow that is 
not of this earth and our strength is as the strength 
of ten. We sing in our souls: and as we work, we 
know the work to be good. Life is sweet. 

Oh, it’s easy then, when the hands are clapping— 
for you: when the cheers are ringing—for you. It’s 
high holiday when the king shouts his “Bravo!”’—for 
you. But if you are alone? If the house is empty and 
the rain beats chill into your soul? Alone you lift up 
your voice, stretch forth your hands and play your part 
—and no response breaks the cold silence: what then? 

You are cast in a part that displeases the crowd, 
and forthwith they howl you’ down and drive you 
off with imprecation and abuse. When, as you sit 
apart waiting for your cue, every slighting accent, 
every careless shrug, every unkind word cuts into your 
smarting soul, what then? 

Can you call your courage and go out once more 
and play your part to your king? If you can, you 
win; for the king does sit in every audience. 
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That’s Mrs. McBullion McFunds over there— 
The shingle-bobbed one with the sepia hair. 
Her husband’s the banker who passed out from drink. 


She’s on seventeen welfare committees, I think. 


Let’s see: there’s the Working Girls’, Blind, Deaf and Dumb, 


The Anti-Short-Skirts and the Clean-Up-the-Slum, 
The Chorus Girls’ Morals—m-hm, it was her 

Whose daughter ran off with the Binghams’ chauffeur. 
Yes, Phoebe, the youngest one; it was Colette 

That married the bootlegger’s son on a bet. 

Then she’s president, too, of the Salesladies’ Aid— 
Yes, that was her son in that gambling-house raid; 
They say he was caught using funds of his firm, 

But she made the sum good, so he got a short term. 
Still, she’s cheerful whenever the subject you mention; 
She says she’d have liked to have paid more attention 
To her children’s upbringing—she thinks if she had, 
Perhaps they might not all have gone to the bad. 

But then, as she says, what on earth could she do? 
She’d have had to give up all her social work too. 

And that would have been the supremest of pities— 
She’s done so much good with her welfare committees! 
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A BEAUTY POWDER FOR THE BODY 
f —~ Leb from your bath to a new 
= delight Vhihente luxury — 
COTY Poudre Apres le Bain 


On your body, ‘ Flow eng Uut- 

| sitely Lb, ecautifies the tor 7€ 
j me lexture fj your Mesh. 

How enchantingly of 

envelopes you 272 2Ls 

berfume to steal ‘forth 
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“WATERPROOF BASE BOX-TWO SIZES—WITH FINEST LAMB’S WOOL PUP! 
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To Satisfy Yoursel 


Let us show you that the claim 
men make for this unique shay. 
ing cream are true—accept 

10-day tube to try 












It is different in 5 major ways from any other shav- 
ing preparation you have ever used. Made by the 
makers of Palmolive, the world’s leading toilet soap. 
60 years of soap study stand behind it. 







These 5 advantages 


1. Multiplies itself in lather 250 times. 









GENTLEMEN: : 
‘ 2. Softens the beard in one minute, 
You've heard men advance some pretty broad claims 
. . 3. Maintains its creamy fullness for ro minutes on 
for Palmolive Shaving Cream. Claims which would oe a 
ace. 
ake your present favorite take sec lace. . 
make your p ond place 4. Strong bubbles hold the hairs erect for cutting 
Let us prove to you that the claims men make for 5. Fine after-effects due to palm and olive oil content: 






this unique shaving cream are true + accept 10-day 






Just send coupon 





tube to try. 







Palmolive Shaving Cream embodits the expressed Your: present method may suit you well. But still 
desires of 1000 men who were-askéd to name thei there may be a better one. This test may mean much 
supreme desires in a shaving cream. to you in comfort. Send the coupon before you forget. 






THE PALMOLIVE COMPANY (Del. Corp.), Chicage, IIL. 





To add the final touch to shaving Vuxury, we have 
created Palmolive After Shaving Tale—especially for men 
Doesn’t show. Leaves the skin smooth and fresh, and 
gives that well-groomed look. Try the sample we are 
sending free with the tube of Shaving Cream. There are 
new delights here for every man. Please let us prove 
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and acan of Palmolive After Shaving Talc 
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Simplv insert your name and address and mail to Dept Bl 
The Palmolive Company (Del. Corp ) , 3702 Iron St., Chicago. 


Residents of Wisconsin should address The Palmolive Company 
Wis. Corp.), Milwaukee, Wis. 
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Getting to 


BRUC E 


BOUT twice a week some young 
man writes to ask me how he 
can get to New York. I answer the 
question by telling how one very 
prominent New Yorker got there. 
He grew up on a farm, worked his 
way through college and law-school, 
and hung out his shingle in a little 
lowa town. One of his first clients 
was a local merchant—a jobber in gro- 


By 


ceries, let us say. 

Our friend handled the business so 
well that his client spoke highly of 
him to the county association of gro- 
cery jobbers, and he became the lawyer 


for the association. This necessitated 
his attendance at conventions in St. 
Louis and Chicago, and at one of these 
he was able to show the Western as- 
sociation how to get out of a tangle. 
So the members of the Western asso- 
ciation elected him as their counsel too. 

There came then the question of 
uniting the Eastern and the Western 
associations. Our friend was sent to 
New York for conference. There he 
fell under the eye of a gentleman who 
had large interests and liked his style. 

The gentleman investigated his rec- 
ord, discovering that each forward step 
in his career had grown out of the good 
work of the past. And so, to his com- 
plete surprise, our friend received an 
offer of the vice presidency of a com- 
Pany in New: York, at a salary beyond 
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New York 
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his wildest dreams. Subsequently the 
man who had selected him retired, and 
he became president. 

He told me the story one morning. 
‘Had you asked me ten years ago what 
my career would be,” he said, “I should 
have answered that I'd probably prac- 
tice law in that little town in Iowa until 
my sixtieth birthday. 

“Then, having saved enough to buy 
a farm on the edge of the village, I'd 
spend the rest of my days raising pigs. 
It would have given me a great laugh 
if anybody had suggested that I should 
ever be in business in New York.” 

My own limited experience makes 
me believe that this story has general 
application. One thing leads to another. 
Very few of the things I have planned 
to do have ever come ta pass, but good 
things have continuously dropped into 
my lap from totally unexpected sources. 

There is an old saying which does 
not rise to intellectual heights but con- 
tains much truth. It says: “See a pin 
and pick it up—All the day you'll have 
good luck.” 

Most good luck comes when you 
are busiest picking up the pins im- 
mediately in front of you. Fellows 
who strain their eyes to see the end 
of the road very frequently overlook 
one of these pins; sometimes it takes 
revenge upon them by puncturing one 
of their tires. 
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The Red Book Magay 


SALMAGUNDI 
CHOCOLATES 


A generous gesture of hospitality — an open box of 
Salmagundi. 


A thoughtful attention and a charming compliment— 
Salmagundi Chocolates carried with one and presented 
in calling. 

A message that speaks louder than words—Salmagundi 
through the post. ( n/*\ 

Second only to the amplér as theymost favored package 


of candy in All the world. — of choice quality 
and careful Assortment Ppe 


d in an artistic metal box. 


The Whjtman agency near yguiwill be glad to mail 
Salmagundj, in one pound! or AWo pound sizes, to your 
friends at ¢ distance, withyarr | ster greeting band added 
for the ocasion. 4 


PHEN F. WHITMAN & SON, Inc., Philadelphia 
New York Chicago San Francisco 
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Arthur 
Somers 


Riere begins the 
ost swiftly moving 
ind dramatic novel 
is magazine has ever 
. written by 
me who may properly 
e declared master of a 
Ype of literature at- 
mpted by many and 
xcelled in by few— 
mystery-romance. 


Copyright, 1927, by The Consolidated Magazines Corporation (The Red Book Magazine). All rights reserved 















Johnson was ush- 

ering in the girl 

whom I was going 
to marry 


» Illustrated by Lester Ralph 


OILED doves! Pitiful in shoddy finery, tear-dug channels of woe 

streaking the too vivid rouge that should have shrieked “Caveat 
emptor!” to the most drink-sodden buyer; runs in stockings that exposed 
unenticing flesh; shoes that, worn, surrendered the cheap pretense that, 
new, they had boasted; skirts too high and blouses too low; and all of 
them together making me think, somehow, of a stage-set in the early 
morning when the artificial glamour of the night has been dissipated by 
the hard light of day. 

Caged hawks! Birds of prey that yesterday, excited by too easy con- 
quest, had thought themselves eagles; their coats, with the slashed pockets 
and the carefully rolled lapels, rumpled by serving as sheet and blanket 
and down comforter; their trousers bagged at the knees from sitting on 
a hard bench, crouched over, awaiting a hated summons; hands that 
shook, eyes that wandered, and tongues that perpetually moistened dry 
lips. And here and there one of either sex whose pin-point pupils and 
brazen manner bespoke no natural courage, but hinted at bribed keepers, 
complaisant wardens, and tiny packets of drugs passed from hand to 
venal hand. 

And I, Rance Rogers, by the grace of God born a gentleman, was not 
merely with this carrion flock, but of them. My plumage was as sadly 
draggied as theirs. More sadly, for ancestry and tradition and instinct 
and even opportunity had all conspired to lead me anywhere but here 
And yet this benign conspiracy had been defeated by the impulse of a 
moment, and thirty years of decency would be capped by half as many 
years in jail. 

I shut my eyes against the vista of the years. Rance Rogers in a 
striped suit; Rance Rogers performing hateful and interminable menial 
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And then into my 
dark despair came 
the voice of Judge 
Mantolini. ‘“Sen- 
tence suspended,” 
he announced. 


tasks; Rance Rogers 
eating coarse food 
until his body, of 
which he had always 
been proud, was bent 
and _ thickened and 
even was offensive to 
the nostrils. 

Coarse? Have you, you 
dainty one who measures right 
and wrong with the rigid ruler 
of your vanity, so that you 
know to a hair’s-breadth where 
virtue leaves off and vice be- 
gins, ever imagined what your 
body might be like if irksome 
toil, and unpalatable food, and 
spiritual degradation replaced the easy 
tasks, the selected viands and the warm 
consciousness of rectitude that are parts of 
your being now? Certainly my thoughts 
were coarse; life is coarse when we strip 
it of all the amenities which had been 
torn from me. 

I looked, with the sad eyes of my mind, 
the other way. I saw a boy of six, who 
stumbled as he pursued a ball, and whose 
bruised knee was kissed by lips that, thank 
God, would never utter a prayer for me 
now. Unless there is a heaven— But it wouldn’t be heaven if 
mothers could suffer for their living sons. I shut my eyes to 
that vista also. Neither forward nor back does an animal look: 
and I, for so long as the State of New York in its justice should 
determine, was to be an animal, eating, and exercising, bathing 
and sleeping at the orders of my keepers. 

The manacle about my left wrist twitched. I glanced at the 
criminal fastened to me. Out of the corner of his loose-lipped 
mouth he spoke to me. 

“Snap out of it, kid,” he counseled. “What the hell! You're 
a first offender; suppose they give you a ten-stretch? Wit’ com- 
mutations and pardon boards, you'll be out in half that time. 
And a guy can do five years standing on one ear—less’n he’s got 
a habit. And even then, if he’s fixed himself up with a bit of 
jack, stir is like a drug-store. You can get anything in the 
world there if you got the price. Tack a grin on your mug and 
don’t let this bunch of buzzards think you’re yellow. Me, kid, 
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they got me as a habitual criminal and they'll make me @* 
But I aint sobbing.” 


. ° . — fa 
Narrow of forehead, receding 


I glanced at him. “do it 


shrunken of soul as well as body, he was going to 
Translated, this meant that he was facing life-imprisonmet @ 
he could show the bravado of his kind. I could, at le 
deavor to simulate a courage that I did not own. |. j 
“I'll buck up,” I told him. I felt a sudden gratitude 18 
this underworld rat. In the six weeks since my arrest, 
the first kind words spoken to me 
“Atta kid!” he encouraged me. 
for a policeman walked over and growled 
as to what would happen to us if we disturb 
this hall of justice by further conversation. 
The trial judge came pompously into the 
of court deftly removed a chew of tobacco fro 
wiped his lips with the back of his hand, and m 


And then he said no B 
unmentionable & 


ed the sancti 


room. Theé 
m his 
umbled 
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ve. A, stared at the judge. No hope of mercy from this 
had me Pa pea who by dubious means and devious ways 
Mantolini, ov Is Present eminence. He had presided, this Judge 
in Bisthore my trial, and I had felt then the cruelty latent in 
of bi curd of public virtue, the sensual nose and the wet eyes 
Owns th med the practicer of private vice; and no hypocrite 
the quality of mercy. 
o. ooh ee gene to me was the first called for sentence. An 
and shoves ee, from me, jerked him to his feet, and led 
ie ved him to the bar. 
ram, lini fumbled with some papers, glanced around the 
Voice’ which hed Ips in feral fashion, and lifted the sonorous 
my encouragin served his party so well on the stump. And 
ite his 8 companion got it all, as he would have phrased it. 
ravado, his eyes were pitiful as he stumbled away, 
€n shoulders burdened too heavily by the life sentence 


<< upon him. 


Pickpockets, forgers, 
women cr nals: one 
by one, human beings 
still, they went before 
this alchemist on the 
bench, who wreaked 
his miracle of justice 
on them, and trans- 
muted them into 
felons 

“James Roberts to 
the bar!’ 

I heard the bored 
voice of the clerk of 
the court, but not 
until an officer rough- 
ly pulled to my 
feet did I remember 
that this was the 
name I had assumed 
upon my arrest, and 
under which I had 
been found guilty of 
robbery with violence. 
I tried to assume a 
nonchalance of de- 
meanor, the while ] 
inwardly groveled. I 
wanted to shriek, to 
sob, to cry aloud for 
pity. That the im- 
pulse of one moment. 
an impulse that had 
never come before, 
and that could never 
come again, should be 
punished by years of 
imprisonment ! 

And yet a stubborn 
pride kept me silent 
when the Judge asked 
me if I had anything 
to say before 
tence was pronounced 
upon me. I merely 
shook my head 
What had I to say? 
A jury of my peers 
without leaving their 
seats had found me 
guilty of the crime 
with which I was 
charged. The prison- 
er had looked upon 

- set ; the foreman, and the 
v5 foreman had looked 

upon the prisoner, 
through the court-room 


sen- 


and the word “Guilty” had sounded 
like the crack of doom 

And now Mantolini leaned forward. Amazingly, his voice was 
softened and his wet eyes had lost their cruel glare 

“Yours is an unusual case, Roberts,” he stated. “You en- 
tered the jewelry establishment of Theodore Mannheim, on Sixth 
Avenue, and snatched from his hand a diamond ring which he 
had shown you at your pretense that you wished to buy such an 
article. You knocked Mr. Mannheim down, but a clerk seized and 
held you until the arrival of the police. You refused to offer any 
defense, and gave no aid to the counsel assigned by the court to 
your defense. 

“On the face of it, your actions and manner were those of a 
hardened and vicious criminal. It was my intention, because of 
the flagrant nature of your offense, and your unchastened air 
during the trial, to impose upon you the severest penalty pre- 
scribed by the law.” 
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Those lying lips, sensual, lustful, curled suddenly in a smile of 
benignancy. His voice rose in honeyed orotundity. 

“But justice should always be tempered with mercy,” he 
boomed. “The judge, who is but the humble instrument of the 
people’s will, should interpret that will as his conscience dictates. 
And I find in my heart a great repugnance toward treating#as a 
felon a man who has gallantly served his country in the time of 
his country’s need, and who served his fellow-man ill only in 
time of his own desperate need.” 

From the press bench I distinctly heard a chuckle and the 
words: “Old Mantolini is going to wave the flag. Election’s 
coming on, and maybe the prisoner controls a couple of votes.” 

“In the ordinary course of events,” Mantolini went on, “you 
would go from here to Sing Sing, there to undergo imprisonment 
with hard labor. But even as evil stalks abroad in this world, 
so goodness walks the streets, peers into the windows of the 
houses, looks even into men’s hearts. A good man, through what 
some call chance, but which I prefer to term the inevitable mercy 
of God, was present at your trial. An officer in the late war, he 
recognized your name as that of a brother-officer, an engineer 
who had behaved most gallantly and been decorated by two 
governments. He came to me and told me these facts in your 
behalf. Mr. Mannheim, a great-hearted gentleman, on learning 
of your war record, pleaded with me to show you mercy. And 
now your silence, which I had hastily interpreted as an evidence 
of viciousness, seemed rather to be an evidence of a great pride, 
a pride that would not plead a previous virtue in extenuation of 
a present vice.” 

The Judge glanced swiftly at the press bench, where the re- 
porters were rapidly writing down his every word. Their tongues 
might be in their cheeks, but Mantolini was always good copy, 
as they would have phrased it. 

“James Roberts,” continued the Judge, warmed by the activity 
of the newspaper men, “under the statutes made and provided to 
govern in such cases as yours, I hereby sentence you to spend the 
next ten years in Sing Sing prison.” 

I had looked for mercy, and received—justice. The room 
blackened. A profound hush settled over the court-room. This 
was not what the audience had been led to expect. Then the 
cynical newspaper man whom I had heard speak before, chuckled, 
and I heard him say to a companion: “The old boy sure loves 
his curtain.” 

And _ then 
Mantolini. 

“Sentence suspended,” he announced. 


into my dark despair came the voice of Judge 


ELIEVE me, I could have killed him there and then. As a 

cat plays with a mouse, so, for the sake of a cheap sensation, 
he had tossed me into the depths of hell. That he had dragged 
me out, in no way mitigated my fury against him. But I was too 
numb to show any of the rage that possessed me, a rage that may 
seem nonunderstandable to the average person, but should be 
crystal clear to those of insight. 

An officer, the same who had yanked me to my feet five 
minutes ago, prodded me in the ribs with his elbow. 

“Say something. Tell the Judge, you dummy, that you’re much 
obliged,” he whispered harshly. 

I don’t know what I said to Mantolini. But he acknowledged 
my incoherencies with the gracious hand-wave of an emperor 
accepting a new dominion from a victorious general. Then I 
staggered away from the bar. I went through the formalities that 
criminals under suspended sentence must endure, still in a haze. 
But at last I was free, was out in the soot-laden atmosphere of 
lower Manhattan, breathing it in deliciously. I could go where 
I wanted. If I chose, I could cross the street; or I could remain 
on this side. 

A trifle to make a fuss over, eh? But in the long zons since 
the soul of man floated out of somewhere to inhabit the thing 
we call a body, the most important happening assumes, in per- 
spective, the dimensions of a trifle. Love, marriage, birth and 
death; what are these but merest incidents, save as we glorify 
them unto ourselves? 

So I say that this new ability of mine to walk where I chose 
was the most important thing that had ever happened to me. 
What did it matter, I asked myself as my eyes flooded with 
tears, that Judge Mantolini had filtered his mercy through the 
sieve of tomorrow’s newspapers? ‘The astounding fact was that 
he had shown me mercy. 

Gulping in coal-dust, inhaling the fumes of gasoline, I started 
up Center Street. Panic, that had come near to mastering me as 
I stood before the Judge, now overwhelmed me. At any moment 
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I might feel the rough hand of a policeman on my 
might endure again the biting grip of manacles upon 
For, as I've said, my name is Rance Rogers, and the 
Roberts who had served so gallantly in France that at 
officer had pleaded for him to the Judge, was not I! 

At any moment discovery might be made that T had esr 
punishment through a mistaken recognition and because of g | 
that I had not performed. True, I had served in the war: J) 
even been decorated, and by four governments, not two. 
these decorations had been given to me under my own 
identity, and they were locked in the vault of a little bank ip 
Massachusetts town. I would have done it all, as m 
criminal friend would have said, before I would have 
those decorations as mitigation of my crime. 

So I increased my pace. I cut across Canal Street, shot 
Lafayette, took the subway at Astor Place, and got out x 
Twenty-third Street. And even as panic grew upon me, deter 
nation hardened in my heart. A mishap had caused My ame 
six weeks ago. I had stumbled as the clerk seized me and be 
knocked unconscious by my fall. Otherwise I would haved 
before submitting to arrest. I was not, I shamefully adm 
proud co steal, but I was too proud to go to prison. 

This time—I grinned as I made myself the promise—] 
watch my step. If I were captured, I would save the States 
expense of my incarceration. I would die before being drags 
back again to prison. 


No was it panic alone that made me dodge from the sim 
into the great life-insurance building near by, that made 
emerge into Madison Square and cross it like a hunted mii 
Once, in No Man’s Land, in pitch darkness and in dead que 
although I was in territory supposed to be free from the ix} 
had sensed the approach of enemies. I neither saw, nor smek 
nor felt, nor heard, nor tasted them. Yet if I had reliedigs 
the negative arguments of my five physical senses I woullo 
have lived to narrate my present shame and—I hope—futurr 
demption. 

I think that I may lay claim to being hard-boiled. Othemm: 
I could hardly have entered Mannheim’s jewelry stor wi 
felonious intent. But I do maintain that, merely became 
only know of five senses, our ignorance is not evidence that ge 
senses do not exist. For, as I had been made aware that ie 
in No Man’s Land, by some mental or spiritual antenne i 
groped out and touched my unseen foes, of their existent ® 
today I was made aware of the fact that some one followedm 

But as I am not a born criminal, neither, I hope, am# 
fool. I slackened my pace as I reached the Flatiron 
and slowed to a saunter as I went south along Fifth Ame 
Reason, that had deserted me six weeks ago when, 
suddenly decided to steal, and which had remained absemt 
turned to me now. ; 

If the police, discovering the falseness of the identity I 
assumed, were following me, they would hardly do so in seat 
They would simply grab me at the first opportunity. ® 
whoever followed me did so with practiced discretion. Tt coum 
be the police, and if it were anyone else—why? 

Who on earth would be interested enough to follow from® 
Criminal Courts Building a criminal under suspended senteme 
I asked myself this question as I stood, apparently 
a bus, on the northwest corner of Twenty-first Street and 
Avenue. * 

Was it Mannheim, that truculent, overbearing, bullying Lew 
tine whose obnoxious personality had made robbery seem les 
repugnant? Mysterious enough had been the jewelers relentitg 
I could not imagine why he should add another mystery 5 
pursuing me. 

The “brother-officer” who had pleaded in my behalf? But ¥i 
wouldn’t this friend in need come openly to me? 

Well, there was little sense in asking myself 
questions. There were simpler methods of finding out ¥ 
wished to know. 


unanswerabe 


Chapter Two 
HERE was a traffic block at Twenty-third Street, $0 a) 
was compelled to wait a good three minutes before peo 
bound bus came along. I do not know how many ree 
women and children passed me in that brief space of time; 
assert that the features and apparel of each and every one 
photographed upon my mind. Not indelibly; the prints 








“I never give to beggars,” he stated. 


“ in half an hour, but I hoped that within that time I’d know 
showed so acute an interest in me. 
stepped aboard the first bus and took a seat inside near to 


epee No one else entered the conveyance with me. 
ameng ae omen, a man and woman entered, and they were 
locks facther . had passed me as I stood on the sidewalk. Two 
i hearer down, three men boarded the bus, and one of them, 
trian, At 5; Me Ge upper deck, had also been a passing pedes- 
at the old . th Street I dismounted. I stood a moment staring 
came hack to revoort across the way. Memories of other days 
similar teow Then I had had money enough to enter this and 
and the iat on where good food and service were paramount, 
te amet provided the sauces and did not rely upon a jazz 

. schon € a patron forget indigestion. 
ttiminative of Tombs’ fare had whetted an appetite always dis- 
we » and before I entered prison, there had been months 
mistarvation. I felt an impulse to enter the restaurant, 


“T never permit people to spy on me,” I retorted. 


gorge myself, and let the hotel people do to me as they chose 
when the waiter presented the check and I should be unable 
to pay it. 7 

Then I took hold of myself. Such an impulse, though of 
major importance, had led me to the Tombs. How many times 
had I assured myself, as I tossed upon the hard bunk in my cell, 
that'the path of rectitude would always find my feet set firmly 
in it? I had exactly forty-five cents in my pocket. What right 
had I to think of five-dollar meals until I had earned the where- 
withal to pay for them? I shuddered as I noted how readily 
ideas foreign to what I believed to be my real character entered 
my thoughts. In happier days I had been over-ready with 
condemnation of people who thought that the world owed them 
a living. Yet adversity had put me in a frame of mind where I 
was ready to consider that anyone and everyone was my debtor 
I must instantly jolt myself back into that decent frame of mind 
which regards adversity as a spur to honest endeavor. 
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Over on Sixth Avenue were lunch-rooms where forty-five cents 
would maintain a man for three days if he were content with 
eating once in every twenty-four hours. And I was healthy and 
strong. The trouble with me was that false pride had made me 
regard my health and muscles as means for success in sports. It 
was time for me to look upon them as means of subsistence. 
The brain which I had esteemed so highly, and which had been 
pruned and tended and cultivated by tutors and college faculties, 
was unable to win me a living wage. I knew something of the 
early Persian philosophy; I could read French haltingly; I was 
familiar with English literature; once I had known the difference 
between a sine and a cosine. And of course I still remembered 
army regulations and drill. But I had never expected to work, 
and so my smattering education had led me to no specialty. I 
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might be able to coach a football team, but I could do noth 
else except apply myself as a day laborer : 4 

Well, I'd do that. Over on West Street I'd find some? 
unloading ships. Or I’d get a job as truckman’s helper. iss 
even manage to drive a truck. I knew nothing about engines, ° 
I’d driven a racing car—my own—over ninety miles an 
First, though, I'd eat —T 

Thus philosophizing and speculating and planning, rd ; 
forgotten my certainty that I was being spied upon. B , 
turned west I saw the man who had mounted to the uppet® 
of the bus and won my recognition as he did 80. J 
evidently alighted at Washington Square, for he was now 
few rods away from me. ‘ 

A stout man, almost corpulent, light on his feet, walking 


ut + 
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mister put the question, something hard pressed against my back. 


~heyoerrey a he was dressed in sober business gray. 
roundness of his. “a derby hat that somehow added to the 
that moonlike BC ecks. _But his lips seemed out of place in 
mean fat Shag renner so thinly compressed were they. 

unpleasant because Gecided, whose meanness would be the more 
Of a face so sitentioiie would hardly expect it from the owner 

s lally jovial 

jauntily “ete ad ma, and my dark hat that had once been 
flotsam tossed _ my of the hundred thousand bits of human 
allure. Like : 4. : economic tides to rot upon the beach of 
Y me, looking meithe liner passing a stranded derelict he went 
scomfully at mysel¢ er to the right nor to the left. I smiled 
ysell. Nerves that had been frayed by two years 


I might have been, in my 


of steady social and financial decline had been lacerated by six 
weeks in prison, until the signals they sent my worried brain 
could no longer be relied upon. I imagined that such a prosperous 
citizen as this had been set to spy upon me! Time indeed that 
I turned myself to hard physical labor that would heal the torn 
edges of these lying nerves! 

And then I suddenly knew that, jumpy though I was, that sixth 
or seventh or twenty-seventh sense, which I have mentioned a little 
while ago, had not deceived me. Not merely was I being followed, 
but my fat man was the follower. For the backward glance he 
cast my way was as swiftly furtive as the lunge of a snake. He 
didn’t pause in his mincing progress; he was twenty feet beyond 
me; a casual onlooker would have sworn that he turned his head 
merely to glance at a speck of dust that had settled upon his 
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shoulder, an impression well borne out by the quick brushing of 
his hand. 

But I knew. And knowing, I acted instantly upon impulse, 
that propensity so dominant in my make-up. I started instantly 
after him, overtook him on the hither side of Ninth Street, and 
touched him upon that shoulder which had served him as an 
excuse for glancing back at me. 

He stopped, stared at me, and then shook his head. 

“I never give to beggars,” he stated. “It’s a rule with me,” 
he added. 

“T never permit people to spy upon me. 
I retorted. 

His aplomb was perfect. He looked up and down the street. 
“T don’t see an officer, but there’ll be one along in a moment. 
I advise you to move on, my man.” 

Six weeks ago he would have fooled me completely; I would 
have told myself that here was a prosperous merchant or broker, 
whose hard mouth was merely an indication that business is a 
hard career. But six weeks ago I had been a gentleman, reduced, 
it is true, in purse and position, but still a gentleman. Steadily 
increasing declension in the social scale had taught me little of 
people, little indeed of myself. I still gauged people by their 
external manners, by their apparel. I had not learned, six weeks 
ago, to look beneath the surface. 

But for a month and a half my only associates had been crimi- 
nals awaiting trial or sentence. Intensive had been my course 
in character study. And I knew that the professional or habitual 
criminal had about him a certain spiritual effluvium not recog- 
nizable to the ordinary person. For it is not the shifty eye or 
the predatory nose or the bumps on the head that mark the 
practitioner of crime. Lombroso was wrong. My fat man might 
have been a broker, but crime was the medium of his brokerage 

Indignant courage that for a moment had been quelled by the 
perfection of his manner swept back to me. I laughed in his face. 

“And I suppose,” I jeered, “that when you see the officer, 
you'll call him over?” 

“T certainly will,” he declared. 

“He might recognize you. What then?” I asked. 

Into my fat man’s eyes crept shrewd approval. 
the mantle of ruffled dignity. 

“Not so bad, young fellow,” he half-chuckled, after a moment. 

“And not so good,’ I told him. “Why do you follow 
me across half this town?” 

“Cats may look at kings,” he said. 

“But idly, not curiously,” I retorted. 

His thin lips for a moment became consonant with the 
fat joviality of his other features. They parted in a grin 

“A yegg philosopher, eh? But philosophy doesn't keep 
a man out of jail, does it? And staring 
at a restaurant doesn’t fill the belly, either.” 

“What’s it all about?” I demanded. 
“What do you want?” 

“Just taking a friendly interest in you, 
watching out to see that you come to 
no harm.” 

“A philanthropist,” I jeered. 

“Not regularly—something like 
your philosophy. It’s in the bag, 
and I can pull it out when 
necessary.” 

Intuitively I knew something. 
I should have guessed it in the 
very moment when I became 
aware of the fact that some one 
followed me. But quick under- 
standing of unforeseen events is 
hardly possible to one whose re- 
joicing over an unexpected de- 
liverance is mingled with fear 
lest the deliverance be temporary. 
But now, a cynical quality in his 
speech convincing me that the 
impalpable evidence by which I 
had placed his social status had 
not deceived me, understanding 
came to me. 

“And today,” I said, “you 
pulled your philanthropy out of 
the bag and I was sticking to it.” 

His cold eyes, deep set in fat, 
beamed approval. “Quick in the 
old bean, too,” he commented. 


It’s a rule with me,” 


He dropped 
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“Why the ‘too’?” I asked. 

“Mannfitim said you were like a cat 
floor before he knew what it was all about. 
kept you from coming clear. That 
your hands and feet.” 

“You read the newspaper accounts of my trial. 
were there,” I remarked aimlessly. ; 

He shook his head. “I talked with Mannheim at his hop 

“You aren’t, by any chance, my brother-officer who mal 
in my behalf?” I inquired. 

“I might have been, at that,” he chuckled 
tions?” 

“Why, yes,” I answered 
around in my head.” 

“IT was talking about cats awhile ago. 
osity killed one?” 

But even as I had guessed that this man was in some = 
responsible for my amazing release, so I guessed that T haf a 
been released because of any casual whim. What the par 
could be behind it all I could not imagine. Why a maw 
was almost frankly criminal should go to these extraonin 
lengths was beyond me. But it was certain that, having ous 
my release, and having kept close to me during my doh 
across town, he would noi lose sight of me now. In some gp 
fashion, and for some queer reason, common sense told me 
was of value to my fat friend 

“Well, I'll not be a cat, and I'll try not to be killed.” Abney 
I turned away from him and proceeded across Ninth Sp 
toward Sixth Avenue. 

He was beside me before I had taken half a dozen strides 

“Quick-tempered, eh? If you can’t solve the puzzle, you the 
it away. But if you do that, how are you ever going to 
the prize?” 

“Is there a prize?” I asked, over my shoulder. 

“Well, what do you think?” 

“I don’t want to think, and I’m not going to try,” I asug 
him. 

Of course, I lied. I was consumed with curiosity. But I hd 
no patience with the sort of verbal fencing in which he seend 
to delight. And, having wit enough to realize that I was, ia 
some strange reason, of interest to him, I knew that my pe 

fessed disinterest would bring hm 
to the point more quickly tw 
anything else. So, once again 
started away from him. 

But this time he gripped x 


You had him on 
Only a tough 
Proves you're quick yy 


Or else yy 


“Any more Que 
“There's a great big ‘why’ runiw 


Ever hear that cu 
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am. And even as I had learned that his joviality of expression 
Was a lying mask, so I now learned that his apparent corpulence 


masked enormous muscles. For his finger-tips bit into my arm. 
Boa hurry. You aren't going anywhere in especial. You 
ur Wee going to have a nice long talk.” 
ay Avent a thing to say,” I said. 
ou don't look like the kind of a guy that wont listen,” he 
(lle forty-five cents in your jeans wont get you far 
“San $s town. And my speech is golden. That’s some- 
Whe your philosophy to think over.” 
“Your id you balance my books?” I asked. 
& oan a jingled when I pulled you out of that bag we 
00 many thin of,” he chuckled. “And we've been speaking of 
do you say? . I can only concentrate across a table. What 
and baked . great, big, juicy steak, with plenty of gravy, 
nfie? Potatoes and fried onions, and four or five quarts of 
_ ound good to you?” 
sweetly * ay to me? Not in months had any words rung so 
thind his « LL ears. Of course the man was dishonest, and 
ie topy lurked something evil. But who was 
€d criminal, to spurn charity because I condemned 


its source? I made a feeble effort 
to snatch at my disappearing pride. 
“I’m honest,” I declared 
His laugh rang out heartily. “Sure 
thing. Don’t worry. I'll settle the 
check. We wont get the bum’s rush like you were 
planning to get over at the Brevoort.” 
“Do you read thoughts?” I demanded. 
“Only pocketbooks,” he rejoined. “Read a man’s 
roll, and his thoughts talk out loud. Come on.” 

Not to that lunch-room where I had planned to buy a sand- 
wich and a cup of coffee, but to a very decent restaurant around 
the corner he led me. Soup preceded the thick steak, and a 
salad and pie followed it. And the coffee was almost as plentiful 
as he had promised. And for one so garrulous, he was extremely 
silent during the meal, confining his utterances to comments on 
the food. A nice discriminating taste in matters gastronomical 
he had, too. He spoke of Florida’s pompano, of the bouillabaisse 
of Marseilles, of the oyster-bar at the old Grand Union hotel, of 
the cold beef served at the Boar’s Head at Epsom, and of 
cheeses and sauces and other matters as sweet to the ears of a 
gourmet as to his palate. 

And at the end of the meal he produced, with something akin 
to reverence in his manner, a slim panatela 

“Don’t cut the end; don’t bite it, either,” he ordered. “Press 
the end gently between two fingers until it cracks. That’s the 
way to make a cigar draw.” 

I puffed luxuriously. Not until our cigars were half consumed 
did he break upon the spell woven by the fragrant leaf. Then 
he leaned confidentially toward me. 

“Sort of wondering what it’s all about?” 

“Naturally. You might have gathered that from our little 
chat before luncheon,” I replied. 

“Hard-boiled, eh? Don’t believe in Santa Claus? 
philosopher, you figure that where (Continued on 
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New Gorld 


This thoughtful, sympathetic and authoritative apprais- 
al of the recent great changes in certain of our codes 
and customs is by a woman notably qualified for the 
task by birth, education, social and public experience. 


Which Way Is. Youth Headed 


The author of these articles has witnessed —indeed, 
has greatly shared in—the emergence of woman, young 
and adult, even elderly, from the ‘‘sheltered’’ place she 
occupied at the end of the Victorian era. It was Mrs. 
Harriman, for instance, who, with a little group of other 
free-spirited women of New York, was instrumental 
in founding the Colony Club, the first actual club in 
America created and controlled by women. When in 
1904 the Club was founded, its entire plan was looked 
upon with suspicion by a large segment of New York 
society. It was called a ‘‘vicious movement.’ ‘‘A 
woman's club will become her home,’ declared an aged 
defender of the traditions of high society, ‘‘and that 
should never be permitted.’ ‘‘Women shouldn't have 
clubs,’ another asseverated; ‘‘they'll only use them as 
addresses for clandestine letters.’’ And today the im- 
portance of that same pioneer club in New York City, 
socially and politically, is recognized by all and sun- 
ary. Tolerant, sympathetic and understanding, Mrs. 
Harriman brings to her writing of the present series of 
articles the experience and knowledge that only a free 
life can provide. 
THE EDITORS 
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YOUNG girl I know attends a college not very 
Washington, D. C. A year ago, she said, it Wass 
for the girls to boast of their indiscretions. They® 
proms, where the boys brought flasks, and made no 
their drinking. “But this year everything ts chang 
young friend said. “If a girl shows that she drinks 
the other girls drop her; and among the students gene 
is now little drinking. They've begun to feel it isnt 4 ’ 
any more. There was one girl in college who was B 
wild affairs with boys, and wouki brag of being out twos 
times a week. Last week she was expelled.” 
Another girl I know of comes of a most conse 
in Philadelphia. The atmosphere of her home was 
the degree of a depressing solemnity. Until she was 
she never went out with boys. When she went to 
bloomed into a modern of the wildest kind. She went’ 
and started drinking. In revolt against her previous Bs 
she just broke loose. And she believed she was being y 
Other girls told me her conduct shocked them. 2 
so bad that the Student Council of one college atl , 
tended the proms took action and asked the council ‘ 
college to expel her, As a consequence her family, § 7 
yond measure, took her home, a much chastened girl. 3 
On the other hand, among my friends are a mi : 
in whose home I have always found an atmosphere of 
liberalism combined with a delightful geniality. ie 
children: Virginia, a girl of eighteen, and Paul, w both 
twenty. Cocktails are always served quite freely, and in 
ents smoke. They are sometimes almost Eliza * 
conversation. The children were brought up along HOC 
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Mite lentiont Stadio, Washington, D.C. 
MRS. J. BORDEN HARRIMAN 


Author of the present series of articles on social conduct today 
contrasted with that which obtained in her own girlhood. 


By 


eMrs./ Borden 


Harriman 


the best in their character alway being ap- 
pealed to, and in the spirit that their parents 
trusted them. “If you say ‘Don't fall’ to a 
child, that child is bound t said the 
father once. “Instead of forbidding childrer 
to do what is wrong, it is better to show them 
by example what is right Those parents gave 
their children to understand they looked only 
for good in them, and they ( If the 
children had wanted cocktails, they could have 
had them. Today neither one cares to drink 
Paul doesn’t even smoke, not on account of 
morals, but for physical reasons. He is a 
splendid athlete, and realizes that smoking and 
drinking affect his fitness 't see that 
drinking makes a hell of a fellow,’ smiled 
to me “I've no objection to it 

in moderation. It has always been un 

nose. I’ve therefore no curiosity about it.” 

The parents always talked about everything, 
and the children joined in and laughed with 
them. Virginia is ignorant about nothing, but 
is one of the cleanest-minded girls I know. 
And she has no morbid interest in risqué novels, 
plays or jokes. She comes and goes freely, 
and is often out late at night. Her relation- 
ship with her mother is one of delightful can- 
dor. So-and-so drank too much at a party, 
she says. So-and-so tried to kiss her, telling 
her mother all about it. And her mother doesn’t 
misunderstand. Because of the freedom al- 
lowed her as a child, the liberal atmosphere in 
which she grew up, she has no desire for such 
escapades as lure more restricted and more cu- 
rious girls. Her outlook upon life is intelligent 
and level-headed. She has her flirtations, and 
her mother knows about them, but she wont 
permit liberties 

Virginia might fall so madly and sincerely 
in love some day that she might lose her sense 
of proportion, but she would never stoop to 
sordid intrigues. I could imagine she might 
even become the companion of a man she loved 
supremely, if marriage was impossible and it 
made for his happiness, but she’d do it in a 
spirit of sacrifice and with a bigness of mind 
and an understanding of what the step meant 
But she would never, for mere money or posi- 
tion, marry a man she did not love—as some 
women do and as some were forced to do under 
the former régime; and a man would find it 
difficult to fool her. Virginia is an admirable 
type of the advanced girl who appreciates her 
freedom, and has the intelligence and restraint 
to take only the proper advantage of it. She 
is the good type which is emerging from this 
lurid age. 

There are actually many more girls like 
Virginia, I firmly believe, than there are of the 
other kind we hear and read so much about 
There are, at any rate, among the daughters 
of my friends. Among the sheltered classes 
I know many girls who not only do not drink 
but will not allow themselves to be kissed 
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While I consider myself—and hope I am—democratic and 
progressive, it sears my mid-Victorian soul to put in black and 
white such intimate problems as are in the foreground today, 
but which, a generation ago, we wouldn’t even have permitted 
ourselves to think about. 
this, ignore phases of life prevalent among the young? But do 
outstanding and flagrant.cases make the rule? 

Because one girl, whose family is of prominence, makes an __ the 
exhibition of herself in public, or another is arrested in an auto- are 
mobile accident on Fifth Avenue, the idea is broadcast that most ing to moral if not physical wreckage, 
girls of their age and class are drinking to excess and speeding 
Because the two daughters of a multi-millionaire elope 
respectively with the chauffeur and carpenter on the estate, and of 
figure sensationally in the newspapers, there is a current impres- 
sion that the young daughters of the rich generally are picking up 


motors. 


with men beneath their 
station. As a matter 
of fact, there are fewer 
elopements today than 
there were relatively a 
generation ago, when 
an elopement was often 
the only means of es- 
cape from parental au- 
thority. Today girls 
don’t have to elope. 
And if there is a low- 
ering of the bars, if 
the daughter of a 
prominent capitalist in 
her revolt against caste 
marries a famous com- 
poser of jazz melodies, 
it may be for the 
making of a_ bigger 
and finer democracy— 
who knows? At least 
girls are free to choose. 
Today a girl is respect- 
ed for marrying a man 
she loves, however 
wide the social gulf 
between them; where- 
as in a former genera- 
tion such so-called 
mésalliances meant so- 
cial ostracism. 

But extreme excep- 
tions do not make the 
rule. ‘If in my time 
young girls, because of 
the ignorance in which 
they were brought up, 
often found marriage 
a tragic and cruel dis- 
illusionment, it no 
more meant that all 
marriages at that time 
meant a ghastly de- 
struction of all beau- 
tiful sentiment and 
ideals than that certain 
outstanding gestures of 
youth in revolt today 
mean that all the 
young are headed for 
moral degeneration and 
social ruin. With the 
wilder ones everything 
has gone as far as it 
can, perhaps. And be- 
cause they are the 
most conspicuous and 
make the most noise, 
they seem to predom- 
inate. And the world 
judges by them. 

Last summer the 
son of a_ well-known 
army officer, a boy fa- 
mous on his college 
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Can one, in a consideration such as 


horrible example. 


children in toys; 
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MRS. HARRIMAN AS COLONEL OF MOTOR CORPS 


With her are Captain M. L. Harlley and Major Wager. Success 


motor-driving and in the drawing-room attest Mrs. Harriman’s 


in 


, 
f 


war-time 


ersatility. 


football team, was killed in an automobile accident With jj 
were two girls, both of whom were seriously injured fe 


io the newspaper reports, the party had been drink) an, 


Ng, and th 


tragedy was just the end of another “joy ride” of the} 

I don't know the circumstances, whether they had been deat 
or not, but the newspaper notoriety—with editorials on 
on the follies of the young, and especially the rich 
sad incident, gave the impression that most yo 
given to wild joy rides and debauches of intemperance le 
+ and here was just adeihe 
There may be a tendency to reckless 
among the young, who in their new cars find the natural delige 
but are there any more automobile tay 
trophes among the young than among their elders? 
girls drive cars than ever before, but are all given to daredeyi 


Many mm 


Speeding? 

Some months ago tly 
daughter of a onge 
cially prominent fap. 
ily, but of imine 
CIFCUMSLANCES, Wag g. 
rested for shoplifting 
in New York, Theg: 
Was young, incorrighh 
wild, and the sen: 
tional papers made th 
most of the scan! 
It was found the gi 
had fallen in with hg 
companions in the 
night-clubs, and bad 
become dissipated. Th 
able to live with ke 
family, who tried # 
curb her waywandnes 
she had takena 
apartment of her om 
where she entertain! 
her new friends, Wit 
out money, and pnb 
ably while under tk 
influence of some nz 
cotic, she had stolen: 
piece of jewelry 
the papers she ms 
held up as another he 
rible example of wht 
young girls are dre 
to by the vices m 
follies of the day h 
one sensational tabled 
sheet she was madetlt 
subject of a sem 
izing editorial 

Yet to what degt 
was this unfortum 
girl representative @ 
the majority? Hm 
many have taken # 
shoplifting? k 
a matter of fact, mom 
girls are working 
dav than ever wort 
before. both from, & 
middle class and ## 
of more sheltered pot 
tions, and are earns 
money to pay !of the 
clothes and ue 
amusements, ae 

The fact 8 ™ 
yresent generation B 
yeen given black 
much blacker that! 
deserves. What &* 
eration hasnt cor 
demned its success 
And as 4 result 
the sensational a 
tion about the j 
generation, nobotl 
to believe # 
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This room was the heart of New York's most exc 


womanhood 


could be innocent. Because their manners are bad, people as- 
sume that their morals are worse. And the young know it—to 
the efiect that many doubtless come to the conclusion, “Well, 
they think the worst about us, anyway. Why not go the limit?” 
Many people don’t stop to consider that while the young may 
be indecorous in their behavior, they may be innocent of any 
actual wrong-doing. What may seem a shocking profligacy may 
whey an ellervescence of spirits carried perhaps beyond the 
— of reasonable restraint. The young are naturally prone 
xperiment ; gayety is instinctive with youth; and temperate- 
ness and wisdom come only through proper training and ex- 
neon —— people don’t _always realize that prejudiced 
eon a a unjust suspicion naturally rouse in the young 
iaittes oo And in this misjudgment, in the biased 
Sides of $ which refuse to investigate fairly and see both 
fe the problem, the older get.eration is mostly to blame. 
ied tok, ago a half-dozen girls of whom I knew were sent 
ina Latin Pay supposed to be an excellent finishing school 
eat tong az. All came of good families; all were refined 
om a : en they were sent back, under the odium of 
the sche! tad ; e girls told me the story. On their arrival at 
the place tac — fleas in the beds, the plumbing bad, and 
old bonne ably dirty. The school was conducted along 
"that — — young girls must be locked behind iron 
she hy dn’t go through the forbidden gates without 
ong the’ Lati © speak to a man was to disgrace oneself. 
ote marria n “apes classes a girl knows no freedom 
to suspicion «oy is treated as a weak creature always open 
mone wh at school may have been fashionable in parts 
: ; ere docile princesses were accustomed to be locked 
; ao. wives of dukes were content to wait for deliv- 
arranged marriages within the sequestration of 





MRS. ASTOR’S DRAWING-ROOM 

usive society in Mrs. Harriman's girl- and young 
The **400°' of Ward McAllister's creation dominated society then, and the ‘‘4o0"' was 
dominated by Mrs. William Waldorf Astor, whose portrait is perceptible in the corner of the room 


stone walls. But to these free-born American girls the place, 
with its stone walls covered with broken glass, not to speak of 
its filth, was intolerable. And the attitude of implied distrust 
of their character and morals in a virtual imprisonment was 
an unendurable insult. And then they discovered intrigues going 
on among some of the teachers. They stood it as long as they 
could. At last one of the girls said, “I’ve had enough of this 
thing,” and the others joined in the revolt, in sheer defiance. 

One night they climbed over the wall. The sharp broken glass 
cut their hands and tore their clothes. They hired a motor and 
went for a long ride. One of the girls drove. There were no 
men with them. The worst thing they did was to smoke ciga- 
rettes. Late at night, getting back to the school, they climbed 
over the wall again, with more scraping of their hands and blood- 
stains on their clothing. In the morning they were called be- 
fore the principals. “Show us your hands,” they commanded, 
and they suspected the worst. They refused to hear any ex- 
planations. The girls were wild Americans—that was enough!— 
and unfit to associate with the aristocrats content with the iron- 
barred imprisonment of the exclusive school. The girls were 
expelled, and the principals cabled to their parents to take them 
home at once. 

An example of how elderly people, hidebound in prejudice and 
conventions, jump to extreme conclusions in regard to the young, 
the verdict of those Continental principals was no more high- 
handedly and sweepingly unjust than the wholesale criticisms 
heaped upon the younger generation here. And the most severe 
critics are usually elderly men and women whose own pasts were 
generally questionable if not, indeed, shady. Or people who, 
through lack of opportunity or courage, failed in their youth to 
find love and happiness, and who have grown virtuously vinegared, 
self-righteously soured, in their attitude toward life 
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Modern psychology and psycho-analysis, probing the secret 
recesses of the brain for the prompting motives of human acts, 
tells us that normal desires, if suppressed, tend to nervous dis- 
turbances, physical maladies, mental aberrations, moral abnormal- 
ities and other extravagances of conduct. People, outwardly 
righteous, in whom there is a subconscious impulse to vicious- 
ness, are therefore more unrelenting and vindictive in their perse- 
cuting pursuit of those they believe steeped in vice. Is it not 
possible that some of your professional moral reformers, the 
men who rout out of houses unfortunate women and herd them 
on cold winter nights in police cells, might be analyzed as men 
impelled to their fanatic raids by a subconscious desire for de- 
bauchery which, denied to themselves, translates itself into per- 
secution instead of an effort to reform? Who knows but what 
your fanatic teetotaler is himself impelled by an unconscious 
but envious desire to drink! 

Those who would deny others pleasure may be either those to 
whom pleasures have grown stale or 
to whom pleasures have been denied. 

We know that in history some of the 

most bigoted persecutors—men who 

sought to convert others to their 

creeds by terror and bloodshed—were 

sometimes men of outrageously disso- 

lute lives, who reformed only when 

vices palled, or else fanatics whose 

hatred of those they believed wallow- 

ing in the delights of the world was 

whipped to madness and frenzy by 

flagellations, fastings and hideous pen- 

ances for imaginary sins with which 

they were always tempted. If it was 

true in ancient Alexandria, in the 

Middle Ages, in witch-hanging New 

England, it is true 
today. Whena New 
York clergyman of 
the “fundamental- 
ist” persuasion de- 
nounces society as 
a sink of corrup- 
tion, when he de- 
clares all young 
girls who wear 
rolled stockings and 
rouge are lost in a 
moral iniquity 
which will bring 
upon our heads the 
ruin of a Sodom 
and Gomorrah, 
when he_ thunders 
his anathemas upon 
a younger genera- 
tion hurling itself 
to social destruction 
and eternal perdi- 
tion, one begins to 
question his  sup- 
pressed complexes. 

And I’m forced 
to the conclusion 
that the young of 
today—with whom 
little if anything is 
suppressed—are des- 
tined for that very 
reason, when they 
gain their equilibri- 
um, to a saner, hap- 
pier, more normal 
life than those who 
have never had the 
outlet of a safety- 
valve and are ex- 
ploding within. 

One of the most inveterate enemies of the younger generation 
is a clergyman I once met. His own life, so far as I know, is 
in acts irreproachable. He is the rector of a fashionable church. 
Among a group of women—older women who have nothing to 
do except to sit around and try to be entertaining at the expense 
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Park were familiar to her. 


women of great social daring. Nowadays “‘side-saddles,” 
for a crippled English queen, are objects of interest in museums. 
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of others—he is quite popular. At heart he cannot be a 
Christian. He thinks nothing of killing reputations by a whigp 
innuendo, a poisoned shaft of suggested scandal, a sy 


witty story at some one’s expense. 


Jealous of his contempons, 


he manufactures stories about them and even calumniates peggy 


who have befriended him. 


He will embroider the Vaguest rune 


Presumably an exponent of Christian charity, he seems ine 
by a strange vindictive malice. In the unbridled spirits Of th 
young of today he affects to see nothing but moral degener 
and an abandon to vice. Because some young girl likes to dane 
or may drink a cocktail, he leaps to the worst conclusions Ani 
in everything he assumes a lofty attitude of righteousness 
You might think this clergyman a sort of Savonarola hy 


he fulminates against the sins of other people 


He looks wm 


marital infidelity as the most egregious offense in the 

And yet murdering reputations is a daily pastime with him Oe 
wonders what sort of youth he must have had to have $0 ¢, 
bittered him, what secret suppressed desires fill him with sub; 
rancorous envy of others who can laugh and play and find bay 


piness and pleasure in the world. 


Who was it once said thy 


there are sins of the body, but much worse are the sins off 
soul! And what worse sin of the soul is there than bearing fale 


witness against one’s neighbors? 


I prefer to believe there is more goodness than evil in hums 


When Mrs. Harriman was a bride the equestrian paths of Central 
Riding astride was indulged in only by 


invented 


nature, that evs 

the so-called 

sowing of “yi 

oats” in whe 

ever fom? 

takes is part d 

the natural 

florescence gf 

untrained youth 

and that mor 

can be. done 

curb a too gut 

exuberance of 

spirit by an» 

derstanding gut 

ance and helpid 

love than by bit 

ter execratim 

One thing yw 

must say ft 

the younger ge 

eration—w hat 

ever its faults 

it is not so much given 

petty gossip and scant 

mongering as was the olde 

which had fewer interests ai 

less to do, The older genen 

tion lived in a narrow cir 

with a narrow horizon, m 

found a zestful excitement 2 

the small affairs and peccadi 

loes of their neighbors. Tk 

girls of today are preoccupiti 

with more varied and biggt 

interests; they are more (it 

cerned in their own careers & 

pleasures than in those @ 

others, and by that I thi 

they are cleaner-minded a 

more wholesome than malj 

of their older critics—the go 

sips whose suppressed complet 

is a vicarious satisfaction ® 

retailing the mistakes and fol 

lies of their neighbors. . 

If there is a lack of restra® 
in pleasure, a too loose 

tionship between the s% 

vulgarity of speech and mi 

ner. even an abandonment ® 

reckless dissipation in this & 


rest of modern youth, it is certainly not a spontaneous 


without deep-rooted causes. 


What is wrong? Who is to blame: 


Nothing in nature happens without antecedent causes, and & 


thing we see, even in human and social phenomena, 
of what has gone on a long time before. 
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AN ECHO OF NEW YORK’S GREATEST SOCIAL EVENT 
When Mrs. Harriman was a débutante, the famous Bradley-Martin ball was held, and here is a group of 


highly distinguished guests: Mrs. James Smith with P. A. Clark beside her and T. L. V. Hoppin at her 
feet. At Mrs. James Burden's shoulder stands Stanford White, and next him Mr. James Smith—at u hose 


shoulder, in turn, stands Mr. 


he children of today, if we want to help to bring them back 
© 4 more normal balance of conduct and sanely governing ideals, 
re should seek to find out what is at the basis of their unrest 
d to remedy that. 

* en I was 8 girl, we were not completely happy under the 
e@ conventions, stern discipline and fear of mysterious punish- 
—e hedged _us in; we were not entirely contented. We 
“age oe pleasure and freedom that youth has 
od we or = probably have revolted had they known 
9 a how. W e lacked Opportunities for development, 
wdishoeae oe mentally inferior. Nor do I believe we 
bar social site ucl peter off. Something was wrong then, in 
irk indtinntiveh’ — way in which we were brought up. And 
owed males mm 7 the injustice of the dual code which al- 
Dutward Sadernd treedom—and even license if hidden by an 
ricted and te rand ” the proprieties—while females were re- 
omen, with pm -, Out of that came the modern revolt of 
mrescion in the ee a the franchise, and opportunities for 
lid find much ee professions and business. We 
bout them, as ic eo why weal homes, and our lives revolved 
‘gard their homes as a a “ee —. _ But if the young today 
b something still seonc rt 0 soarding-house, must there not 
Bn you entirely bi wrong with them? If a child goes wrong, 
ulty in its training? _* — Must there not be something 
ieve we lea € conduct of the youth of today 

In the early days of th € originally largely at fault. 
Y Gays € war—at a time when the unrest of 


OUNo 


Suffragettes took the form of picketing the White 


Norman Whitehouse; 


at the end, seated, is Mrs. Stuyvesant Fish. 


House—I knew a girl, Edith W——. Edith was just eighteen, 
high-spirited, impetuous and passionate of temperament. She 
came just before the “flapper,” before youth found an outlet 
for its spirits in the freedom of a concerted revolt. She was 
not a suffragette; she was too strictly repressed in her home for 
that 

Edith had been brought up in accordance with the older tradi- 
tions, and at a time when other girls were permitted to go out 
alone, to lunch with boy friends and attend dances, she was kept 
at home. As a child, her parents left her to the care of nurses 
and governesses. As a girl she was given but one idea—that 
some day she must marry some eligible man and settle down 
Edith was intelligent, the type of girl who instinctively demands 
some sort of self-expression. With all her potential gifts o! 
mind, her parents didn’t even concern themselves to supply her 
with intellectual interest, in books, music or art. They didn’t 
understand her. They seemed unaware of the changes going on 
in the world, unaware that a female is a human being, and that 
what is most needed in life is love. Edith’s home was gloomy, 
unrelieved by any social gayeties, distractions or play. The 
mother had her own interests; the father—who had led quite a 
gay life—was growing portly and phlegmatic in the preoccupation 
of his successful business. The girl was terribly discontented 
She had nothing to look forward to. If her parents had afforded 
her some training for a career which would have interested her, 
she would probably have been contented and happy. 

By degrees the mother, who wasn’t any too observant, became 
aware of some marked change in her (Continued on page 102) 
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Bearrice GRIMSHAW ‘ve- 
cently returned to her native Eng- 
land home from her adopted Papua 
for the second time in over twenty 
years. She is today the foremost 
writer of fiction of the South Seas, 
and rarely has she written a tale 
more colorful or dramatic than this. 
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A 
my 
was 

HE sun went down upon the Coral Sea, and all that opal plain __ his fruit and his pigs, and the twe 
turned pink, like the inside of a shell. fishing and turtling, and a ol 
Leaves were blowing down the beach of Runa Island, long fronds _ bit of shelling for the traders con 
of palm that hissed like snakes as they fled before the gather- in Port Moresby, with his best 
ing southeast gale. Sunset is the time of visions, as dawn is the solid house set almost in the I S 
hour of dreams; in that sunset hour it seemed to me, watching warm sea, with the sun that Tare 
the leaves, that I saw myself in them: drifting, uncertain—soon, never failed him, and the tem 
in spite of youth, to be withered. Had I not seen up the black crystal, freshening winds that swept over Runa daylong, nigh ing, 
rivers and the wild coasts of Papua, among the innumerable long, for eight months of the year, Jacob, it seemed, had all u thro 
islands that make of her coasts a second South Sea world, fierce, a man need want; was free from anxiety, and immune to i M 
beautiful, apart—had I not seen, time and again, the warning Yet— foo 
of the withered men? There is that in Papua that sucks the I had reached the cottage, and was mounting the steps of OR eral 
souls out of white human creatures, as a jeweled, poisonous veranda. Jacob was seated outside, in a clean, faded sut @ old 
spider sucks the juices from a fly. In that sunset hour on lonely bluish dungarees; barefooted, as he always was, with his sau his 


Runa, far in the Coral Sea, I saw myself also of the withered white beard flowing free on his wrinkled chest. He had a simp | fo 
—and soon. pleased look about him; he was a piping, satisfied old om had 

The wind blew, growing up with dusk, and I walked and walked _ who talked all he knew and more. ... . Emerson's leaky - r 
along the length of the ghostly-white beach, with the passionate facile” came into my mind sometimes, as I looked at him. th 
palms flinging themselves toward the embraces of the sea, above I want to be another Jacob? Assuredly not. Did 1 want 7 












me, and the unquiet surf creaming and pouring upon the coral reef live master of my fate and life, master as only the whe 5 
beyond. I loved it, with every fiber of my heart; I shall love it, can make you; own my land, and captain it? Assuredly } ee 
still, till I die. But that night I was beginning to wonder—as how Then— flash, SIM been 
many have wondered, on the innumerable beaches of New The current of thought short-circuited; there was 4 juste with 
Guinea’s island world—whether the love was like to make for illumination, and in a moment I had come to my oa call 
good in my life, or for ultimate, incurable ill. Money! Money it was what I wanted, as plants want # 7 

There was Rice, among many others: old Jacob Rice, my host water—was what, so far, I had failed to get. . “id always me 
for the time being, in his white iron cottage underneath the _ by selling himself in one way or another, a man — it calle 
banians a little way off—old Jacob, who had married a native money; he could get it by slaving at a desk or behin eM the | 


woman, and lived so long on Runa that he had almost forgotten or he could get it by marrying—legally—a native ee 
any other world existed. Jacob was one of the withered men,  heriting her lands, and working them with innumerable you 
assuredly; he had lost so much that belonged of right to the daughters and sons, as Jacob had done. In the one case 

white race, that one unconsciously counted him half-caste like your freedom; in the other you lost your race. 
his own sons. With his ccconuts and his yams and potatoes, It wasn’t worth it. 
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“She made a run 
for the rail, and be- 
fore anyone could 
stop her, she was 
over it.” 


\, A plantation of my own, an island of 
my own—lite of my own, freedom! How 
was I to get to them—lI, Steve Hollins, 

twenty-five, trained to nothing, sixth son 
of an impoverished station-owner, with a 
constitution and an education both of the 
best, and after that, little but the clothes 
I stood up in? Not even my return 
fare to Australia had I now, after having 
tempted Fortune over half the fascinat- 


aylong, nist ing, merciless Territory of Papua. I had 

, had all GE thrown my stake, and—lost? 

yune to fea ag At any rate, the night was sweet, and Jacob’s rough 

steps of HR call vohewe to a hungry youngster, and I had paid for it, lib- 

el si old Y, by doing what I could in the way of carpentering for the 

a Fey his = He was getting very feeble, this Jacob, feebler than 

hed * son Mead he could not swing a hammer now, or hold down a saw. 
al shade —— thinking that he would not sit there in the warm 
0 » the salt sea-wind, much longer; that before many months 


's “leaky HB had passed, his half-caste sons would own the island; and Obaba, 









im. Die ol 5 on 

; ral tS she was, would probably tie up with some 
ww angele mine. .... Jacob’s endless, senseless chatter 
Y Sl os cage adventures that he had never had, fine friends 
«a fash ae ton titles and lands that assuredly could not have 
: och Withered or the claiming, as he asserted. Common talk of 
ies, call *é men, struggling under what science nowadays would 

=e Wee es of inferiority. : 
| nn ee. “ — talked about those too. It did not interest 
ind a cous? called Steve H. ii concerned, for the time being, with a craft 
al inhosry ollins, like enough to be wrecked in future upon 
e pitable shores of Papua, than with the tale of any that 





eretofore been cast away. 

Aon —y — skirt, silent, a locked mystery, as all 

t was de ; eaoapeane, moved round the table, handing 
ark outside now, save for stars, and the first 
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glimmer of the just rising moon, the wind blew stronger, so 
that the palm-tree fronds kept crashing ceaselessly upon one 
another, with a sound like barrels of water cast down on a 
stone floor. 

“The seas here are paved with pearls and diamonds,” asserted 
Jacob, his feeble eyes, blue-smudged beneath, peering at me in 
the light of the hurricane lamp, to see how much I believed. 

“Yes?” I said. “Pass the butter, please.” 

“T remember the time,” went on Jacob conversationally, “when 
the yacht of the Grand Duke of Russia, the Junia, came through 
here. That was in ‘thirteen—year before the war. After the 
war come on, the Grand Duke had no more yachts nor diamonds, 
nor pretty girls to wear them. He was blackin’ boots outside 
hotels, till he died. A cousin of mine had his boots blacked 
by him, and give him sixpence,” he added after a pause 

I recognized the heavy touch of the amateur fictionist. 

“This yacht, she anchored up to loo’ard of the island, for a 
night, and we went to her—that was me and Obaba (the boys 
was asleep)—and brought fruit to sell. The Grand Duke of 
Russia. he come out of his cabin, and he ‘ung over the rail, and 
talked as good English as you or me. There was a lady; she 
wasn’t the Grand Duchess, because the Grand Duchess of Russia, 
she was with the Empress at home. ... . A cousin of mine”— 
impressively, after the inevitable pause—"was first lady’s maid 
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in the palace, and she 
knew all about it.” 

“What a liar you are!” 
I thought dreamily. The 
food, and the hot tea, and 
the howling of the south- 
easter outside, were to- 
gether making me very 
sleepy. 

“The lady come out of 
the saloon and _ bought 
some of our fruit. I 
thought she was the pret- 
tiest girl I ever seen, with 
hair that light and shiny, 
you wouldn’t believe, and 
eyes as blue as _ trade 
beads. She had a wild 
look about her, too; I 
can’t rightly describe it; 
but I’ve seen Obaba here 
taken that way, when 
maybe there was a bit of 
a little girl from the 
mainland come in a canoe, 
See Well! A 
man’s a man—or was, 
once. Well, there was 
another lady on that 
yacht; might have been 
sixteen other ladies, for 
all I know, because that 
Grand Duke of all Rus- 
sia, he was a hot one. I'd 
a friend, a sort of half- 
uncle, who used to sell 
him his clothes in a place “= 
they call New Cut in Lon- ~ 
don, where all the tailors 
lives; well, he said the 
Grand Duke was a hot 
one, and he. .... What 
was I telling you? About 
the lady with the hair. = 
She had on a necklace of ~ = ; — 
diamonds; it was shinin’ 
like a Christmas tree. 
That’s what you want to 
remember.” He became 
suddenly authoritative. 
His voice rose. 

“Why, God bless me,” 
I found myself thinking, 
“he’s telling the truth 
about something!” 

“We went home, me 
and Obaba. And in the 
middle of the night there 
was screams from the 
yacht. I could tell you 
things about yachts—my 
brother—”’ 

“Yes,” I said rudely. a 
“Don’t bother with him. Go on about the yacht.” For I was’ was all of three hundred yards away. Maybe they see 
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almost hypnotized into believing him. and maybe not, but anyhow they took no more accom O 4 one | 
“T went out, and I stood on the end of the point there, with that than if I was a crab on the reef. So when she heard 1. 

very glass in my hand. Take it, look through it. What do you “Who?” : 

— , . “I’m telling you. The one with the shiny hair. vt 2 
He had handed me a long telescope, covered in rusty leather. hot one; I reckon he was telling her to give over the eT 
“Why,” I said, putting my eye to it, “I can see anything up and that made her fair ropable. She off with the lot, . 

to a mile. What a glass! You paid something for that.” chucked them right into the sea.” It 
“I never. I got it from a wreck; I dunno the price. But “You don’t expect me to—” ¢ Russa, 2 and. 

it was a full-moon night, same as this, and I seen the lady out “Hold on. That wasn’t all. The Grand Duke © “y 

on deck, and it was she was screaming, and another lady, and got snake-headed then, and he put his arm roum t the bi "7 

they was fighting. I saw them, the lady with the diamonds— the gold dress, and he turned and give the one wit 6 ini 


don’t forget that—and a lady with a gold dress on her, and a proper tongue-thrashing. So she made a run << i, 
black hair. And the Grand Duke, he come out and threw them like as if she was seasick, and before anyone coul stop 

from each other like you would throw two cats. And he pointed they wanted to, she was up on it, and over it am 
at the diamonds, and he says something, I dunno what, for they the sea.” 
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I snatched at the canoe. 
A head flung itself out of 
the water—the sound of 
its closing jaws was like 
the slam of an iron gate. 





but the diamonds _ she 
chucked over, that was 
just on the near side of 
the little point there, and 
no one ever got those.” 

“Do you expect me to 
believe that pearl divers 
have been here, and never 
went down to look for 
the diamonds?” 

“Never, Mister. No- 
body believed me, same 
as you don’t. They say 
the Junia was never here 
anyhow; what would take 
her, they say. Well, lI 
know what would; it was 
hurricane weather on the 
Queensland coast, and if 
you run across a line 
that’s halfway between 
here and Cairns, you get 
out of the hurricanes, see? 
But they don’t believe me. 
Lookit: I’m a man that 
has had more wonderful 
things happen to me than 
any man in New Guinea, 
and nobody wont believe 
any blasted one of them. 
The time the Mambare 
field broke out, I was 
there among the first, and 
I was with them when 
they come down in a cut- 
ter and lost six months’ 
gold overboard, right out 
at sea. And lookit, Mis- 
ter: I and the others went 
back and cast anchor 
somewhere as near the 
spot as we could get, and 
when we pulled up the 
anchor, blimy, the bag of 
gold was caught in the 
flukes !”’ 

“Give it a rest,” I 
begged him. “I’m off to 
bed.” And I went. I lay 
only a little while awake; 
but before I slept, I had 
time to reflect more than 
once on the amazing fic- 
tional abilities of this 
queer fish Jacob Rice, 


“combo man,” (white man who lives with natives), withered leaf 
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vat of B aang I asked. I didn’t believe a word of it—and yet 
ard hin “Drown Ne know the end of the tale. of the beaches, colossal boaster and liar. 
, €d, your eye! No one’s ever drowned about Runa. 


I reckon she was eat by the sharks befere she had fair touched 


was 4 
a nelle a squalled when they see her, something cruel—” 
xt and “The — a of them, to get a job. 
’ A les and the Grand Duke. But it wasn’t worth putting 











on tens the weather. That was weather, Mister! 
went out € night that bad that she dragged her anchor, 

» 7 -© Sea, and I dunno what she did then.” 
“The Shey —— more and more confused and sleepy. 
Straits, 14 © Juma. I think she went down in Torres 
with —. That’s what I mean when I say the sea’s 
rakin onds and pearls hereabouts, in a manner of 


the ne * 
h the 2 
true. 


top bet 
down 


b the pearls has all been got—they was in the strait; 


Next morning a local schooner chanced to call, and I managed 
to work passage in her as far as the mainland. There were some 
plantations not many miles away, and I hoped, on one or another 


I did not get it, but I got that which caused me to hire a 
native canoe with the last of my small valuables, and head back 
to Runa Island as fast as I could go, two days after I had left 
For the manager whom I had interviewed—an old hand, knew ing 
Papua and its history as few now alive do know it—*“had told 
me that old Jacob Rice’s incredible tale of the gold was ‘Perfectly 


“Anyone Samarai way will tell you it happened,” “"e said. “Of 
course the old chap’s a born liar—all that sort ar"; but I sup- 
pose he does, now and then, stray into the truth bY accident. I 
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in the palace, and she 
knew all about it.” 

“What a liar you are!” 
I thought dreamily. The 
food, and the hot tea, and 
the howling of the south- 
easter outside, were to- 
gether making me very 
sleepy. 

“The lady come out of 
the saloon and _ bought 
some of our fruit. I 
thought she was the pret- 
tiest girl I ever seen, with 
hair that light and shiny, 
you wouldn’t believe, and 
eyes as blue as _ trade 
beads. She had a wild 
look about her, too; I 
can’t rightly describe it; 
but I’ve seen Obaba here 
taken that way, when 
maybe there was a bit of 
a little girl from the 
mainland come in a canoe, 
Se Well! A 
man’s a man—or was, 
once. Well, there was 
another lady on that 
yacht; might have been 
sixteen other ladies, for 
all I know, because that 
Grand Duke of all Rus- 
sia, he was a hot one. I'd 
a friend, a sort of half- 
uncle, who used to sell 
him his clothes in a place “>= 
they call New Cut in Lon- ~ 
don, where all the tailors 
lives; well, he said the 
Grand Duke was a hot 
one, and he. .... What 
was I telling you? About 
the lady with the hair. 
She had on a necklace of 
diamonds; it was shinin’ 
like a Christmas tree. 
That’s what you want to 
remember.” He became 
suddenly authoritative. 
His voice rose. 

“Why, God bless me,” 
I found myself thinking, 
“he’s telling the truth 
about something!” 

“We went home, me 
and Obaba. And in the 
middle of the night there 
was screams from the 
yacht. I could tell you 
things about yachts—my 
brother—” 

“Yes,” I said rudely. ; s - 
“Don’t bother with him. Go on about the yacht.” For I was was all of three hundred yards away. Maybe they s Dro 
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almost hypnotized into believing him. and maybe not, but anyhow they took no more ery one wa 
“T went out, and I stood on the end of the point there, with that than if I was a crab on the reef. So when she hear ' Dro 
very glass in my hand. Take it, look through it. What do you “Who?” . r _ recko 
see?” “I’m telling you. The one with the shiny hair. a Water. 
He had handed me a long telescope, covered in rusty leather. hot one; I reckon he was telling her to give over the md & “The 
“Why,” I said, putting my eye to it, “I can see anything up and that made her fair ropable. She off with the lot, : - 
to a mile. What a glass! You paid something for that.” chucked them right into the sea.” t 


“T never. I got it from a wreck; I dunno the price. But “You don’t expect me to—” ft Russia ati 
it was a full-moon night, same as this, and I seen the lady out “Hold on. That wasn’t all. The Grand Duke 0 ai Wh 
on deck, and it was she was screaming, and another lady, and got snake-headed then, and he put his arm round © “The 
they was fighting. I saw them, the lady with the diamonds— _ the gold dress, and he turned and give the one with 
don’t forget that—and a lady with a gold dress on her, and a proper tongue-thrashing. So she made a run i< 
black hair. And the Grand Duke, he come out and threw them like as if she was seasick, and before anyone CO id stop 
from each other like you would throw two cats. And he pointed they wanted to, she was up on it, and over it an 
at the diamonds, and he says something, I dunno what, for they the sea.” 
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- seen 0 “Drowned?” J asked. I didn’ i i 
: ; idn’t believe a word of it—and yet 
“7 me wanted to know the end of the tale. ; 


ora your eye! No one’s ever drowned about Runa. 
Sot _ was eat by the sharks before she had fair touched 
The te ee when they see her, something cruel—” 


" “he and the Grand Duke. But it wasn’t worth putting 

mt oop aes the weather. That was weather, Mister! 

aad west the night that bad that she dragged her anchor, 
Sut to sea, and I dunno what she did then.” 

4 asked, getting more and more confused and sleepy. 

Sits ya : the Junia. I think she went down in Torres 

mt i dunno. That’s what I mean when I say the sea’s 

onds and pearls hereabouts, in a manner of 





Hal, the 
Pearls has all been got—they was in the strait; 





I snatched at the canoe. 
A head flung itself out of 
the water—the sound of 
its closing jaws was like 
the slam of an iron gate. 


but the diamonds she 
chucked over, that was 
just on the near side of 
the little point there, and 
no one ever got those.” 

“Do you expect me to 
believe that pearl divers 
have been here, and never 
went down to look for 
the diamonds?” 

“Never, Mister. No- 
body believed me, same 
as you don’t. They say 
the Junia was never here 
anyhow; what would take 
her, they say. Well, I 
know what would; it was 
hurricane weather on the 
Queensland coast, and if 
you run across a line 
that’s halfway between 
here and Cairns, you get 
out of the hurricanes, see? 
But they don’t believe me. 
Lookit: I’m a man that 
has had more wonderful 
things happen to me than 
any man in New Guinea, 
and nobody wont believe 
any blasted one of them. 
The time the Mambare 
field broke out, I was 
there among the first, and 
I was with them when 
they come down in a cut- 
ter and lost six months’ 
gold overboard, right out 
at sea. And lookit, Mis- 
ter: I and the others went 
back and cast anchor 
somewhere as near the 
spot as we could get, and 
when we pulled up the 
anchor, blimy, the bag of 
gold was caught in the 
flukes!” 

“Give it a rest,” I 
begged him. “I’m off to 
bed.” And I went. I lay 
only a little while awake; 
but before I slept, I had 
time to reflect more than 
once on the amazing fic- 
tional abilities of this 
queer fish Jacob Rice, 
“combo man,” (white man who lives with natives), withered leaf 
of the beaches, colossal boaster and liar. 

Next morning a local schooner chanced to call, and I managed 
to work passage in her as far as the mainland. There were some 
plantations not many miles away, and I hoped, on one or another 
of them, to get a job. 

I did not get it, but I got that which caused me to hire a 
native canoe with the last of my small valuables, and head back 
to Runa Island as fast as I could go, two days after I had left - 
For the manager whom I had interviewed—an old hand, knowing 
Papua and its history as few now alive do know it—“had told 
me that old Jacob Rice’s incredible tale of the gold was Perfectly 
true. 

“Anyone Samarai way will tell you it happened,” “e said. “Of 
course the old chap’s a born liar—all that sort ar@; but I sup- 
pose he does, now and then, stray into the truth byY accident. I 
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reckon that’s about the only true tale he’s told for the last ten 
years.” 

I had it on the tip of my tongue to say, “Did you ever hear 
his story about the diamonds?” but something, I don’t know 
what, warned me to keep silence. A drowning man will catch 
at straws. I was drowning; if I could not run upon some im- 
mediate piece of luck, it was Government rations and Govern- 
ment free passage away, and afterward desk or farm. No island 
kingdom; no free, wild, splendid life for me, captain of myself 
and of my fate. Without cash, you couldn’t run island king- 
doms, any more than drapers’ shops in Pitt Street, or pubs in 
Woolloomoolloo. And an island kingdom, now, was all I lived 
for. 

Of course Jacob Rice was a liar; he lied as he breathed. Of 
course the silly tale about the diamonds was just another lie. 
But—he had told truth once. It might be—it might be. 

Sailing perilously over to Runa, with the outrigger slapping 
the water till I had to crawl out and sit upon it, I made up my 
mind. I would get at Jacob and go through that story of his; 
I would strip it to the bones. I would find out. ; 

I landed on Runa beach, and the first thing I saw was Obaba, 
walking up to the house with blood streaming from her hand. 
She had lost the top of her left little finger. In her right 
hand she carried an old-fashioned stone tomahawk. She was 
screaming with loud, measured, formal screams. And I, who 
had learned something of native customs, knew that Obaba had 
just cut off the top of her finger, ceremonially, upon a stone 
of the beach; and that she had done so because she was new- 
made a widow. 

It was as if some one had struck me in the face. ‘Too late,” 
I said to myself, leaping off the prow of the canoe, and follow- 
ing the woman. “No chance comes twice.” 

Within the little iron house there was a loud noise of death- 
crying; women from the village at the far side of the island were 
circling round and round Jacob Rice’s mosquito-netted bed, 
swinging their grass petticoats as they went, and howling shrill 
and high like dogs that bay the moon. Obaba, her face and 
breast streaming with blood from bottle-glass cuts, sat on the 
floor and waved her mutilated hand, joining her voice to the 
indescribable clamor. In the midst of it all lay the little, thin 
corpse of Jacob, boaster, liar, adventurer, combo man, now 
dowered with the dignity of death, the splendor raying from the 
last adventure of all. That morning he had fallen, suddenly, 
out of his chair, and never risen again, dropping from life as 
the withered leaf drops from the tree. 

I left the women and went out upon the beach. The hissing 
palm-fronds flew before the wind, as they had flown two days 
before; the surf was sounding and creaming, still, upon the coral 
reef beyond. Nothing was changed; I had lost nothing; and yet 
I felt bereft. 


OME one else was also upon the beach; a tall, thin youth 

in cotton shirt and trousers. He, like myself, was walking 

up and down; we passed each other by and by, and I saw with 

surprise the likeness to little old ugly Jacob in this slim young 
Hermes molded of island bronze. The son, without doubt. 

He had been weeping; he showed it unashamedly. I respected 
his grief and left him to himself. 

Two days later, when all that had been Jacob was put away, 
and Obaba’s savage wounds were healing, and the little iron 
house had settled down to comparative quiet, I and the son sat 
on the veranda edge together and talked. His name, I heard, 
was Dimmi—otherwise Jim. He was eighteen and married. He 
had been diving down at Thursday Island, but he hadn’t done 
well, and his wife and child were short of money. Obaba wouldn’t 
help him; she meant to hold on to the island and all it con- 
tained, till the last gasp. He might come and live there, she 
had told him; other help he could not and need not expect. 
For all her savagery, Obaba was—like most New Guinea women 
—a keen bargainer and a bit of a miser. 

I liked the fellow; a sudden thought struck me. “Dimmi,” 
I asked him, ‘did you ever hear your father tell about the 
diamonds?” 

“Oh, yess,” he answered, speaking with the odd precise Eng- 
lis-h of the mission-schooled half-breed. “I have heard him 
many w‘mes.” 

“You didn’t believe him?” 

€sS ‘:ir, I have believed him. The other people, they did 
not believe him—but I knew my father, sir.” 

; “I doubt it. you did quite,” was my thought. But I went on: 
‘Dimmi, have ‘you any idea of where those diamonds may be?” 


The Red Diamonds of 


“Oh, yess sir. I have always known that.” 
“The devil you have, Dimmi! Then, why didn yoo" 
He looked at me with an uneasiness that | could » 
fathom. “I have heard all about them, sir,” he saig — 
evasively. “They were not lucky, sir.” — 
“Lucky! How, lucky?” 
“They were called the Red diamonds, sir—” 
“Phew,” I interrupted, with a long whistle. 
them indeed—the famous, infamous “red” 
a great Russian house that had perished in 
rhe blue Hope itself did not approach those white diame; 
that were called red, in the matter of bringing ill luck tg -~ 
Murder and suicide had followed their career, as the bry 
follows after a comet. If old Jacob had spoken truth~o 
was sure, now, that he had—the Red diamonds had carried gy 
to the end, their sinister reputation » 


LL this, however, troubled me, personally, not a scrap, Iv 
4 willing to take the chance of any ill luck that might cline» 
those sinister gems, if only I could get possession of then 

“Dimmi,” I asked excitedly, for surely now the scent m 
growing hot, “do you know where they are?” 7 

“I know pretty near, sir. The sharks,”"— he stopped for 
moment, and I could see the brown flesh of his shoulders 
tract in a half shudder—*“the sharks, they didn’t eat her w 
the diamonds on. If they have, those diamonds would be ny 
be South America or Melbourne; the shark he is traveling yo 
MEE. « «2 But she threw the diamonds, and then she the 
herself; that is what my father always said. There is a he 
there, sir, not a very deep hole; it is where the rocks fall dp 
a little underneath the water, and I have many time thoy 
that must be where they will be.” 

“But Dimmi—you never tried!” 

“They are the Red diamonds,” said Dimmi, very low, # 
staring at the ground. “I know a great many things about the 
sorts of things, sir. I have gone to the pitchers in the Isa 
always two times every week. This bad luck, you cat g 
away from it.” si 

“Did your father believe in it?” 

“TI dunno, sir. He would not let me try to see for thems 
any time, because—” 

‘Because what?” 

Dimmi drew himself together again in that chill shiver. “Ter 
is no sharks anywhere as bad as the sharks of Runa,” he ai 

“But a dress—a dress, Dimmi!” 

Suddenly, with the weak emotionalism of the half-caste,& 
broke into tears. 

“My father and I, we were always afraid of the luck ant 
the sharks,” he sobbed. “Oh, sir, I am very damn’ ainié 
them. If you had seen such accidents of sharks as I haves 
at the Island— And now it’s too late.” 

“What's too late, Dimmi? How?” a 

“People are coming from the Island—with dresses, he 
wiping his eyes with the backs of his brown hands, 

“What made them?” 

“T have talked a great deal,” he said simply. “I did not ma 
to: and sir, I never thought they would believe me. But 
talked—I talked.” - 

“Being Jacob’s son—no doubt!” I thought satirically. As 
I said: “When do you expect the divers?” 

“Oh, I think they are coming tomorrow,” he said. “Or mg 
it-be today. I dunno, sir.’”’ And again he wept. a 

There was a minute’s silence. I looked at the sun, whites 
an hour and a half above the horizon yet. Something @% 
mind, seemed to set hard as I looked. a 

“Dimmi,” I said, “if only you'll back me up, we ll do it y* 

HE real trouble we had was with Obaba. ia 

She was obstinate, suspicious, obstructive, as only 
woman, and an aged native woman at that, can be. Betore (te 
done with Obaba, I understood fully a thing that wad 
puzzled me before—how it was that the old women of t ‘t 
could drive an entire tribe of warriors out to battle, @ 
will. Any warrior, anywhere, would go to battle, of “ { 
to get rid of the old women, when once they had made UP 
minds to be troublesome. 

Obaba had a part to play in the adventure 
was to take a canoe out over the spot where ’ 
supposed to lie (if Jacob hadn't lied) and to act a 
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In these tales Maude Radford Warren 


ynderstandingly pictures an average college 

town. And the reader comes to realize that 

the younger generation is not quite so hope- 
as some would have the world 

iyliew. Although the author lives in 

Ithaca, the seat of Cornell Univer- 

sity, it is not to be assumed 

de is picturing the life 

of that particular place. 


Illustrated by 
C. D. Williams 


© the knot were two or three other girls, but every 
e girls, but everyone 
ile _ knew that they were, for the Benen Thay corey 
oh a called young Sue by a cockney cook of 
itive of b e — had clung because it was so eminently 
ectionate out a ooks. She was little, slim, agile, with an 
and a sweet frek cade very wide-open trustful gray eyes 
gone to care aw childish smile. One of her admirers too far 
butter would not Faye thought of him, had remarked that 
inclined to agree oy melt in that innocent mouth. Men were 
It was easy ng , him; girls had their reservations. 
mee. Thus, while mans Sue to do and see several things at 
making sure the She was busy enchanting youths about her, 
her eyes shitter’ _— cut in lavishly when the dancing began, 
was goin about the rooms, ‘missing practically nothing 
gon. It was a delightful scene. The Swayne 


What she did was to lose her 
temper and shout: “You make 
me sick, Wally Foster!” 


S 


Y Maude Radford Warren 


peony Sue Waldron was the center of a small knot of de- 
tached tan’ men at the dance of her aunt, Mrs. Swayne. 


house had been built at a time when ample space could be in- 
closed without thought of the cost of coal and the scarcity of 
servants. The ceilings were high and the main rooms hung with 
huge chandeliers which glittered and swung like the earrings of the 
pretty women beneath them. Here and there a bowl of goldfish 
added to the glitter. Wild flowers of the spring were the decora- 
tions. Altogether there was a blend of the natural and the arti- 
ficial which pleased Sue’s senses. 

She liked most of the people about her, too. She had grown 
up with many of them. Others had watched her grow up. These 
latter, the middle-aged, young permitted in her mind 
to dance and be gay if they wished to—all but one. 

That one was Mrs. Race, who had, in the college town of 
Creston, established her own conventions. Until this evening 
young Sue had accepted them more or less unthinkingly. She 
thought about most things and laughed at most of them. When 
she was not more than seven, she had fallen into fits of laughter at 
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Sue 














the sight of grown 










men parading the 
streets in clothes 
that reminded her 


of King Arthur and 


his knights. The 
reception of that 
laughter had _ been 
the beginning of 


Sue’s growth in 
tact. She had 
learned to be sweet 4 
and serious on the 
outside about every- 




















thing, and _ inside 
to estimate every- 
thing, but if she 


laughed, to laugh 
under cover. 

She looked across 
the room at Helena 


Race, lithe, tall, 
mysterious, with 
soft glances that 


began as languorous 
and personal, and then slipped off 
into the remote and impersonal 

“Ha,” thought young Sue, “if 
I’ve laughed about that terrible 
old woman, I’ve perhaps laughed 
too soon.” 

Helena Race was quite forty, 
and acted, the critical of her 
world said, as if she were twenty 
She was married to a very emi- 
nent scholar, the man of whom 
—outside of its moneyed men— 
Creston was most proud. He 
was a scientist who had helped humanity and had 
made exploiters rich. He had gained only a beautiful 
wife, and the privilege of being allowed to do research 
work for his salary instead of teaching. It was quite 
enough for Race. When she was a graduate student, 
Helena had married him, partly because she was fond 
of him, but more because he was eminent, and still 
more because he was her best offer. He had warned 
her that he would not go into society, and that, as 
he wanted his home quiet, he would not expect her 
to have guests. So except when he was away attend- 
ing conventions, Helena did her simple entertaining 
at clubs. From the beginning of her marriage, how- 
ever, she had made it clear that she liked society, 
even if her husband did not, and that she wanted 
to be invited without him. As the Race house was 
shared by her sister and brother-in-law the Baldwins, 
Helena was able to leave home whenever she pleased 
She was often the dinner-guest when a visiting pro- 
fessor came who must be shown what the town could 
do in the way of good looks. The unmarried men in 
her husband’s department took her to dances. 

“Let her have her young men, the cradle-snatcher,” 
Sue savagely. “I guess I’ve got plenty of men.” 

She had; but her eyes kept going back to Helena Race, and 
then passing from her to the handsome young officer to whom 
Helena was talking. The University, which was the main reason 
for Creston’s being, included military training. Some fifteen 
officers were detailed there. Mostly they were married, but 
recently had come young Captain Hastings, a war hero, who 
was not married, and who was prepared to enjoy the society 
of Creston’s charming girls. Among them he had begun to in- 
clude Helena Race. 

“Tt’s not that I care whether I ever speak to Captain Hastings 
again or not,” thought Sue, “but it’s the beastly unfairness. Mrs. 
Race has had her day. Why does she want to grab off two or 
three generations of young men? Why is it I never noticed 
before what she does? I wish, dammit,” added Sue savagely, 
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These sirens 
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thought 


“that I knew what her technique is. 
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“Oh, Mrs. Race, 
Baldwin and 
I have been having 
the loveliest time. 
I do so love to talk 










































to an older man.” 
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With an effort she unfastened her gaze to bestow imi to 
siren gazes herself on her suitors, just as Hastings tumet™ ) 
head toward her. If she could have heard the conversation ™ tw 
preceded and followed that glance, she would have learned so ‘a 
thing of Helena Race’s technique. — 
“How beautiful little Sue Waldron looks tonight - sw 
had murmured in the lovely husky voice which was perhaps * Zoi 
chief source of allure. “You really must leave me and oe ho 
speak to her, Captain Hastings. She expects It. Ob. ae of 
I shouldn’t have said that. But you know all the young dl ; 
in the world are quite mad about the Army. And Sue ~ bai 
lovely and so popular. She’s always had men at her feet. > she 
is such a darling.” hin 


A very clever speech, the claw in it well padded. Sue rr 
have seen in a minute that Hastings was enough alt 

Helena to consider that her words had mainly pra 
Sue Waldron in a most generous way; but what we 
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1” Helew 
perhaps 
and go 
Oh, peti 
young #* 
j Sue & # 
r feet. * 


Sue wos! 


attracted 
aised 


unconsciously under his skin was the suggestion that Sue was, 
perhaps, making a small claim on him. Sue knew quite as well 
—— oo a a man resents an uninvited claim on himself 
Sra a does a crime against the nation. And even when 
te be able “4 At, he has a subconscious conviction that he ought 
we 0 cancel the invitation at will. 
*. bed _ Ca out of the tail of her eye was that the 
her and had A , ing about her, and that Hastings had looked at 
What d 7 come. : 
mung a ane _ declared Sue fiercely to herself, as she 
silos te ghee dance. I don’t care a whoop, but I’m 
ow she’s done ge old girl, find out what she’s done and 
of my own,” . And if I have to, I can establish a technique 
Bere Was dancing with Wallace 


Foster, son of the chief 
nker of Creston, a big blond 


she was ten et Sa lad who had loved her since 
him orders and ws om agers Sue was accustomed to giving 
teem thet roy else. She would have been rather aston- 

€, more than anyone else, was responsible 


or her feelj t : 
mane that she ought to have everything from life that 


pet,” she cooed, “I have thrown a 
He’s too conceited for words 


“Now, Wallace, old 
hate on that Captain Hastings. 
So if you see him cutting in on me, you cut right back your- 
self.” 

“Right,” he agreed. Then he added: “What’s the 
Peeved because he’s giving Mrs. Race a run?” 

Sue gave a silent gasp. Was she showing her hand so badly 
as all that? It did not occur to her to credit Foster with especial 
acuteness. He had so thoroughly spoiled her that she looked 
on him as a sort of good-natured moron whose money and man- 
ners were his most important assets. 

“Oh, well, of course he’s rushing her, or she’s rushing him,” 
Sue said. “That’s taken for granted.” Then, thinking that Foster 
might possibly help her in her researches about Helena, she 
added: “All the young men in town, nearly, have to take a 
course of Helena, don’t they? Why didn’t you?” 

“T did while you were away at school,” said Foster, skillfully 
avoiding a youth who was making determined efforts to cut im 
on him. 

“You did? Tell me about it later,” said Sue as she 
into the arms of another partner. 


matter? 


swung 
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When she was again dancing with Foster, he began where they 
had left off. 

“She’s a peach, Mrs. Race is,” he said. “A fellow takes her 
to dances and gives her a good time, of course, but she gives 
a fellow so much sympathy and understanding. Gosh, it’s ter- 
rible that she should be married to an old mummy like Race. 
She ought to be married to a chap of her own age, like Hastings.” 

“Her own age!” cried Sue. “She’s forty—fifty—” 

“She’s thirty-two; she told me so,’ Foster said. “She was 
married when she was a mere child. It isn’t like you, Sue, to 
be catty, and to belittle anyone else.” 

Sue swallowed her rage. Even her own Wallace Foster had 
been imposed upon by that woman. 

“I’m not catty, Wally,” she cooed; “I’m just trying to get a 
rise out of you. I think Helena Race is lovely, and she doesn’t 
look a day over twenty-five.” 

“You bet she’s lovely, and if I had time for anyone but you, 
I bet I’d see a lot of her,” he growled. 

“Well, don’t let me mortgage all your time,” flared Sue, and 
glided into another man’s arms. ; 

That night, when the guests were all gone, the wild flowers 
wilted, the goldfish asleep, and the hostess Mrs. Swayne nearly so, 
Sue interrupted her aunt’s luxurious yawning. 

“Aunt Minnie,” she said, “before you go to sleep, I want to 
ask you something. It’s about Mrs. Race. Of course, we know 
that men are so honorable that they kiss but never tell. Still 
and all, things do leak out. Can you tell me how she does it?” 

Mrs. Swayne gasped. “I never can get used to the sophisti- 
cation of you young things,” she said plaintively. 

“Yes, but you are in a hurry for bed,” Sue said, planting 
herself on a sofa beside her aunt, “and I’m in a hurry to know.” 

“Of course I’ve watched Helena Race for almost twenty years; 
she’s only a little younger than I am,” Mrs. Swayne said; “but 
she’s kept herself in spirit in the twenties because she’s never 
let herself ge about with older men.” 

“To the discard with the older men!” 
does she get and keep the young ones? 
is very sympathetic—” 

“That’s it. She flatters, sympathizes, makes them feel they 
are men of the world, leans on them and looks up to them. 
In short, she treats them as a girl does her fiancé, only she keeps 
the elder-sisterly accent.” 

“Yes, but what I’m getting at,” Sue said, “is how does she keep 
them away from the girls? She seems able to do that as much 
as she wants to. Hasn’t any girl that married one of her men 
afterward found out anything?” 


commented Sue. “How 
Wallace tells me she 


MBs: SWAYNE sent her mind questing back for evidence. 
““Men do, of course, leave her to get married,” she said. “It 
probably is that she serves just so long as an educating influence 


for them. Men naturally want to get married, and taey don’t 
want to marry a woman so much older than themselves. Let 
me see. I do remember your cousin Carolyn telling me some- 
thing once that she got from one of her married friends about 
Helena. It seems that if a man likes a girl, Helena either lets 
him see that the girl cares too much about him, and expects 
attention from him, or else that she doesn’t like him at all, is 
bored by him. And she does it in a cooing ‘I’m-an-old-lady— 
don’t-let-me-keep-you-from-the-girls’ style.” 

“That’s it; she would,” cried Sue fiercely. “Well, this has 
gone on long enough, Aunt Minnie. What right has she to have 
two seasons of youth? It’s not fair.” 

“I suppose, you harsh young thing, that you are doing this 
from some highly moral motive?” remarked Mrs. Swayne. 
“You've not got a personal motive? How can you be so cruel? 
Why can’t you let a woman prolong her youth in every possible 
way? Men do it, but you, a girl yourself, have so little sex 
loyalty.” 

“You bet not, when an ancient poaches on my preserves,” 
shrilled young Sue. 

“Well, of course, if she has been able to take away from you 
a man you are in love with—” said Mrs. Swayne in a soft, 
nasty voice. 

“I’m not; she didn’t. 
sort of looking him over. 


I’m not in love with him. I was only 

He didn’t stay put because I didn’t 
look after him enough. Besides, he’s the first man that ever 
sort of strolled away from me. I can get him back. I don’t 
want him, but I'll get him back and then push him over to 
Helena Race again. You watch. Goodness, Aunt Minnie. vou 
must be more of a feminist than I thought if you are siding 
against your niece this way!” 


The Technique of the fim 


“Oh, I’m not,” sighed Mrs. Swayne; “I’m only voici 
feminine lament of the ages. You'll recognize the bin 
these days yourself. You'd better arrange your face dear 
needs revision.” = 

Sue flew to a mirror and saw a hardened face from whig 
shone steely eyes, emphasized by a thin-lipped, snarling gai, 
She relaxed her muscles, made a grimace or two, and was 
ently trustful young Sue, with the butter-proof mouth, 7: 
gentle tone did not match her words, as she said: 

“You watch, Aunt Minnie. She’s worse than a Cradle-snatehy, 
She’s one of these goals—ghouls—that feed on peo 
sucks the blood of the young men and so keeps off age. jy, 
my duty to rescue my generation from her J ; 
bed, dear, and gloat over your successful party, 
stage me a campaign. 


UE’S first step in her campaign was to treat Captain Hag 

with a bright impersonal interest, the while she was §9 by 
in odd hours reading the history of the particular division wi 
which he had been connected during the war. She then 
to play tennis next to the court where he and Helena Race playe: 
In this part of her plan she ruthlessly used Foster, haling be 
away from his desk with an imperative telephone call, the momen 
she saw Helena and Hastings walking toward the courte S% 
on the tennis-courts was like a young Winged Victory, Shed 
ways bound an azure ribbon about her brow, and little tends 
of hair clung to this like gold-brown foam. She was fue 
laughing, altogether lovely. Unless, she reflected, Helena iiads 
far enslaved Hastings that he had become blind as wellg; 
dumb-bell, he must see that youthful twenty had springtime 
cles and better breath than forty plus. ee 

That he did see she knew when he began to ask her and Baie 
if they did not want to play doubles, maneuvering togiie 
as his partner. This part of the plan she thwarted. 

Race appeared to lose interest in tennis, explaining that sia} 
cared to play when the weather grew really warm, Soe 
that she had scored a point. She also knew that Helms 
watching her. Db 

Foster showed her that he too was watching her. 

“Tt seems about time that you stopped this tennis 
said to her, after she told him that she'd not call him 
banking hours any more. “I’m willing to be a pawl 
certain length of time. After that this worm turns and ims 
to grovel.” = 

Sue advised him not to mix his metaphors, and was pam 
larly considerate for a space of days. Foster, she reflects ms 
the most useful and tireless friend she had. 

Her next step was to arrange to give a buffet supper to be 
followed by a dance. She invited Helena, who s Ls 
course, that people of all ages would be included, as tye 
frequently were in Creston. Sue’s arrangements of the dom- 
stairs rooms in the Waldron house were drastic. She put: 
high-powered bulb in every electric-light fixture, and did amr 
as far as she possibly could with shadings and modulates 
light. She put Helena and Hastings at the same table-aat 
with Foster and herself, and she chose a seat that 
Helena in the most disadvantageous situation possible. 

It was cruel, and Sue gloried in her cruelty like a 9 
sticking in a torture knife. Against a background of young fac 
Helena looked strained and lined. Contrasted with Sue, she Ws 
brown autumn, sere against the green and golden drifts . 
spring. Moreover her rage, however she tried to conceal t 
worked, as rage always does, a certain devastation m her face 
She managed to change seats with Foster on the plea of glam 
light, and Hastings turned out a bulb at her behest. But 
this improved her situation somewhat, it likewise drew Hastie 
attention to it. She did not lose her value for him, but she® 
enhance Sue’s value. % 

Moreover, Sue was clever in her tactics during the supper. “" 
was sweet to Helena, sweet and subtly considerate and resp 
ful of her age; she was friendly to Foster and brightly +? 
sonal and respectful to Hastings. She made Hastings feel! 
she considered him not of the decade, but of the generation P 
ceding her own. This naturally irked him, since like al] me 
he was as young as he felt, and he felt like twenty-five. wal 

During the dancing he cut in on Sue as much as ait 
Helena was not neglected, Sue noted; she had plenty of a 
among the youths. Foster, especially, danced a g 
her. , 

“That’s because he feels sorry for the tenms ¢P 
thought. “Wallace is really a splendid gentleman. 
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“How dreadfully you 

must love him not to 

think of yourself at 
all!” she said. 


dream of fighting for 
anything—not even for 
me Noblesse oblige, 
and give up to the 
grabbers? Not for 
Sue!” 

That night, when Sue 
bade farewell to her 
guests, she noted that, 
as Hastings said good- 
by, he held her hand 
a moment longer than 
necessary, and _ that 
Helena saw this linger- 
ing Helena’s smile 
was sweet and appar- 
ently unperturbed. But 
Sue was not deceived 

“The woman,” she 
gloated, when she was 
alone “absolutely stag- 
gered from the arena. 
I should say she’s down 
and out.” 

Following the dance, 
Hastings tried repeat- 
edly to make engage- 
ments with Sue, but 
she had always some- 
thing else planned. Just 
when she was deciding 
that his patience was 
wearing thin, she agreed 
to go for a ride with 
him. He brought two 
of the best cavalry 
horses; and Sue, who 
loved riding, forgot her 
schemes for an hour, 
and as they gayly 
cantered along’ the 
country roads about 
Creston, she was per- 
fectly natural. Later 
when the first freshness 
of the horses was gone, 
and they were pacing, 
he asked her why she 
had avoided him 

“Oh, but I haven't,” 
Sue said with wide- 
open eyes. “I am busy 
with my friends, and 
you with yours. Of 
course, the little Army 
crowd is a world in it- 
self. I suppose you 
have the loveliest times 
talking over the war—” 

Sue supposed noth- 
ing of the sort. It hap- 
pened that most of the 
army detail at Creston 
had never been over- 
seas during the war. 

Those who had seen service had been in various divisions. 

“If only I'd been old enough to have gone over and done 
welfare work!” mourned Sue. “Of course I’ve read everything 
I can about the war. When I think of what they did around 
Fére-en-Tardenois and Fismes—”’ 

They were off. Hastings was thrilled and flattered to think 
that she could talk over his campaigns with him. He was accus- 
tomed to blank wondering eyes when he tried to talk about the 
war. For nearly nine years he had seen groups dividing them- 
selves automatically into a large one that wasn’t interested in the 
war, and a small one that found itself (Continued on page 173) 








Henry began to spell out the words. 
hit li’ble to skeer you to death.” 


DISHPAN and his fourth honeymoon crashed about the 
dusky ears of Ocie Willis, alias “Rabbit-hound.” 

“Hit me wid somepin quiet, nex’ time,’ he complained as he 
rubbed the place on his small granitelike skull where the pan had 
struck. ‘“Cain’t git me my rest wid dat pan a-bangin’ away on 
my haid.” 

“Don’t you go to sleep on me ag’in, den, while I’s talkin’ busi- 
ness wid you,” countered Bella, his current bride, heatedly. “Else 
I’s gwine sep’rate you into li'l pieces and den lose some of dem. 
When I talks, you listens—you heah me?” 

“Cain’t heah nothin’ else,” mumbled Ocie. 
ag’in or yit?” 

“T’s talkin’ "bout you, dat’s what! Lyin’ all over Bumin’ham 
befo’ I ma’ies you ’bout whut a big nigger in de lodge you is, and 
how much money you got! I wuz lookin’ fo’ somepin, and I gits 
me nothin’. Whut is you? Aint got no money, aint got no looks, 
aint got no size! And specially you aint got no automobile.” 

“T had one twel you come,” defended Ocie dully. 

“Twel de sheriff-gent’man come, you means. Us is ma’‘ied one 
day, and dey come git dat li'l] mess o’ junk you calls a car de 
next, ’ca’se you aint paid nothin’ on hit in de longest.” 

“T’s gwine git me ‘nother one next Sat’day night, soon’s I gits 
me ten dollars fo’ de down-paymint,” offered Ocie hopefully. 

“You’s gwine do a lot! Man, what I’s tellin’ you ‘bout is done 
did. Dat James, he ridin’ me round while you jes’ workin’ yo’ 
mouf. Me, I wants a car and I wants hit sudden. Walkin’ nig- 
gers don’t make no hit wid me. You gits me a car Sat’day or 
you gits yo’se’f ‘nother wife. I’m tellin’ you!” 

Apparently Bella reached for the dishpan again. Ocie in- 
stantly developed into a fresh-air fiend. Once outside, he kept 
going. Nothing like new scenes, he felt, to blot unpleasant mat- 
ters from the mind. James and his car, for example. But a 
couple of miles proved that his was a case which travel could 
not help. Visions came that disturbed him. Stubborn facts about 
James arose and would not dim nor down. James was tall and 
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“Is you talkin’ 


ueror 
rthurk 
Akers 


Wren you read a darky 
story by Arthur K. Akers, you 
may justly assume that you'r 
reading something by a man 
who knows whereof he writes 
Mr. Akers is a long-time re 
ident of a great industrial 
city of Alabama, where his 
work places him in a pos 
tion to become familiar with 
the quaint irresponsible folk 
he here so amusingly depicts 


Illustrated by 
H. Weston Taylor 


yellow, while Ocie was short and black. James had two sai 
of clothes where Ocie relied heavily upon the white folks’ gem 
osity to be sure of even one. James owned half an inters 
in a pressing club, while Ocie took half an interest in a job wa 
a wheelbarrow at an iron foundry. Worse still, James had 
car and a way with women. Ocie had neither. And Bella taliy 
about give her liberty or give her a car! Ocie needed mon 
and didn’t have any. 

Hours and miles passed while he wrestled with his problet 
He ran over in his mind the roster of his white acquaintant 
But there he was sharply up against the paradox that those whi 
knew him well enough to lend him money knew him entirely @ 
well to do so. In fact he was so immersed in his troubles tt 
he all but collided with a creditor of long standing. As he™ 
hastily crossing the street to avoid any mutual embarrassmet 
Destiny reached out and gave Ocie a nasty crack before b 
reached the opposite sidewalk. As usual, she was disguised a 
seemed harmless. - 

All Ocie saw was a little negro in a ragged red coat hana 
out circulars to the passers-by. Ocie took one and tried to 
it. He could not read, but he was always in hopes that 
next time he could, so he missed no chances. However, 0 ™ 
acles occurred, and he filed the paper in his pocket for fw 
reference when he might meet up with an educated friend. 

Then, having nowhere else to go, he went home, . 
once more failed to notice the shadow of coming events. Withos 
a suspicion he watched two white men drive an autom 
uncertain ancestry up his alley and halt it before his home. 
of them hailed Ocie. yh 

“Boy, you usin’ that shed there back of your house 
inquired. 

“Naw suh—not no mo’.” 

“All right. We want to rent it off you right awa, 


it?” al 
Ocie sensed an income, small but welcome. 


y. How abot 
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Slay off it. All we 


“Man. I wants a 
car and I wants hit 
sudden. Walkin’ 
niggers don't make 
no hit wid me.” 


agreed heartily. 
“Drive yo'set 
right in, sub. I 
wash off yo’ car 
fo’ you, pump up 
de tires. Sho do 
give service heah, 


“Never mind all 
that,” growled his 
new tenant. “You 


want is to keep 
this car in your 
shed. After mid- 
nights we need it. 
Rest of the time 
you keep it locked 
up out of sight, 
you understand? 
Here’s five dollars 
rent in advance.” 
Ocie understood. 
His job was to 


keep the shed 
doors and his 
mouth shut. White folks might have some funny ideas some- 


times, but they weren't nigger business. All he had to do was 
to furnish the shed and collect his rent, in advance. A little 
liquor-running at night might explain a lot of things which were 
none of his affair. The less he knew, the less he would be per- 
sonally involved in what might happen. 

Then Destiny stepped on the gas. Hardly was the rent-money 
pocketed and the doors closed behind the mysterious auto before 
Bella appeared again from an early evening visit somewhere. She 
was loaded with news and animosity, From the torrent of her 
words Ocie absorbed the glad tidings that James had suffered 
a great loss. The character of it pleased Ocie still more. James’ 
car had been stolen. Ocie cheered visibly under the information 
until Bella reminded him that the situation was but temporary. 
James had enlisted the police, and search was under way so 
eficiently that it was sure to be found and returned to him. All 
ti He - out of the deal, she reminded him, was an extra week’s 
gg her for remedying his own automotive omissions. 
Be aay o’ car did James have?” he inquired innocently, 

wh mpt to create a diversion if possible. 

or heal Hit wa'n’t no kind: hit wuz jes’ a car. James, 
Whit Jane - opted cars and dey all got deir good p’ints. 
id whut. got “ther +, a =~ em. He git de wheels off one 
nother kine), ~ : a eels, and de engine hit come from 
is “; = ae ers, dey de ve'y best fenders whut 
& top “ow es und’ de bottom, and da’k green-like on 

Fer Ocie aa, = ae wid you?” : 
over, and wan —— and undeniably ill. He had chills all 
Most vivid war pring or gees It had come over him in a 
years immediately: fal muc coal a boy might dig during the 
of thi opel ee ie conviction. He understood a lot 

stale ay as why his new tenants were in such a 
othin’” he ee = : judge looking down at him now. J 
_ “Well, don’t A wign s eebly. I jes thought of somepin. 
por Frond - it work on you like dat. Whut you needs 
ii ¢) ven Git yo se’f up to de grocery and git 
omorrer. You’s pow’ful rich, to heah you 














tell hit, but I ‘spect I better give you de money, if I wants de 
meat.” 

Again Ocie got himself outside. He felt anew the need for 
air and counsel. Therefore he detoured by way of the next alley, 
where dwelt a friend, Henry. Fortunately, Henry was at home, 
being definitely detained there while his trousers were being 
patched. Clad in a bathrobe that had once belonged to a much 
larger and brainier man, Henry received his caller in a manner 
as Ritzy as the length and cut of his garment permitted. 

“Seat yo’se’f, Rabbit-houn’,” he urged. “You looks debilitated.” 

“T aint sca’cely built at all,” admitted Ocie heavily. “I’s in a 
bad fix an’ gettin’ wuss. I’s got Old Man Trouble settin’ down 


by me wid he arm aroun’ me and huggin’ me tight. Whichever 
way I turns, I gits me a fresh kick in de face. Does I do 
somepin, I gits me slapped right spang in de mouf. Does I do 


nothin’, I stands in de court while de white folks tells me whar 
I’s gwine, and how long I stay dar, and whut I gwine do when I 
gits me dar.” 

“You sound like you’s kin to mis’ry, sho nuff,” conceded Henry 
“Splanify whut ails you. I kin he’p mos’ anything cep’n you 
bein’ ma’ied; dat’s yo’ own fault.” 

“Aint hit de truth! Heah’s whut I means—” And into the 
sympathetic ears of Henry, Ocie recited his predicament. 

“And so,” he wound up, “you sees de jam whut I’s in. Does 
I keep de car and say nothin’, po-lice jes’ sho to find hit in my 
shed. Den aint nobody ax nothin’ cep’n, ‘Who live dar?’ After 
dat all I does is listen—listen to Bella and de witnesses and de 
po-lice and de jedge. Den I gits me my mail at Flat Top 
while I’s curin’ dis heah coal-famine. 

“An’ sposen I aint keep hit? Sposen I go tell whar de car 
is and how come? First off I gits me two big beatin’s—one from 
James fo’ not tellin’ him sooner; and maybe one from de white 
gent’men whut stole hit fo’ tellin’ on dem. But shucks, dat aint 
nothin’. Hit after dat dat de real trouble sta’ts fo’ me; ’ca’se all 
I’s done den is jes’ natu’ally pro-vide dat James wid a car in 
which he kin run off wid my wife Bella.” 

“You sho is in a jam,” murmured Henry admiringly. “De 
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ve’y leastest whut kin happen to you is to git yo’se’f ruint. 
Ha’d luck sho fixin’ to cloud up an’ rain all over you, nigger. 


Gimme match while I ’xamines into yo’ fix.” 

Ocie fumbled in his pocket for a light, but his fingers met only 
the circular delivered him earlier in the evening by the little 
redcoat. 

“Aint got no match,” he explained, “but heah some readin’ | 
needs did. Maybe hit tell bout new place whar at dey loans 
money. If hit do, don’t wait round none fo’ yo’ pants—jes’ 
lead me to hit rapid.” 

Henry took the paper and glanced idly at it. Then he stiffened 
in his chair. He began to spell out words in the dodger to him- 
self, his lips moving, his eyes slightly popped under something 
he found there. 

“Read hit,” urged Ocie at length. “Don’t jes’ set dar an’ bust.” 

“Boy, hit li’ble to skeer you to death,” warned Henry. 

“Ne’min’ ’bout dat: make readin’.”’ 

Separated from Henry’s original pronunciation and improv- 
isation, the circular read in part: 

“ «Spells and Hard Luck of all Kinds Released and Broken! 

“ “Black Cat’s Wishbone makes Bills pay themselves. Boss Fix 
Powders raises Wages while you wait. Tying-down Goods keeps 
Wives against all Comers. Chasing-away Goods for them that 
Pesters you. High John, the Conqueror, makes big Troubles 
Little. 

“Also Ankle Dust, 

Adam and Eve, Goof- 
er Dust (New Moon 
Number 1). All kinds 
of highly appreciated 
roots and herbs. One 
dollar to one thou- 
sand dollars. Worth 
more. See Dr, X. W. 
Alexander North 
14th Street before it 
is too late.’” 

“Dat High John 
whut you needs,” vol- 
unteered Henry in an 
awed voice. “I 
knowed a nigger 
once jes’ kept hit 
in he pocket. He 
aint even take 
hit. And dey 
couldn’t keep dat 
baby in jail, nor 
pen neither, 

‘count de High 
John he’p him 

so. He got he 
pardon from de 
Gov’nor, frame’, 
and hangin’ over 

he fiahplace at home 
now.” 

Ocie shivered. He 
wished anew that he 
were one of those 
husky he-men that 
Bella admired so 
much. Were he such, 
the circular opened 
vast possibilities be- 
fore him—also vast 
depths should he miss 
his step in strange 
territory. One thing 
was certain: he need- 
ed strong powders. 

High John certainly 

recommended itself well. And this was no time for half- 
way measures. Without extraordinary help he was facing 
sure doom. All the choice he had was which kind of 
misfortune should descend on him first. 

Ocie gulped a few times and sprung his decision on 
Henry. 

“Us gwine see de Big Doc, tonight,” he announced. 

“How come de ‘us’?” 

“T wants you long to hol’ my hat. Hit gwine be big 


High John, Cong 


night. Dey done crowd me to de wall an’ I aims to 
High John and let all fo’ nine miles round-about take de “ 
quences. Jes’ wait twel you sees me wropped TOUNd a Wildes 
dose of dem powders! I gits so tall dey has to borer 
ladders to feed me my food. I's tired of bein’ little 7 
sick of bein’ call’ Rabbit-houn’. Fo’ dis night only’ Ts » 
bulldog blood! Boy, you jes’ p'int my nose tow’ds Fol 
Street. My feet, dey craves de pavement. Lead on an’ lian 
rapid!” : tik 
Henry wasn't responsive. “Aint got my pants fix yit”, 
demurred. * 'Sides, you better go slow on dat voodoo DOW 
business. I’s heahd things I cain't sca’cely tell, Times ap 
never so bad dey might git wuss foolin’ wid dem voodoo de 
tors, neither. ' 
“Boy, I's standin’ on bottom,” countered Ocie, “]’s 50 ln 
down I cain’t go but one way and dat’s up. Us stahts now.” 
_ Fifteen minutes later two negroes shuffled unwillingly » 
Fourteenth Street. One was small and black and telugu: 
The other was tall and black, and his gait told the worl} 
would rather be almost anywhere else. In the darkest part « 
the darkest block they came to a house that suited them less 
of any on the dismal street. It was old and dingy, with glo: 
magnolias whispering about it in the narrow yard. A Dicks 
fence in extensive disrepair inclosed it. A sign on the side ¢ 
the house was barely legible in the light of a dist: 
arc. And it bore bad news 
“Doctor X. W. A-l-e-x-a-n-d-e-r,” spelled 
Henry. “Leave dat gate open, Rabbit-houn’, | 
might want to come right on out ag’in.” 
“You skeered?” taunted Ocie to hide his m 
misgivings. 
“Naw, I aint,” corrected Henry, “but lots ting 
when I wants to run I wants room to do biti 
*thout you crowdin’ me so close.” 
“Who crowdin’ you now, nigger? Aint I ba 
you pushin’ to git you in de gate a-tall?” 
“Come on in, den.” 
“How you say ‘come on’ when you behind d 
de time?” 
“All right! I goes firs’ an’ show you de way’ 
Under cover of the argument both were remer 
bering things they had rather not recall; thing 
whispered about the cabins of southern Alabama 
evenings, before they had moved to Birmingun 
But at length they found themselns 
standing with reluctant feet where fig 
and safety seemed to meet. Ocie mg 
With disconcerting suddenness it Wi 
answered. The door swung open, a 
against the darkness of the hall 
behind him the callers made out a hu 
negro, black and_ black-clad, peemy 
down at them, his hes 
swinging lowering) 
from side to side. 

“Dis heah Doct’ Ale 
ander?” inquired Oc 
weakly. 

“Tt am,” camel 
deep voice in reph 
“Whut is you want a 
fo’ you?” 

The conversation 
broken off just her. 
however—intermupe 
by the two cali 
pausing to establish 4 
new world’s record it 
crossing 4 
nothing, - flat, 
standing start. — 

“Naw suh! Ya 
buys yo'se’f yo’ of 
powders,” Henry © 
telling his compan 
in haste as they bal 
on the opposite si 

Ocie climbed the pillar first 

and thought afterward. 

“I wuz j-j-jes’ lookin’ fo’ open. 
bird-nes’,” he explained. dered you.” 





nS to take 
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“Whut you seed?” gasped Ocie in his ear. 
“Hit was so da’k I couldn’t swear to nothin’.” 

“Don’t care how da’k hit wuz—I seen—whut 
I wuz lookin’ fo’!” panted Henry in terror. 

“Dat nigger-man’s blue gum’!” 

Satan ranks as a harmless and benevolent being in a south 
Alabama negro’s mind as compared with a blue-gummed member 
of the race. All that saved Ocie’s reason was the sound of the 
fatal door across the street closing. 

“Huh! / aint skeered,” he hazarded at that. 

“Whut?” 

“T aint skeered.”’ 

“Naw, you aint skeered: you's jes’ natu’ally fast. But if you 
ever wuz to git skeered, de street sho would smoke whar you 
done passed over hit. ’Sides hit’s you whut need de High John. 
] aint. And I done split my pants ag’in tryin’ to keep outer yo’ 
Way jes now. I aint los’ nothin’ down heah.” Whereupon 
Henry Was no longer present. There remained of him only the 
a and earnest pattering of his shoes upon the sidewalk, far up 
golly great yearning to join him and show him what feet 
ge thn under proper stimulus all but overcame Ocie. 
os lea ing but a fresh realization of the extreme jam his 
ye was in kept Ocie from entering aviation without waiting 

plane. 
oe he drove himself across the street, through the gate, 
cath 4 ov of Alexander for the second time. Again he 
limbs , and anchored himself to a porch pillar lest his 
lr further liberties with his location. 

ee al came a guttural voice from the darkness 

Ocie dinshed A octor had come from around the house. 
wut j--jes he prgt pet pie — afterward. “I 
from his perch aloft. nes’, e explained unconvincingly 
time ee, remarked the huge negro coldly. “And my 
fool apes ik et b pawtant business, wid sca’cely none lef’ fo’ 
as does. dey a an But you is done consult’ me now. Dem 
time wonderin’ a “eagle hit or dey folks spends a heap of 

oma ever become of dem. Whut you want? 
yed a speech and produced a gibber. He slid down his 


post 
Hich Jono sorte the fateful circular. “Is you got dis heah 
e he managed at last to utter. 


hte 
5 oe Sight of the paper, the giant’s lips rode high about his 


4 ‘om a grin that set Ocie to throwing out anchors in his 
$ to remain even in the same city with him. 


“Gimme room!” im- 
plored the voice from 
the dead. “I needs 


hit in my runnin’.” 


“T is. Why?” 

“Do hit do all whut the paper say? 
Will hit git me out’n big trouble? 
Could hit he’p me git Bella a car?” 

“Hmph! Dat paper aint tell half 
whut hit do. Hit cain’t be told: hit got 
to be sperienced. How much you wants?” 

“T aint know, suh. I needs right 
smart dose. Evy which way I looks 
I sees jails.” 

“Dat so? Yo’s is ev’dently se’ious 
case, requirin’ tonsilectomy an’ hab’as 
corpse. An’ in, dese ’streme cases us 
mixes in li'l of de Tyin’-down Goods. 
Hit ve’y ef’cacious in preventin’ arche- 
ology.” 

“Yes suh; I ’spect so,” agreed Ocie 
shiveringly. “How much hit gwine 
cos r 

“Five dollars. Hit be ready at two 
‘clock in de mawnin. I's short one 

de main ‘gredients twel I ketches me a black cat wid one white 
foot. Bring de money at two.” 

“Sho lucky I got de five,’ mumbled Ocie to himself as he 
hustled south on Fourteenth. “I kiss hit howdy in de evenin’—I 
kiss hit good-by ‘fo’ mawnin’. But if my luck change, hit wuth 
hit. If it aint change, de money aint do me no good nohow.” 


WO o'clock of a moonless morning in North Fourteenth 

Street, Birmingham. High-sailing clouds scudded across the 
stars, touched by the far-off glare from the steel-works in Ensley 
and Fairfield. A wind played eerie tricks with the dry leaves in the 
gutters. Every house but one on a certain fateful block was 
dark. A lone wanderer in clothes grown much too large for his 
shrunken figure wished fervently that it too were dark. He was 
on the point of preferring coal mines when he reached the gate of 
Doctor Alexander. Even while he hesitated there, the door 
opened and the man of medicine came out, an envelope in his 
hand. The other hand he held out receptively. Ocie produced 
his five. He received the magic envelope in exchange. 

“Whut I do wid hit?” he asked anxiously. 

“You puts dem powders on de back yo’ hand. Den you sniffs 
hit—ha’d. Repeat de dose twel times gits better and you aint 
got no mo’ troubles.” 

Ocie didn’t see any use in hanging around some places. He 
absented himself. The farther he got from Fourteenth Street, 
the better he felt. He felt the improvement in his condition was 
directly traceable to the powerful envelope in his pocket. He 
transferred it to one of his shoes and noted an immediate increase 
in his speed. Wherever he put it, it seemed to do a lot of good. 
Sniffed according to directions, then, it ought to furnish a big 
change for the better. In the first deep shadow, therefore, Ocie 
paused and gave it a chance. A block farther on he doubled his 
opportunities for good luck by taking two more hearty sniffs. 
Sometime after that he discovered that he was twins. 


T Ocie’s house there was a large crowd, but Ocie didn’t 
know it. He was forty-eight hours behind on current events. 
Before his gate stood the flivvers of two of Birmingham’s most 


Down on (Continued on page 180) 
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eminent colored physicians. 








FOR three years she had been simply a pleasant institution 
around our home, an unobtrusive, gentle-mannered old lady 
whom I, without a second thought, had accepted as part of my 
wife’s dowry—her grandmother, come to us from Ohio, because 
she was alone, and our house was large enough. 
So an old lady in comfortable circumstances occupies a niche 


among youngsters many decades her junior. She knits and sews 
and does innumerable handy, tiny jobs; she makes tremulous 
small journeys from her room to a great chair in a corner of the 
hearth, there to sit hour after hour, efficient-fingered, placid and 
very deaf. Occasionally one shouts some kind platitude to her, 
or a bit of news; but for the most part one is merely dimly 
aware of a kindly presence in the shadows. Ninety-odd years 
have left her a—survivor; patiently she rocks and waits, feeding 
upon memories, aloof from a rushing world, contentedly remote 
and unnoticed, a little unreal. 

It is understandable, is it not, that I should not have thought 
at once of Gramma as an accessible source of information in my 
own work? I was preparing for our Fortnightly Club one of 
those papers—you know the sort. My subject was “The De- 
velopment of American Transportation,” and for some weeks I 
had been poring, with growing absorption, over large and often 
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Upon one particular matter, however, evident 


musty volumes : 
There was little about canals. I searched # 


seemed sparse 
fumed 
“Canals?” 
ask Gramma. She 
the way to Ohio. Didn’t you remember that? 4 
Of course! A participant! Relief spread through me s&s? 
hitched my chair close, and with mild yells began my mqully. | 
She nodded and smiled. She was silent several moments wit 
she focused, I suppose you would say, her memory a 
“Oh, yes. The wedding was just after noon, afd we 
in to Utica—three carriages and Pa’s wagon. From Chi 
ves. We called Margaret’s father Clint, you know The ® 
was all ree y and waiting. We got on board about early cane 
lighting.” 
She paused, and the smile deepened 
“How big was the boat?” I prodded gently. ti 
She considered. ‘Oh, pretty big. I suppose it seemed big 
than it really was, anyway at first. It was all so—s? st 
There we were, setting out for the wilderness Pa and Ma — 
any too pleased—two youngsters, with only a little money, 
ing all our folks. But I wasn’t scared. Sam was strong 


“Why, how silly! Js 


said Margaret one evening 
trip in canal boats # 


made her wedding 





Illustrated 
by 
Arthur E. Becher 


Everyone who 
is familiar with John 
Weaver's unique 
poems in “Ameri- 
canese”—he is per- 
haps the first singer 
really to employ the 
real United States 
language in verse— 
will find in this de- 
lightful piece of prose 
additional evidence 
of his poet’s genius. 


ALL THE WAY 


for Sunday. Men don’t know how to dress nowadays. Sam 
certainly did look stylish, with his big gray beaver hat, and the 


roe a Gor ernment job waiting for him, and a hundred 
: . taking t oe _ But some of those nights, when he'd 
es oofel #6 sede € moteie, I'd lie there and the walls would 
Cpe gid oy ~ [ was willing to go with Sam anywhere, 
oted like si . y the time we came to Buffalo, the boat 
ow ai home. Smaller than when we started, lots 
oe be insisted. — big as canal boats nowadays?” — 
2” she replied i oo | saw the Erie that I can’t exactly fig- 
sia at lle a It was bigger than the one we took 
erent very wide v at _was real small. The Ohio canals 
I abandoned the oe Digell . . , 
ower? Horces ~ ox ned of size. “Well, what did you use for 
ie adie ye did men pull it? 
hk. Or mays oo. " point. “It wasn’t men. Horses, I 
ns only Sam and a forget. But it wasn’t men. There 
rove the mules Or aoe, sad a little dried-up fellow. He 
abacco all the 7B “y might have been horses. Chewed 
oTse—mules—wel] - : never said a word, not even to the 
a po aaveny—the captain was a handsome man, 
,all three of _ some as my Sam. I can see them right 
€m with flowered silk waistcoats, dressed up 


heavy gold watch-chain. That was about the only real valuable 
thing we had. And I’d wear my silk shoes. Sam was proud of 
those shoes. He was a shoemaker by trade, you know, and he 
made them himself. Used a piece left over from my wedding- 
dress—the same as that piece in Margaret’s scrap-book. The 
captain was always saying we made a pretty couple, when we'd 
stop at some town and go to church.” 

I let her sit smilingly silent for a moment after this long, un- 
accustomed speech. Then, “Did you go to Niagara Falls?” I 
asked. 

“No,” she answered immediately. “We had to leave Buffalo 
the same day. It was a little sailing ship, a freighter. There 
weren’t any passengers, only us. That took us five days to Cleve- 
land. Then we got right on another canal boat—the little one I 
was telling you about. We went to a place called—well, I don’t 
just recollect the name. It was near Coshocton. Only two hours 
by stage-coach. We didn’t stay in Coshocton long. Our land 
was across the river in Roscoe. Seems like the last part of the 
trip went lots quicker than up the Erie.” 

Here was at last a concrete fact (Continued on page 126) 
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The NIORAL 
REVOLT 


By JUDGE BEN B. LINDSEY 


For more than twenty-five years Judge of the 
Juvenile and Family Court of Denver, Colorado. 


“Because I care so much for the sanctity and 
permanence of the American home, I am 
bitterly opposed to ‘free love’ and so called 


DENVER Bible-class teacher, ‘trial marriage’ as they exist under the = think so. ae 


whom I shall call Mr. James 


Howe, came to me in consternation present marriage code. Most of the present your point of view. 
some time ago with a note which marriage code I of course heartily approve. you something about cert 


he had picked up on the floor of 
the church, shortly after the dis- 


nearly shocked him into illness. It 


was unsigned and more or less man for one woman. 
cryptic, but its implications were hood and domestic relations victims of the another who came to me inled 


plain. And since the part of the 
building where it had been found 


by a class of girls, the note con- 
stituted ample evidence, not mere- 


highly sophisticated young woman, 
and scientifically informed in mat- 
ters relating to sex. 

“Judge,” he said, “I hardly slept 
all night. What am I to do? 

Why, I know every girl in that 
class. I had thought of them all 
as sweet and lovely; I believed 
them pure and wholesome. I have 
known them since they were chil- 
dren; I know their parents and the homes they come from— 
first-rate homes. They are close friends of my daughter, and of 
my two boys. My daughter, indeed, is a member of the class; 
and if they were lined up before you, you would say that any 
one of them might be she.” 5 

His hand trembled, and he tapped nervously on the arm of his 
chair. 

“Have you any reason to suppose that your daughter might 
have dropped this?” | asked. 

“Thank God, no!” he exclaimed. ‘She wasn’t there. God has 
spared me that.” 

“That’s fine,” I said. “But why do you say that God spared 
you? I don’t want to say anything that would sound like sar- 
casm, my dear man, but I can’t help thinking that if He was so 
solicitous about you, it is rather a pity He overlooked the parents 
of this other girl. Wasn't it the friends of Job who suggested 
that Job must have committed some sin, and that God had taken 
that way to punish him?” 

“His ways are past finding out,” he said. 

“They are indeed,” I thought, “and sometimes I wonder how 
the clergy ever found out so much about them.” But this I kept 
to myself; for he needed sympathy and help, and I was far from 
wanting to hurt his feelings. 

“Can anything be done?” he asked. 
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, By the good part of it I live and believe 4S — school that you apparentivile 
missal of Sunday-school. the way to real lasting happiness. I am found out, but which I haw 
The contents of the note had for monogamy in the love and fidelity of one 


evils of the rigid outworn part of our mar-  . the first: and 1 sent the ole 
had been occupied just previously riage code, I would be false to this and fu- a physician who is in mye 
ture generations if I did not try to show UP know whether these AME 
ly that the owner of it had “gone the causes of its failures and the frightful bers of the same class as tie 
wrong,” but also that she was @ jmmorality and crime that exist under it.” 


done may depend a 































Let. me 


in connection with your 


familiar with for some tim 
: pag . know one girl there who ba 
But in aiding child- a mother last year; and ther 


I arranged for the confinemet 
dence, and he cured her. 7 


er of this note, but the 
instances will give you some 
to think about. For instant, 
situation indicated in this 
might be worse. This gitl, for 
ample, might have experienced 
those others did, instead of 
ing it as she apparently has om 
“More?” he gasped. “Do} 
tell me there are more? An 
daughter—” 
“Oh, no,” I put in hastily, “neither of them was your caug 
Be easy on that score. But let’s get back to the question! 
let’s lay all the cards on the table. This girl has had rei 
outside of marriage; and she has done what so many of the! 
ern young people are doing—informed herself protectively. 
parently, then, the old-time methods of teaching all youngsie 
abstain from such improprieties doesn’t work. I cow 
told you this long ago. Such methods are not working 
many think they are, and they are in a large measure resp 
for the very conditions they forbid. More people thas | 
realize have stopped behaving themselves merely becau® 
are afraid they will be punished by the Lord later on if they 
as they please; and so far as I know, the motive which 8 
most of these youngsters when they do draw the rein @® 
selves, is their own wish for decency, moderation and 
in the ordering of their lives, and not the fear of ay™ 
punishment. 
“Give them a love for decency, moderation and good taste 
as you might give them a love for music or « 
good painting, or any kind of art, and you've got them 
question of rewards and punishments entering Mm **. 
their reward in an inner satisfaction. This esthetic or 
sound basis for conduct. We all yearn for beauty. ¥f 
to be beautiful and to act beautifully. But in the 
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” es . r , , 
Since the publication of his first article in this remarkable series, Judge Lindsey's personal 


; 


creased to such an extent that Mrs. Lindsey has had to call 
Red Book mail, 


r f 
Care of if. 


Here the Judge 7s seen going over his 


$ conduct presented in any such light as that? It is not! 
unday schools follow the old lines: 
Dpinion, genuinely religious lines. 

ith modern youth 
The system of telling people to be good here, and to give up 
te Bagel a. in order that they may be happy and 
me thing. inc Ceath is no longer working as it once did. For 
ord of the es numbers of youth no longer accept the 
re wrong: “eatged = to what things are right and what things 
Psist that they oat anger admit the authority of convention; they 
dd that ther. ae a right to think for themselves; and I may 
ey really have a moral code, though you may think 


ey haven't. If , 
‘yt if you questione 3 gi ride , snew 
et identity—and | d this girl—provided you knew 


tam her real th 
don’t want w 


The 
and they are not, in my 
That is why they are failing 


1 were skillful enough to get her confidence and 
oughts, you would find that she has a code 


want to wake - I am saying to sound unsympathetic, but 
ork, and what a dad up, my dear man, For I know your good 
4 misapplying x wer you are in your church and I hate to see 
iling to talk thie y Fagg power to inspire people. Are you 
atter of trying ie me out with me frankly? It isn’t just a 
; indeed sles O get old of this particular girl, you under- 
ad to keep at ye a4 competent to look out for herself 
= morals. Wh on e with society, whatever you may think 
, at you have to deal with is a situation.” 


] mail has in 


j 


in the rvices of special assistants to tak 


- every letter received is read by him. 


“T'll talk it out with you gladly,” he said. ‘Perhaps you are 
right. No one knows better than I that something is wrong in 
our system. It isn’t for nothing that the churches are losing 
their grip. But this thing has floored me. I didn’t believe those 
girls knew anything about such things, even by hearsay. I have 
always maintained that the statements made by you upon vari- 
Ous occasions are an exaggeration, caused by your contact with 
so many delinquents. And now—to think that my daughter has 
been intimate with such girls for years, and exposed to such 
corrupting influences!” 

“Do you see any difference in her?” 

“No—but she must know all about these things 
grading, and dangerous.” 

“Does it degrade you to know the truth about them?” 

“But—she’s so young. I want to shield her.” 

“Ignorance is not a shield,” I said. “The girl that lost that 
note—would you rather she knew how to take care of herself 
as she evidently does, or would you have her mind so unsullied 
by facts as to leave her the possible victim of disease or un- 
wanted motherhood? If you want my opinion, I say that if you 
haven’t had your daughter properly instructed at the proper time 
in everything that is known to science on this whole subject, you 
are far from deserving the signal mercy you think the Lord has 
shown you.” 
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“But to teach them such things is to imply that they will have the deserters. Read _ history; 
a right to apply the information,” he protested. “It is to assume change, and see how the Old Guard at first ht a 
that they may have sex relations before marriage, when such inevitably succumbs before the advance ofa net aa 
a possibility should not even be debatable. The application of one. History proves the Old Guard wrong. B a ical it 
such knowledge in marriage is a different thing. Let them be in- and for heaven’s sake get over » woe 
yes; but this other thing—I find it un- the orthodox interpretations of 
thinkable. And I may as well tell you, Judge, that it is being — finality of revealed truth 
charged by your enemies that young people express the opinion find that view any longer 
that the doctrines, as set forth in your book, make it very easy of Scripture, they perceive, forbid 





structed after marriage 


for people to feel that they can be unconventional in sex conduct harm 


without being wicked.” “This note is only one of hundreds of evidences that 

“That’s quite possible,” I said, “but the ethical values lie in way. It is tragic that so many good men should be : 
what they choose, and prefer, and like, and want, don’t they? helping to produce the very demoralization of which th 
You have the alternative of restraining them as best you can by plain. Can’t you see that the Old Guard are siving ta D 


bonds of fear and ig- 
norance, or of letting — oe ee 
them restrain them- 
selves by educating 
them to high stand- 
ards of good taste, 
culture and discrim- 
ination, and to an 
inward, real, _first- 
hand preference for 
fine and_ beautiful 
things in life and in 
love, and then let 
their conduct flow 
from_ such tastes. 
Teach her to be 
beautiful within. 
But don’t tell her 
that her craving for 
beauty in life, and 
her craving for the 
intensities and the 
pleasures of living 
are a sin.” 

“T grant all that, 
of course,” he said. 
“But they have no 
preferences, and the 
other is the only 
thing that can con- 
trol them.” 

“Take a chance on 
them. You'll be sur- 
prised,” I offered. 

He shook his head. 
“T don’t dare. This 
is a Utopian vision. 
You are a dreamer 
and an idealist. You 
are not practical.” 

“Stack your facts 
against those I have 
been collecting for 
more than twenty- 
five years in my 
court,” I said, “and 
see which of us is 
dealing in bugaboos 
and outworn theories. 
Let’s put it this way: 
The note you have 
found _ represents 
what is really going 
on, whether you want 
it to or not. It repre- 
sents a phase of the 
revolt of modern 
youth, about which I 
have written, over 
the protest of the 
Old Guard of the 


ministry. Photograph by Ralph Baird 
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“The ranks of the nan . — 


Old Guard are a 
dwindling today— Ask any of the kids in Denver, no matter what their 


mostly by desertion. social status, what they think of Judge Lindsey, 
I hope you are with and they'll not hesitate to tell you he's ‘‘great.”’ 
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By Judge Ben B. Lindsey 
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at workata . 
at nobody ammmemguish in that Sunday-school class which of those girls is the 
hem from mam mer. They remain individually as high in your esteem, and as 
their comm s¥eet and lovely as they were before you found this note. But if 
you niggg’o% could discover the owner of it, then by some black magic 
girls wert of theology—forgive me if I seem harsh—by some black magic of 
y on their theology, I say, she would be transformed into an impure and 
“ommon fallen creature. And the others would stay on their pedestals 
xt they @ till you found out something about them. And you can bank on 
sbject to it that you don’t know the whole story by a long shot. It isn’t 
s involved in this note. Their lives are no open book to you. / say that 
and ignd what this girl has done has had no social consequences for any- 
ther body but herself. She has taken good care of that. I say fur- 
you keep t ner that her responsibility to society would have become acutely 
nt if you colmmme”' Mt if she had fallen into the trap into which ignorance of 
> you preeeai ~ self-care might have led her. Now what do you say? 
jmit that ; lonest—there’s a good fellow.” 
which Yes, I admit what you say of the practical consequences,” 
hob m said. “Her sophistication eliminated the social consequences ; 
them is oe I suppose to that extent they must be admitted to have 
their @ nde her and other persons from trouble and disgrace. I don’t 
from st Oi. = yaue that or wish it otherwise. But you are overlooking 
nas it 8 S girl's responsibility to God. She has violated His com- 
ted mampeandent.” 
disease ‘has violated a command of custom and tradition which 
encounter stom ve and allege to be a command of God,” I put in. “But 
ty? “= i s Which our ancestors thought were commands of God have 
t me poll Sie + sad are no longer accepted by you as other than what 
wu,” I Practices, namely, which society has discarded because it 





no longer useful or practicable, and hence no longer 
fhat applies to one custom applies to all. Some 
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Constantly busy in his work for human welfare, one of Judge Lindsey's 
obligations is to visit the young mothers whom his court has given 
him to know, in Denver's Maternity Hospital—as in this picture. 





day we shall have a new set of sex customs, and the ministers 
of that day will call those the divine command.” 

“For a person who does not accept the Scriptures as the 
inspired and final word of God,” he said, “that is of course a 
perfectly sound argument. But I accept the Bible as final. At 
least I think I do. And so, of course, I reason to a different 
conclusion.” 

“You really take it as final? 
the damage such a method of 
to society?” 

“Yes, I have my honest doubts and questionings. But I have 
clung to it. You see, I’m trying to be candid, Judge. But there 
is another side to this. If these young people didn’t know how 
to avoid the consequences of sex misconduct, they would be afraid 
to do such things. I admit that that is not the highest motive 
for rectitude, but it is socially valuable. It gets results. People 
must be controlled by fear, if need be, for their own good and 
the good of society.” 

“TI thank you for your candor,” I answered. “At this rate we 
may get somewhere. You admit, then, that if controlled by fear, 
they would still want to cut loose and follow their impulses— 
which you, perhaps, would call their lower impulses. But why 
regard these as lower impulses, since marriage converts them 
into something sacred, even by your code? If the marriage cere- 
mony can so transform and translate them, maybe they are not 
intrinsically evil after all! Maybe the thing needed is merely 
their control, whether in marriage or out of it. But you can’t 
bring such impulses under control by making them difficult to 
attain. In fact, prohibitions intensify them, don’t they? Pro- 
And 


You have no misgivings as to 
interpreting Scripture may do 


hibitions, perhaps, are the very thing that make them evil 
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by prohibitions I mean prohibitions imposed from without. Now, 
if we could have prohibitions imposed from within, created from 
within, out of the genuine desire to possess what is beautiful and 
lovely in life, and to be lovely and beautiful, that would be dit- 
ferent, wouldn’t it? I maintain that the one kind of prohibition 
is worthless, and without ethical or spiritual value, and that the 
other is beyond price.” 

He smiled. ‘Well, I admit you present a fascinating picture of 
the golden age; but how on earth can we put such a thing into 
practice without wrecking everything? The ice is too thin. You 
are forgetting human nature. We haven't evolved that far.” 

‘“That’s what they said when I began sending youths to the re- 
form-school and reformatories without an officer to keep them 
from running away,” I retorted. “It was too big a strain, they 
said, to put on human nature. But I did it, and never lost 
a boy, out of hundreds in all these years. How did I do it? 
Simply by making sure that I had the boy thinking straight before 
I let him go, with his railroad ticket in his pocket, and self-re- 
spect in his heart. That’s all. And it works with most people 
if you'll just take the trouble to put it over. 

“The trouble with theology’s teaching about original sin’ and the 
fall of man is that it holds that the human heart is wicked, and 
that it has to be saved in spite of it- 
self. 
that and commit yourself to the thesis 
that human beings are only too glad to 
be good if they can see their way to 
being so, and that when people sin, | 
they sin through astigmatic thinking? 
Put some real religion in theology’s 
place. The two things are not identical 
—not by a long shot.” 

“But what you hold is not religion,” 
he objected. “It’s mere rationalism.” 

“Which it must abandon?” I asked. 
“Can’t you see how preposterous that 
is? You will find no support for this 
rejection of nature and of beauty in 
the teachings of Jesus. ‘Consider the 
lilies. even Solomon in all his 
glory was not arrayed like one of these.’ 

“As for rationalism, that is simply 
an effort to think straight and find the 
truth. It is much harder than taking 
the Bible in hand and saying, ‘Here is 
all the truth, all of it; and thank God 
I don’t have to do another lick of 
thinking. Thinking is such confound- 
edly. hard work.’ My dear fellow, if 
you want to see what kind of grapes 
this theological rejection of rationalism 
produces, by ordering people’s conduct 
for them instead of making them re- 


| > 
sponsible for their own doings, look at | Ce. |. a? 


Exhibit A, found on the floor of your 
church. 

“Now, what I say to these young 
people is this: ‘You are free agents. 

You have the making of your own lives. 

The judge that must judge you is your own heart and conscience. 
You have ample opportunity in this age to do as you choose. No- 
body can stop you; and I, for one, wouldn’t stop you if I could. 
You need fear no punishment so long as you do not violate the 
rights of other persons. You may have your own code so long as 
you regard your neighbor’s rights. So far as sex is concerned, 
here are the means science has discovered to protect you. With 
these to guard you against injuring either yourselves or others, 
you can now make your choice on grounds into which fear does 
not enter, but with which your sense of manners, taste, beauty 
and decency has everything to do. It narrows down to a ques- 
tion of what you really like, and of what you think will make 
you really happy, together with what you can do without injury 
to yourself or other people. What do you like? What do you 
like in pictures, in music, in literature, in sculpture, in architec- 
ture, in nature, in friendship, in religion, in love—in all the great 
things of life which are great because they are beautiful, and 
which are abominable if they are not beautiful? 

“<“But you must be your own judge of beauty. Nobody else 
can tell you what you are to find beauty in. This is a personal 
thing, a matter of insight and personal revelation. A music-lover 
can’t convey to a person with no ear for music why music en- 


Now, why don’t you drop all - —_—— 


Rev. Lynn Townsend White 
[of the San Francisco Theological Seminary] 
in a recent letter to 
Judge Lindsey, wrote: 


“The better I understand your 
purpose and methods, the more I 
think that they approximate what 
Christ would do if He were here 
incarnate again. 
that so fine a piece of human 
engineering should be sincerely 
misunderstood by some and delib- 
erately misrepresented by others. 
However, please remember that a 
great host of people understand 
and cordially support your work.” 
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thralls him. It is a matter of personal feeling, Religie: 
same. So is fine discrimination in matters of conduct, : 
is cheap in the eyes of one may be lovely in the eyes of 
for our capacities differ; but it is safe to say that all 
sons have within them a sufficient instinct for beauty tg 
them aright if they have been taught by the example of 
and those arousd them, and by teachers Ot conduct’ {gi 
yourself, my dear Howe) ‘to heed that inner voice ang 
preference to its admonitions. Good taste, restraint 
pline, sensitiveness, judgment, refinement, culture, real 
these will lead you aright.’ That is what I say to them, 
more than ninety per cent of them, I find, come out right by 
rule. 
“You believe,” I continued, “that there is no gs it 
this crystallized morality which you would Prefer “for 
young. I wish you could get over the idea that it is saler ad 
more productive of good, and of happiness, to prescribe Samii 
conduct instead of urging and teaching them to make condue 
creative art. I wish you could persuade yourself that 
and culture can get over with people on their own power, and { 
it does not require the aids of ‘Thou shalt’ and ‘Thou gies 
—principally the latter command. 
“Now, let me tell you a story 
will show you that, whether yoy 
with these rebels against the et 
order or not, they do have g 
which they hold to, such as iti 
out any supernatural aids, and 
because they prefer it. I dog 
you to agree with their code, min 
and I am far from saying thats 
it should be. I merely want tog 
strate to you that it exists, and day 
can be trusted to operate withni 
own field without coercion or waitin 
among the people who hold it © 
“Two girls, whom I shall call 
and Anne, came to me one ¢ 
asked me if I would not call in 
a friend of theirs, and make 
behave herself. Parenthetically 
say that I knew both of theseg 
very well. They were both sopim 
cated to a degree that would p 
have shocked you, but they wert 
of them ‘straight.’ The extent of i 
improprieties amounted to n0 
than occasional petting, which & 
longer an impeachment of a @ 
‘morals.’ In other words, as cond 
in such matters goes nowadays, t 
were what most persons would 
‘moral.’ My critics might not beleq 
it, but I had had something to do’ 
their choosing that course—thoug! 
had persuaded them into it, not bya 
reference to heavenly rewards and ™ 
ish punishments, but by laying & 
cards on the table, and expres 
somewhat the same views which I have been telling to} 
“Well, Mabel was certainly behaving very badly indeed. 
had been intimate with several boys; and although Annes 
Ethel had known of this, they had remained friendly wih ™ 
Recently, however, Mabel had become infected—and had nets 
sought proper medical care nor forborne to have an allait 
still another boy. ° 
“Now, I want you to note one thing about what those # 
desired. They were not asking me to stop Mabel from ber! 
conventional conduct. Not at all. They didn’t do that 
thing themselves, but if Mabel wanted to, that, they thous 
was her business. They and their set did not regard it asm 
edly different from petting. It was a step further m intiaa 
but they didn’t regard it as wrong, or impure, or unchaste, #7 
moral. What they did regard as wrong, unchaste and ima 
was that Mabel had knowingly injured that boy. 
“Their code didn’t call for continence, but it did very ke 
call for fair play, and the kind of morality which it 
Their code forbade doing what would injure somebody 
“Their code should have gone further than that, of « 
Mabel’s promiscuity, for instance, was not only 
events had proved; but it was cheap, and in exec 





It 2s inevitable 
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Judge Ben B. Lindsey 


Every distinguished visitor in Denver 


asks to meet Judge Lindsey. Here, 


for instance, he is explaining details of his humane work to Judge Robert 
Fritz of Frankfort-on-Main, who crossed half the continent to visit him 


“My own feeling is that these youngsters are in terrific con- 
fusion just now, but that they are going to arrive at something 
sane and reasonable. In the meantime, I don’t for a minute 
imply that the line of conduct in which they now indulge strikes 
me as sane, reasonable or desirable. It is merely a part of the 
Process of change. 

“Well, I got hold of Mabel; and I asked her if she did not 
realize what an outrageous thing she had done. 

Lane Judge,’ she said, ‘I didn’t ‘mean to. I thought I was 
= m awfully sorry I got Jerry into such a mess. I'll never 
ike such a mistake again. That doctor told me I was well.’ 
bef t' was my chance at Mabel. I had never talked with her 
ore. I told her what I thought of her conduct, of the way 
to as cheapening and debauching herself, and bringing herself 

point where, physically and spiritually, she would soon be 
ry ena soap argument I could think of I brought to bear; 

a er stories of other girls and boys, and showed her 

i ref she was on the wrong track. 

ie F _ her her conduct was wrong by theological stand- 

h. owed her that it lacked wisdom. It was Solomon 
T kept an - mapa when he wanted to please God, wasn’t it? 
now: and ae after that, and she is doing very well 

“Wisdom and 18 angry with her, she isn’t aware of it. 

: r common sense seem to me a lot better than this 
inner nonsense, if you'll pardon my saying so. Wis- 
Common sense are permanent building-materials for 

Want to live most effectively and happily; but the 


‘miserable sinner’ talk is simply a form of fear and self- 
abasement. 

“Straight thinking is what is required of us all. That includes 
right feeling as well, and right acting. And that’s religion; that’s 
worship; that’s life. We are not miserable sinners; we are simply 
limited human beings struggling against our limitations and grad- 
ually overcoming them. And some of us aren’t strong enough 
and clear-headed enough to make much headway, in this life at 
least. Everybody needs help, my dear Howe.” 

“But,” protested Howe, “you forget-—” And then he was off. 
But I’m not going to quote him here, for the simple reason 
that we argued not only on that occasion, but on others, in 
friendly battles of words that lasted for hours. The way I 
finally got him backed into a corner where he couldn't wriggle 
any more was by making him come to my court and see with his 
own eyes, and hear with his own ears, what was going on. 

Thus it happens, that while he does not go to the lengths I 
do, we nevertheless find it possible now, more and more, to meet 
on common ground. He is one of the many warm friends I 
number among churchmen and the clergy, some of whom agree 
with me more than they dare to say in public, while others agree 


with reservations. And, of course, others don’t agree at all. 


Y purpose in recounting this talk with my friend Howe has 
been to bring out how fundamental is the difference be- 
tween a rationalistic and esthetic way of looking at human con- 
duct, and the dogmatic way of looking (Continued on page 119) 
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Before Elsa Barker began the 
writing of fiction she wasa 
newspaper woman with many 
outstanding achievements to 
her credit. She was the wom- 
an, for instance, who, on as- 
signment, met Peary when he 
returned from the North Pole 
and lent him her assistance 
in preparing his famous book 
on the conquest of the Arctic. 


By Elsa 
Barker 


“You ought not to 

be where you are” 

It was scrawled ia 
pencil. 


Illustrated by T. D. Skidmore 


F the many thrilling cases which were brought to Dexter 

Drake during my first year of work with that famous 
criminal-hunter, the affair of the girl from the Isis Beauty Shop 
was one of the most curious. 

“An innocent-looking young lady.” That was old Patchen’s 
comment, on the night of her appearance at our apartment in 
East Fortieth Street. Drake had told his sleuth-butler to close 
the study door, and tell him what sort of person was in the 
s.tting-room. 

It was nearly eleven o’clock. The detective and I had been 
filing away the notes of the Reyburn ‘murder case, in which he 
had earned an immense reward by tracking down a diabolical 
poisoner. 

Drake glanced round at me, and there was a twinkle in his 
dark, bright eyes. “We know, Howard, that only some very seri- 
ous perplexity would bring an innocent-looking young lady to a 
detective’s door at this hour of the night.” 

He told Patchen to bring her down to the study. She had 
sent in her name, “Miss Betty Carlin.” 

We both rose from our chairs; there was a soft rustle of silk 
down the corridor, and she came into the study—a small, very 
blonde young woman ia light-gray taffeta, gray silk stockings and 
little black slippers. Her hat was black too, small and stylish. 
And—marvel of marvels in these days—there was no paint on 
her mouth, no paint on her cheeks, perhaps even no powder. 
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“Will you sit here, Miss Carlin?” Drake indicated the & 
chair at the left of his writing-table, presented me as his assisté 
Mr. Paul Howard, then sat down and waited for her to begs 
story. 

If I read aright the expression of her large blue eyes, 9% 
a little surprised by the detective’s appearance and mannet. * 
I had seen that expression before in the eyes of all sont 
people, when they first saw the tall, slender, distinguished 
of my friend. 

Miss Carlin’s first words were businesslike: 

“Are you a very expensive detective, Mr 

“Why,”—he smiled at her kindly —‘‘that depen 
If a case interests me—but how did you hear about m 

She was nervously clasping her small gray-gloved hi 
voice was unsteady at first—almost panicky. f 

“A man whom I—whom I manicure—told me one day | 


Drake?” 
ds on the a 
y work’ 
ands. 3 


4 " 
you had just saved him from something terrible. He st 


could find out anything, and I’m—puzzled and—yes, ry" 
Of course all sorts of girls can be manicures, But 1% 

think that even Dexter Drake would have surmised Miss 

profession, or business, or whatever they call it 
“Tell me first a little more about yourself,” he alt, . 
She worked in the Isis Beauty Shop, in West Forty-f 


Yes, they had an alcove for men customers. She had bee 
helsea district. 
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two years, and she had a nice room in the C 
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r father died—he had been a barber in the 
she had inherited his savings of two or 
she had gone for a year to a nice girls’ 
arn deportment, she said, and diction, 
The teachers in that school had been 
‘ery kind to her—some o! the girls not so kind mae 
very eeaything about her was appealing. I thought her naivete 
pn * herself quite charming, even when she told us, in her 
Apr # voice, her reasons for becoming a manicure. There 
= » ether business, she said, in which she could come into 
ow re vith so many nice women. She was hoping to find some 
bard old lady who would take a fancy to her and adopt her 
She had met an old lady who seemed much attracted—met her 
in the beauty shop, just before the other thing began, the thing 


orried her so. 
ag oe leaned forward in his chair, his thin, fine face 
alight with interest. eT 2. 
“| was going home*from work one evening,” she said, “when 
4 strange-looking but well-dressed young man passed me—stared 
hard at me. Of course I am olten stared at, so l thought nothing 
of it. But a minute later, just before I came to Sixth Avenue, 
I felt an arm brush mine, glanced round—there was that strange- 
looking young man, and he slipped something into my hand, a 
scrap of paper. He said nothing, just turned and walked back 
From the silk bag on 
her lap she produced a 
piece of paper, and gave 
itto Drake. I leaned for- 
ward to read it with him 
“You ought not to be 
where you are.” It was 
scrawled in pencil. There 
was no signature 
Drake laid the note on 
his desk. 
“And what did you think 
of it, Miss Carlin?” he 
asked, 
“Why—” Her blue in- 
nocent eyes opened wider 
“I didn’t know what to 
think. It might have meant 
—oh, anything! That was 
nearly three weeks ago. I 
might have forgotten the 
man if I had not seen him 
again. But one evening 
about half-past five, a 
week later, and on the 
same corner, when there 
was a crowd waiting to 
cross the car-tracks, some 
one touched me—and, 
there he was again! His 
shining dark eyes were 
searching mine as he 
pushed something into my 
hand, something small and 
hard, wrapped in tissue 
paper. Then he slipped 
through the crowd and j} 
disappeared. Only when I 
Was safe inmy own room | 
unrolled the tissue paper, 
and found this—this.” 
She drew from her bag 
an emerald ring and held 
it up. 
* rag a took it, 
on exc amation, tock ois 
scale yt agen a small magnifying-glass and ex- 
e large stone. 
erlang Le oan was dead silence in 
of Mis. Be a ng soft, breathy, scared voice 
“ls y Carlin asking: 
wet —Valuable, Mr. Drake?” 

; we ete laid the ring with 
story. When did - ai lease go on with wes 
But I oo ‘ the strange man again? 
teeta ae im again. The next time 
aA g through the mail, a letter. Here 


ago, when he 
Waldorf-Astoria—and 
three thousand dollars, 
school. She wanted to le 
and just a little music. 











From the ordinary cheap envelope, with her name and the 
beauty-shop address typewritten on it, Drake drew a half-sheet 
of letter paper with these typewritten words 

“D. gone to Canada. Asked me to let you know.” 

There was no signature. 

Dexter Drake knit his brows. “That’s odd,” he said, 
odd. But go on—what happened next?” 

“Oh, it was the next thing that frightened me. It was tonight— 
half an hour ago. That’s why I looked up your address in the 
telephone-book in a drug-store. First I thought of—of going 
to a doctor, but—” 

“Well?” 

I knew that note in Drake’s voice. The thrill of a mystery 
had him again. He would know no rest till he solved it. 

“Well,” he repeated, “what frightened you? 

“Why, I—J met myself on Fifth Avenue.” 

Dead silence again for a moment. A question flashed through 
my mind, suggested by her own hint about the doctor 

“Now, that’s very interesting,” Drake said quietly. “What 
did you do, when you met yourself, and what did ‘yourself’ do?” 

“Why, I was so amazed that I stood glued to the sidewalk, 
staring. The other one saw me, started, frowned—yes, frowned— 
then just turned and ran straight across the Avenue In the 
middle of a block it was. I wonder she wasn’t run over.” 


“very 






“The other one 
saw me, started— 
then just turned 


and ran.” 
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Drake leaned back in his chair. He drew a long breath. 
“What did she have on?” 
“Have on?” 
“Yes, what kind of a dress?” 
“I don’t know. Something black—not mourning, though. 
it was the face which frightened me. It was my face.” 
“But why should that frighten you?” 


But 


“Oh, I know it was foolish,” she breathed, “but I thought of 


something which one of the teachers at 
my school told me—of course I don’t 
really believe it—but she told me about 
what they call the Doppelganger, the 
wraith of a living person, and she said 
that if we meet our own Doppelganger, 
it means that we're going to—going to 





die!” 

Well! Drake’s new client was cer- 
tainly original. 

“To die?” He smiled at her. “And 





was that why you came to consult a 
detective?” 

She saw it was meant for a joke, 
to lighten her apprehensions, and so she 
laughed. It was not a very convincing 
laugh, however. 

“No,” she said with a little gasp, 
“it’s the ring, the emerald ring. If that 
was another woman—and it was, of 
course it was—-why, that brilliant-eyed 
strange-looking man must be in love 
with her, not with me. I have some- 
thing valuable that perhaps was meant 


for her. I can’t think of any other ex- 
planation—” 
“But wait! That typewritten letter 


which was sent to you at the beauty 
shop—that had your name on it, your 
own name and business address.” 

“Ves—yes, it had.” 

Miss Betty Carlin’s problem was be- 
yond her own intellectual grasp. It 
was also beyond mine. I felt as be- 
wildered as she looked. 

“Have you told me everything now,” 
Drake asked, “everything that is trou- 
bling you?” 

“N-no. There’s that wealthy old 
lady. If she should find out that I am 
mixed up in something—something 
queer, she would probably drop me. 
She’s dreadfully proper—you know 
what old ladies are. But she has already 
spoken of our traveling together, maybe, 
and she’s given me several nice presents, 
and taken me out to luncheon and din- 
ner. She doesn’t come to the shop any 
more, says she is too old to bother her- 
self about being made beautiful. She 
just telephones me at the house where 
I live, and asks me to meet her. I’m 
dining with her tomorrow evening at 
her hotel, the Mammoth. I haven’t 
been there before. She sent me today 
a perfectly lovely evening-dress, to 















The Manicure M yste 


words, about being mixed up in “something queer” which 
make the old lady drop her if she knew, were they based 
true intuition that there was something sinister about that ay 
man and his bizarre attentions? Was it a criminal case. alter 
“What do you want me to do?” Drake asked the girl s 
“Why, find out what it all means and—oh, what shall 1 dg : 
this ring? I'm afraid of losing it.” ™ 


“I think,” the detective said gravely, “if you will trot oe 


if 
; 


ma 








wear tomorrow night. There is going to 
be a big concert after dinner in the 
hotel, and a special midnight supper, 
and she wants me to look nice. I’m to stay all night too—she 
has a nice room for me, next door to hers. I’m to meet her at 
seven, in the hotel rotunda. Just walk in, she says, as if I 
owned the whole place.” 

Miss Carlin smiled a shy, deprecatory smile; then she added: 
“She’s awfully good to me, tells me to call her Auntie.” 

“What is her name?” 

“Mrs. Morrison—Mrs. Lee Morrison.” 

“A New Yorker?” 

“No, she came from the West. Kansas City, I think she said.” 

As I watched Drake’s dark, thoughtful face. I was thinking 
what an education it was for a young man like me, not two 
years out of college, to be associated with him in his fascinating 
work. Even cases like this one, which were not connected with 
crime—but was I taking too much for granted? The girl’s own 


The old lady did not gush over her—just took her arm. Tt 
with the ring, it will be safer in my safe than in your hand 
It is worth several thousand dollars.” mele M: 

“Several—thousand—dollars?” Her blue eyes we 7 
“And a man I don’t know—gave me something—like "at 
why—why?” ‘ ‘ 

Drake shook his head. “That’s for me to find out, Miss (x 
And don’t worry about dying, nor be afraid of crossiig T 
Avenue. Let me know if you have any more strange expe 











He telephoned for a taxicab for her, wrote down a ; 
address and telephone number, then escorted her to the e . not 
I waited in the study, while he performed his courtesy © ga hin 
When he came back, a few moments later, he thre al 


down in his desk-chair and reached for a cigarette. a 
“There is more in this case,” he said, “than appeal 


surface—yet.” 






> My h By Elsa Barker 


Should I have seen the girl safely home? 


Which wag as troubled. : 7 , 
Vv b voy oeees she should be kidnaped! I cried. | . | 
ay a i ve hed that possibility,” Drake replied. “I think it will not 
ue ata be done=n0 nothing so crude as that. If I’m on the right track, 
' i] not be taken by force De : 

kT ‘een! There were menacing possibilities in the word. But 
aken. i ‘ r %o 3 natn a | 
é few men could afford to play ona girl’s imagination with an em¢ rald 

Will trust py the size of a cherry 
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obvious than infatuation with a blonde girl? He might even have 
two motives—the girl herself, and something else. In my year of 
wandering around Europe I had learned a good deal about young 
men who make use of women. Cads, we Americans call them, 
but they can be very attractive. The man might have Miss 
Carlin with that wealthy old lady from the Mammoth Hotel 
He might be after the old lady’s money, with one of those plau- 
sible financial schemes which promise two hundred per cent. An 
emerald ring would not 
be much, in the budget 
of one of those schemes 
Then I turned over 
in bed, for about the 
tenth time, gave my pil- 
low another punch and 
decided to go to sleep. 
With Dexter Drake on 
the job, was I likely to 
solve the problem my- 
self while he slept? — 
The next morning I 
had breakfast alone 
“Mr. Drake went out 


seen 








early,” Patchen said. 
when I asked him why 
the table was set for 
only one, 

I stayed round the 


house all the forenoon. 
thinking that Drake 
might return. It often 
seemed absurd that he 





should pay me a sal- 
ary, but he _ insisted 
I would gladly have 


helped him the little ] 
could now and then, 
for the fun of the thing. 
and lived on my own 
small income. Thanks 
to my grandfather's will, 
I would never have to 
hustle for money—un- 
less I should want to 
marry, 

Drake came home to 
luncheon 

From the way he 
strode into the sitting- 
room, head up, hands 
in the pockets of his 
jaunty gray coat, I 
knew that his work on 
the case was progress- 
ing. 

He stopped short in 
the middle of the room, 
drew his slim, elastic 
figure to its full height, 
looked down at me 
where I sat on the big 
divan, and smiled 
brightly 







































ther arm Gil might have been a daughter. Drake and I, in our disguises, followed, 
your handbit * Even the old lady from Kansas City,” Drake said, “may prove 
: eae protection. You and I, Howard, will dine at the 
rere im iain Hotel tomorrow evening, attend the concert and the 
ke that? ip Supper. 
a (ut 1." De Miss Carlin be embarrassed by our presence?” 
t, Miss OEE iskes take laughed, “she wont recognize us! You have often 
--crossiig lock me to give you a lesson in the art of disguise. Now I will 
> expenient a up this emerald, and go to bed. I shall be very busy to- 
wn ber bist i. . ; 
the < ~ Raney excited glitter in the detective’s eye. He could 
urtesy 0%" g int wes : ase if his client had been a millionaire. With 
threw always the lure of the mystery—the reward was only 
a by-product. — ’ 


t night I lay awake for an hour or two, puzzling about the 
uppose the emerald man’s motive was something less 
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“Fascinating case, 
Howard—it’s branching 
out beautifully, too. I 
have learned where that emerald ring came from. I suspected 
something like that last night.” 

“Have you found her strange-looking man?” I asked. . 

“No, and he may prove elusive. Whether he was afraid of 
pursuit when he passed the ring on to the girl, or whether he had 
planned to do it, I can’t say yet. I don’t know who he is the 
police don’t know; but the ring was stolen one night about two 
weeks ago from the dressing-table of Mrs. Brooks Gorham, in 
the big Gorham house on Long Island—a neat second-story job— 
sometime between midnight and dawn.” 

“Drake!” I leaped from the couch. “And that poor girl! It 
she had worn the ring, if somebody who knew the ring had seen 
it on her finger, whatever would have happened to her?” 

“Why, she might have been arrested—naturally.” 

Old Patchen came to the door. (Continued on page 108) 
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A girl looked into 
his face and smiled. 
“Going for a walk 
in the park, son?” 


Illustrated by 
E. R. Kirkbride 
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dventurer 


ty Thomas Burke 


THOMAS BURKE has made a dis- 


E stood at the window of one of 


tinguished name for himself with his 
the big shipping-offices in Cock- brief sketches of night-time London. 


fare-tables. And he stared and sit 


spur Street. He was shabby in such a a gall a : a 
y All who read his “Limehouse Nights at them ae though feeding sane 


way that nobody would have noticed 


that he was shabby. His overcoat was will recall the spirit of horror that and mind. Cockspur Street was ole 


four years old; his boots were run over. hovered over some of the characters in 


His hair when last cut had been cut 


homeward way, which was from 
ford Street to Stockwell, but 


by a back-street barber, who had left those memorable tales. In this unfor- evening he crossed Trafalgar Squt 


en minutes move 


little tufts where they should not be. “ ” * and spent some fifte 
getable story of “The Adventurer,” how Pent ao Oene  wintou, an 


His trousers bagged far out from the 
knees. His hands were clasped in front 
of him, and the fingers were wrestling 
with each other, and his sharp nose 
was almost on the glass. He was staring at this window as hungry 
men stare at restaurant windows. You would have said from his 
figure, that his age was round about forty, and it was, though his 
face was the keen simple face of an awkward youth. 

The window at which he gazed was dressed in the fashion of 
other shipping-office windows. There were models of liners, 
placards showing enchanting vistas of foreign ports, lists of ves- 
sels and their sailing-dates, and little pyramids of pamphlets and 
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from window to wi 


ever, the horror is touched with humor. For years this had been his oat 


and for years more it would 
unless— oie 
Unless that hunger was appeased: the hunger for travel, 
ture, movement and encounter, which come so seldom to 0. 
keepers who have always been bookkeepers. The very 
those model liners moved his blood as music or picturts 
other people. The sight of the boat-train leaving Victoria 
him with yearning. The reading of a book of travel or & 
tion or escape kept him awake all night. In the late 
he called regularly at a quiet little public house m*™ 
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ockwell, and there he had often listened to the tales of young 

who had been in the war. Stirring stuff! And he, an inspir- 
beer who brought out their best. His face gave them 
nats applause; and at the end of each tale he made one 

+ comment. “Ah!” and a sigh. “Ah! That’s an adventure I'd 
'y liked to have. I'd ’a’ loved to ‘ve gone about and Done Things. 
But Idon't know... . . Other fellows seem to get these chances, 
but nothing ever happens to me. What you was saying about 
India—being stalked by a tiger—I’d ’a’ loved to have had that 
experience. It must ’a’ been grand.” 

“Oh, I dunno. Anyway, you don’t need to go abroad for ad- 
venture. You can get it wherever you are if you ask for it. Try 
knocking a copper’s helmet off.” R 

“Ah, you don't understand what I mean. 

Nobody did. Nor did he ever try to make them. He only 
knew that there burned in him—always had burned in him—this 
desire for adventure, 
ths hunger for 
strange seas and des- 
perate enterprise 
which filled him with 
shame when he 
looked at himself in 
the mirror. Adven- 
ture never came to 
people like him 
Great things hap- 
pened to other men. 
They went abroad. 
They saw fresh 
scenes. They had 
dealings with things 
be had only read 
abou. They saw 
palms and pavilions 
and white beaches 
and ice-bound chan- 
nels and blue moun- 
tain-tops. They had 
battles with hurri- 
canes, journeys over 
snow, struggles with 
fierce animals and 
savage me n—things 
that he would never 
know. Always he 
would be a _book- 
Keeper in Bedford 
Street; and adven- 
ture never beckoned 
to bookkeepers. 

He — slowly 
away from Cockspur 
Street, like a child 
taken from his toys, 
and went at his usual 
pace down Whitehail. 
across Broadway and 
along Millbank. The 
month was March, 
and the evening held 
the cold uncertain 
light of the laboring 
spring. The sky was 


of St 


1 and start 


ae and clear. Along 

* hom Bt liver the lamps 

Be were already lit and 

, on made gh ost ly pres- 

gar oni ences in the lingering 

= day. In that light 

is ose they seemed wrong, 

would i goa In the river were boats and barges and little 
Fins cd to look at them; they were Going Somewhere. 

avel, adr ate get on one of them, and go down to the docks, and 

mn to bi Ad tramp and go out of the Thames, and—ah! 

ry St came vo on, and across Vauxhall Bridge, and slowly the dusk 

tures mae him makin,’ and as it came down it got into his brain and set 

ctorit PPE princi ng up a foolish story of adventure in which he was the 

or @ Mas something in th _— greatly, and Did Things. There 

tet twas more fir ir tonight that gave him ideas; the adven- 





mly wrought and more crowded than his usual 
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imaginings. Vauxhall Bridge, in the dusk, was frankly and beauti- 
fully Vauxhall Bridge, but to his untrained mind Vauxhall Bridge 
was not good enough. He made it a bridge at Buda-Pesth. and 
taking liberties with geography, made Doulton’s Tower a campanile, 
and the Victoria Tower a Norwegian cathedral, and Lambeth 
Palace a part of the Escurial, and the arches of the Southwestern 
Railway were some queer corner of the lower part of Mozam- 
bique or Tamatave in Madagascar—names that thrilled him. On 
a night like this, in a place like that, anything might happen. 
The little streets of Tamatave (that ran from South Lambeth 
Road into Kensington) might hold nameless perils or the sweet 
and potent spells of countries behind the moon. An open door, a 
lighted window, an arm raised from the sill: and who knows where 
it might end? Somewhere down there in the darkness. in one of 
those strange houses, his passport to adventure might be waiting 
A knock at a door, a chance word, and beauty and high endeavor 
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“Come in!” The voice 
was husky but 
“It’s serious.” 


ur 
gent. 


night be his 
ter, and— 
A girl, passing, looked into his face 
and smiled. “Going for a walk in the 
park, son?” 
He turned his face away, dropped his eyes, pulled his coat 


Just one casual encoun- j 


round him, and changed his pace to a stride. Then mentally 
he resumed his tale. 
Any one of those houses—any one. Queer things, houses. 


Dumb; and yet they looked as if they (Continued on page 124) 








The Story So Far: 


LWAYS hitherto, Valerie 

Dangerfield had received 
everything from life. Now, 
when this handsome stranger 
so intrigued her with the shad- 
ow of sadness on his face, 
she sought to have him also. 
At a musicale she was intro- 
duced to him and learned that 
his name was Blair Fleming— 
and met his silly little over- 
dressed wife, and thought she understood that look of tragedy in 
his eyes. Later Mrs. Fleming invited Valerie to a week-end 
party at the mountain resort of Arrowhead Lake. And Valerie so 
contrived it that she should drive Fleming up the dangerous 
mountain road in her own car the evening after the others had 
assembled. Halfway up the difficult ascent they were caught in 
a terrific cloudburst, and barely escaped going over the precipice 
All that night they sat side by side in the storm-girt islet of 
the car. And when daylight and cleared skies woke them from a 
doze, they found the crippled car immovable, and were forced to 
trudge up the muddy road toward their destination. 

Amy, however, could make little complaint, for Valerie inad- 
vertently and unobserved came upon her foolishly philandering 
with an Englishman, Jimmy St. John—and realized that Mrs 
Fleming was in no position to attack Blair and Valerie for their 
adventure. .... It was the following morning, as the various 
guests were packing up and saying good-by, that Fleming, passing 
Valerie, groaned without looking at her: “I love you! I love 
you!” And afterward Valerie answered him: 

“I heard you. It made me very happy. For I love you! 

Later Valerie met Blair and delivered her ultimatum: 

“If you love me enough to get free from your wife somehow, 
then I'll know you love me enough to deserve my love. I am 
nobody, but my love is all I’ve got to give, and I'm not going to 
pitch it down under any man’s feet. You figure out some way 
to break up your happy home and then come to me, and I'll be 
waiting.” 

Blair did his best to present Amy’s side of it—she was not to 
blame for the temperament she had been born with, and the af- 
fair must be arranged so as to hurt her as little as possible. And 
Valerie, counting on Amy’s flirtation with St. John, thought it 
could be managed without much difficulty. But—Amy had al- 
ready broken with St. John. So it happened that when Flem- 
ing took up the matter with Amy he found her difficult. And 
when Valerie against his wishes went to see Amy, there ensued a 
scene curious indeed. 

“I warn you,” concluded Amy, “that if I divorce my husband, 
it’ll not be one of these funny California divorces with a fake ex- 
cuse. I'll name you as co-respondent.” 

“Let me promise you, Mrs. Fleming, 
you name anybody else, I'll kill you.” 

With that Valerie departed, and Amy tearfully phoned for Blair 
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to come home. He oben 
and Amy’s tearful weakns 
won from him a promis xf 
to abandon her. When, ber 
ever, she commenced a furas 
tirade against Valerie, ly 
stopped her with a rough bal 
at her throat. 

Unable to bear the thoutt 
of dinner together at that maé 
ery of a home, Blair took Ay 
to a restaurant she chos.j 
pseudo-Bohemian place t 
sickened him. And Valerie meanwhile went to her fat 
and mother, told them the whole story, and besought their aii 
getting this last and greatest thing she had wanted: ani 
woman’s husband. (The story continues in detail:) 
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deeper than that of those who stn 


If there is any gloom 
misery of those who sim 


be happy and cannot, it must be the 
to love one another and are unable to 

Amy Fleming was so hungry for laughter that she was all 
weeping for it; yet she could not quite laugh. She wanted ® 
husband to love her and make love to her, and she knew tht 
only hope of compelling him was to love him with all hers 
heart. 

Yet she was forced to admit to herself that her feeling to 
him was made up more of vanity and selfishness than devo 
It takes passion to rouse ‘passion, but she could only long {ors 
fire and hen quite kindle it even in hers elf. 

All about her in the Maison Dorée were men and women, ia 
ling, ogling, recklessly philandering; and the spectacle of # 
ousness woke the appetite for it in her mind, but could net g 
her heart. a 

Her husband was so subdued to melancholy that he cowl? 
even try to be happy. He did not want to be happy. He wit@ 
the alcoholic gayety of his neighbors with the dull amazemen4 


























a foreigner. He was neither shocked nor amused by their a na 
he was simply puzzled and bored ‘ kno 
His wife at his side was his only interest, and he was inter H 
in her only as one is fascinated by something that can’ he 1 
shaken off. He was finding it as hard to get rid of her as#® « 
were a bad habit. g 
After a long silence, Amy voiced a drowsy thought: far ; 
“T wish we were in Paris.” ; kney 
“That would be nice,” her husband conceded tonelessly, ™ “ 
out conviction. field 
Amy’s expression became more animated . bale to P 
“To think that I’ve never been abroad! I guess were® H 
the only people in America that haven't been.” 
“There must be a few others. off 3 





“When are we going over? Couldn’t you get away > re 
Maybe if we took a long trip together, things would stfai 
out. Maybe it’s not so much that you're tired of me as you 
of the same old rut. Maybe if you was to see me in 
All rights reserved. 
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“T couldn’ 
rip?” 


dr : 

— up, and if we could sort of bum round together—who 
hy a_i we'd see things different.” 
<p = to say that was not quite too harsh, so 

y answered her ybe’s wi : 

“Maybe.” er maybe’s with another: 

fat found him strange in this 
<ge that she could re 
Fa was, and she ventured: 

field Yon font oe took such a fancy to that—to Miss Danger- 

to Pari” to see something new. But if you and I went 
He ¢ j 
“ Th abe the distance long enough to say: 

e fay » isn’ it 
off a8 T can a away. There isn’t a chance of it for as far 


sighed so dismally th 
t get away, but 


adamantine mood. He was so 
ach only the walls about him. But she 


at he was moved to suggest : 
you could. Why don’t you make the 


She horrified the but- 

ler by encountering 

him in his shirt- 

sleeves. She whis- 

pered: “Under no 

circumstances wake 
my aunt.” 


“Me go to Paris—alone?” she interjected in amazement. 

“Umm-humm.” 

“Could you afford it?” 

“I could manage that much.” 

She fired off a barb, feathered both with malice and pathos: 
“You could afford almost anything to get rid of me, I suppose.” 

He could not answer that; so he called for the bill with a 
sudden decisiveness, and they left the noisy restaurant to its own 
devices. 

In the car she laid her hand possessively on his as it gripped 
the wheel. He did not reject it, but he said with an abrupt 
resolution that hurt him as much as her: 

“While you’re in Paris, you could get your divorce.” 

“But I’m not going to get a divorce!” she protested. 

“Oh yes, you are.” 

She began to cry quietly, and her tears were a great torment 
to him. But he remembered to what base uses they had been put, 
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and steeled his heart against them. He spoke with a com- 
passion that she could not understand: 

“I’m sorry, Amy—mighty sorry. If I were the only man 
on earth, I wouldn’t desert you. If I thought I could make 
you really happy, I vould give up everything for your 
sake. But I know that the only reason I have become so 
precious to you all of a sudden, is that somebody else has 
taken an interest in me. If I put her out of my life, we'd 
simply settle back into the old routine. I can’t make you 
happy, Amy, and there’s no use fooling ourselves any 
longer. I’m not your type of man. Our souls don’t run in 
double harness. So for your own sake and for God’s sake, go 
find you a man of your sort while you’re young and beautiful.” 

She had tightened her claws to scratch, but his last words 
compelled her to purr: 

“Me young and beautiful! Listen to the man!” 

“Of course you are. And you have a right to make the most 
of it while you can. Why can’t we part friends? Why can’t we 
help one another as we promised to do?” 

“Are you referring to our marriage vows?” she gasped 

“Yes, and it seems to me that they include, or ought to, a 
willingness to grant a divorce when that is the salvation of 
one’s home.” 

“Tf you love me, divorce me!” she mocked. 
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" ‘ , + ad me 
Why can’t you throw off your old-fashioned ® 


tal clothes as well as the other ones? You'd rather be cau 
naked than in a last year’s dress. Why don’t you giv ™ 
brain a change of ideas, too?” y 
This jolted her. He was talking now in a language she “ 
understand: the styles. No appeal to her altruism, roy 
mercy, or pride could have stung her like the hint that 
was wearing outmoded opinions. 
There was no arguing about 


“Exactly 


fashions in hats, frocks, 


They came and went; and, ugly or beautiful, modest of 
it was disgraceful to be obsolete by a season. 


U 
As for a divorce, a Paris divorce—how stupid she re 
All the swells were getting them. Nearly everybody 





had been divorced at least once. None of her 
friends had had a Paris divorce, though 
What a feather in her cap it would be! 
She saw herself going to Claudine (who 
had not been married yet) and to Mrs. Dorr 
(who had been Mrs. Harwood before her 
divorce) and telling them that she was leav- 
ing for Paris at once to get rid of her last 
“> year’s husband. How they would stare! How 
=i envy her! Jealous? They would positively turn 
green . 
\ _ ° 
pd. -prypnen instantly to the new idea. But she must 
pin, secre + tape from Blair. She must make a good bar- 
for life. Her hoe « cash and the guaranty of a good alimony 
Where was, the _ withered as swiftly as they had bloomed. 
Sh honey coming from? 

¢ knew her h 







shioned me husband’s finances, and that he was far from 

er be cies —- . had paid down what cash he had on some real-estate, 

i Se favy second payment was coming due. He had been 
~ rand it before this new insanity struck him. 

ige she cov bily, and 00 all he had, she would have to go to Paris shab- 

self-sac  the oh her alimony would be a pittance. To go to Paris on 

vint that # taP—no, no, better to stay at home. 





ut it grieved 
been gta her to give up the bright bauble that had 
lies — her eyes. The tantalism gave her another 
light -and ate and her husband. It put him in a shabbier 
Nena him less important. 
or. rae answered his question when they reached the 
use looked a hovel to her now, compared with what 
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“I wish we were in Paris. 

Maybe if we took a long 

trip together, things would 
straighten out.” 


she fancied Paris was like. Instead of driving up to the Pally 
Royal on the Roo de Kelkerchose, she must sneak into the 
same old bungalow and take up the same old grind 

When Blair paused at the door as he searched for the key, 
he said: 

“Well, what about Paris? Do you go or not?” 

“Certainly not,” she snapped, “and I’m simply disgusted at 
the suggestion.” 

He opened the door with a sigh. She swept in and noted that 
he still waited outside in a daze of frustration. Her tone was 
vinegary as she derided him: . 

“Come on in. You're perfectly safe! 
you.” 

Still he hesitated. She was angry enough to lock him out, but 
the dark house might be full of burglars in ambush. She reverted 
to petulance: 

“Are you planning to leave me all alone in this place? 
not. If I’m found murdered, they’ll blame you.” 

He yielded to the fright in her tone if not to the threat in 
her words; and the door shut upon another couple respectably 
closed in for the night. How many a door was concealing an 
equal alienation? 

In their separate rooms sleep fell upon Blair and Amy as 
merely a stupor ending a stupidity, boredom reaching its climax 
in nothingness. 

But Valerie was just beginning to fight. 


I promise not to attack 


Better 


Chapter Thirty 

ALERIE’S father and mother were aghast at the problem 

she had posed them. If she had gone ahead and done her 
worst, they would have found it impossible not to forgive her 
But she insisted on making them accomplices in her decision 
She had said that she would leave it to them, but she also made 
it apparent that her life would be a ruin if they did not help 
her wreck the home of strangers, the Flemings, tear the husband 
from his clinging wife, and give him to Valerie for her very own 

This was a fearful thing to contemplate in advance and to 
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approve. Her father felt that he owed it to all the 
codes to register a formal protest: 

“Nothing would be easier than to say to you, 
Valerie, that your idea is horribly criminal, immoral, 
impossible and unthinkable.” 

His wife broke in impatiently: 

“And nothing could be more idiotic.” 

“Of course, my dear. So I wont say it. The only 
important thing is to get Valerie what she really 
wants, as soon as we're sure she really wants it.” 

“She wants Mr. Fleming.” 

“So she says, but girls have been known—Valerie 
has been known—to think she wanted something 
terribly, only to find that as soon as she got it she 
was through with it. You remember those letters 
to Santa Claus asking for the most amazing things. 
Well, we always bought them for her if they were 
to be had, but they rarely lasted till Christmas 
afternoon. 

“This man Fleming, now—we have never seen or 
heard of him. He may be the noblest creature ever 
made; but Valerie has been deceived in men, too, 
at times. There was that fellow-——-what’s his name?” 

His wife cut him off: “What’s the use of drag- 
ging in those old affairs? She was only a child then.” 

“I’m not trying to rub it in. I’m trying to do 
what’s best. If we could invite Mr. Fleming up 
here for, say, a week-end, and look him over a 
bit—” 

His wife would not let him alone: 

“What is your opinion worth in such a case? Val- 
erie isn’t selecting a partner for you, but for herself.” 

She had nagged her husband into taking a beastly 
advantage of her. Seeing how she tugged at the 
rope, he gave her all of it: 

“Very well, then, my dear; since you have made 
up your mind that Mr. Fleming is the ideal man 
for Valerie, and that there is no possibility of a 
mistake, let’s get him for her at all costs.” 

“T didn’t say that!” she retorted. “You're only 
trying to throw all the responsibility on me. I don’t 
know what to think. Oh, dear, Valerie, why couldn't 
you have fallen in love with some nice bachelor?” 

“Why couldn’t I?” Valerie sighed. “But it’s not 
my happiness that’s important; it’s Blair’s. If you 
could hear how he laughs when the weight is off his 
soul! If you could see the woman he’s chained to! 
It’s to save him from her that I’m doing all this.” 

“But does he want to be saved?” 

“He wont put it that way. He keeps thinking of my happiness, 
as if it mattered. 
rotter he has for a wife. He'd rather die than be unjust or un- 
kind to her. He’s so damned noble that I could despise him with 
all my heart if he weren’t such a stupid, helpless old darling.” 

Her father shook his head helplessly: 

“You don’t make it any simpler, honey. It is all horribly 
involved. He wont lift his hand to tear his wife’s hands off him. 
She is determined not to be divorced. You are taking an enor- 
mous risk. Suppose she consents and you save him from her, 
as you call it—what if you change your mind and don’t want 
him after all?” 

“Oh, I'll want him!” said Valerie. “I want him as I never 
wanted anything in my life. I talk a lot about seeking only his 
own happiness, but that’s just to hear myself talk and cover up 
my own selfishness. He is the one thing on earth I want, or ever 
wanted, with all my heart and soul and body.” 

Her father and mother gazed at her helplessly, in the throes of 
perplexity. 

Fashions in fathers and mothers had changed along with all 
the other changes of the time. The world had come to the 
exact antipodes of the ancient theory that children owed their 
parents gratitude to the point of reverence, and obedience to the 
point of slavery, for bringing them into the world. 

Parents, especially American parents, had long since ceased to 
select for their children husbands, wives, careers and destinies. 
Parents, like kings, were no longer monarchs by divine right; 
they made a boast of being the subjects of their subjects. 

The parents who had once been willing to stifle their children’s 
cries with spoonfuls of laudanum and smother their wounds with 
loathsome poultices of ancient moralities, were now content to be 
their attorneys, brokers and purchasing-agents. 

But even attorneys and agents must sometimes rebel for their 
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And then he’s so afraid of hurting that little 


clients’ sakes, and the Dangerfields felt that obedience to ® 
child would be treason of the worst sort. Her father ws 
for her mother to speak, and at last she did: 

“Oh, Valerie, my blessed child, you simply must not as 
to help you destroy yourself. I’ve known you to be deli 
with fever and to call for things that would have been 
It nearly killed me to refuse you, but I had to. : 

“You're delirious now. You've gone quite mad over this! 
Fleming. You must be mad, or you'd never attempt 0 @ 
out such a terrible scheme. No good could come of it. 
would only stir up a horrible scandal. People would call you! 
vilest names, and you’d deserve them. That man must 
odious cad to connive with you in such a scheme. If he 
his wife overboard as soon as you come along, he'll thro} 
overboard as soon as the next pretty woman comes along: 
how can you blame him, seeing how you set the example‘ 

“I shall never blame him for anything he does to m 
Valerie. “If he tires of me, he’s welcome to his freedom. 
I'll take that risk. If you don’t help me, I'll work it out 

Her father came to the aid of her mother: , P 

“Really, my child, you alarm me. You can’t be yes 
mind. I feel as if it was as much our duty to prevent 
ness as it would be to take a bottle of poison away from 
drag you back from a precipice. 
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“And now, my dear, I must confess that I've played a little trick on you. 
) play 


ods going to preach to you about the sanctity of 
cp ut how can you believe that this man will be faithful 
Vales; en he begins by being faithless to his wife?” 
\ = oars ber lips to reply, but he continued: 
by oiler od are out some man that is free and can honor- 
he's poor Tl — lll ‘" all I can to make you happy. If 
make him rich. If he’s honest, I'll see t he’ 
ha st, see that he’s 
ey rewarded. . 
our ; we aes 
° odio and I have only one ambition: to procure your 
atuation oT em ask us to guarantee your misery. For this 
ide you rah Possibly last. In heaven’s name, let our love 
elony at nd up this man and don’t ask us to compound a 
» PUSH you into a scandal at y: i astly 
rsh at the finish , and let you run into a ghastly 
Ting us 4 : 
here’l 8 dn me Proposal, and we'll back you to the limit—and 
se a idk; But this scheme—no!” 
hangelings who ow believe her ears. She stared at the 
« you refu - ately been her obedient servants. 
: use tO give me money enou se wife 
in divorce? } gh to send that wife 


My 


a 
niece has come back, and she wants to talk to you. 


the second 


“In the first place she has not consented yet. In 
place, even if she did, I should recoil from supporting her in such 


a despicable step. It would be collusion, collusion of the worst 


sort.” 

“How else can a divorce be secured except by collusion?” 
Valerie demanded. “And what’s collusion but an ugly word for 
a common-sense agreement to do a decent thing peaceably and 
sanely instead of putting up a sickening contest?” 

“Oh, of course, this new generation is skeptical of every- 
thing,’ her father answered. “But a few things ought to be left: 
the sacrament of marriage, the sanctity of the home, the—” 
He wanted to say, “the purity and chastity of womanhood,” but 
beautiful words often imply such ugly things that they are harder 
to say than indecencies. 

Valerie caught his idea, however, and belonging to a generation 
that considers reticence a major sin, made no scruples of voicing 
her own opinions flatly: 

“I understand what you are afraid to say, and almost afraid to 
think. You believe that I’m just running wild from animal 
passion for a certain male.” (Continued on page 164) 
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FTER William 
McFee “swal- 
lowed the anchor,” as 
sailors put it when 
they take up life 
ashore, he stood it as 
long as he could, then 
shipped south again, 
but only as a passen- 
ger, not an engineer. 
The present story is 
one result of the trip, 
with others to follow. 


William McFee 


OBODY on board the Biskra had imagined, when the ship 

was chartered for an extended southern cruise (“Under the 
Southern Cross, Rolling Down to Rio and Buenos Aires, the Paris 
of the Pampas’), that Captain Musker had experienced a savage 
thrill. Complete as the Biskra might be, with her gyroscopic 
steering-gear, radio direction-finders, electric tell-tales and sub- 
marine sounding-apparatus, whereby any ordinary third officer 
could hear a shark scrape himself against her bilge-keel, there was 
no instrument yet invented to record the commander’s emotional 
reaction to the list of ports at which he was to call. The last 
voyage before he went home on leave! 

Each of them had its appeal, for in his youth Captain Musker 
had raked them with the pride of the brass-bounder. Home- 
ward with grain and beef from B. A., coffee from Rio and Santos, 
nitrate and guano from Chilean ports, he had even arrived in 
Genoa with a reeking cattle boat from Pernambuco, and had en- 
joyed his youth. He had lost his passage in Valparaiso and lived 
a life for two months which his mother had most fortunately 
known nothing about. Looking out at the brisk young officer on 
the bridge, who was a Mr. Herbert De Courcy, Captain Musker 
felt a sudden nostalgia for his unregenerate youth. That young 
chap had a row of ribbons on his well-made uniform; he cut 
quite a swath among the girls on Upper Broadway near Colum- 
bia University; and he was forever looking after his job. He 
was looking after it now, leaning over the lofty navigating bridge 
of the Biskra, and watching the chief mate on the forecastle as 
he hauled the ship a couple of inches ahead. Later he would step 
ashore in neat tweeds or flannels, take the subway uptown, play 
tennis and take a girl out to the movies and a soda parlor. About 
as exciting, Captain Musker found himself reflecting, as cold 
mutton fat! By and by he would marry, get promotion, and live 
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in a neat street at Forest Hills or Bay Ridge, with a nea ® 
a neat colored maid and a neat infant Captain Musi 
pulled at his nose. 

The past swept over him, and he wondered, not that y 
men no longer wanted to go to sea, but why they should kg 
insufferably and unimaginatively efficient. Nothing to @& 
cqurse, compared with the old days. Look at that electnic us| 
—moved at a touch. He recalled the terrible old winches, ® 
exhaust-pipes at the bulwarks jerking boiling spray over them 
seamen’s naked limbs as they hauled on the big wire. Ha, tf 
it was a man’s life, he thought dourly. One went ashort 
something else besides ‘“Red-hot Mamma” on a Jazz band. 
gassy near-beer. Went ashore, and stayed, till the red @ 
rushed over the Caribbean from the Windward Islands 
birds cheeped in the mango-patch behind the shuttered ~ 
That ineffable young De Courcy would be down on the sbp 
eight o'clock as neat and sharp as a bank-clerk coming to W% 

Very smart young officer, thought Captain Musker sar 
and returned to the past. : 

He remembered now. The turmoil of that time subside 
left one episode like a dark unlighted tower, awash in W6® 
way of his past. It was, really, the reason for his exis 
on hearing that the Biskra would make a southern cruse™ 
around the continent, down to Rio and Buenos Aires, th 
Straits, up to Valparaiso and Guayaquil, though what the th 
gers would find there rather puzzled the Captain. Then Panama 
the Canal and Caribbean ports. They called, he saw, at j 
Balboa, in the unrestful republic of Costaragua. He remen 
the episode twenty-five years before, when the old steamer 
eda, discharging rails, got blown from her anchorage 
a half-tide rock under the lee of a palm-fringed cay. 
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indeed, then! And he, Harry Musker, second mate, had been 
Again he experienced that savage thrill. He had been in 
ferociously in love, with a fifteen-year-old tigress named 
we, : Fuenmayor. He remembered that name after all these 
Delete hind the town, where the beach stretched for miles and 
TS sanat palms hid the house of her parents from the blazing 
4 of sea and sky, she and he had swung in hammocks under 
the wild rubber trees and.watched the vultures swing in slow 
re the forest. 
ae nad. She had been serving in the Cantina del Sol, 
»dity little café up the one street of Puerto Balboa, and he had 
heen fascinated, from the moment he saw her, with that tall 
vigorous girl whose first response to his ardor was to hurl a glass 
of beer in his face and then stand up close to him, meeting him 
eve to eye. Ha, she was a real one, that Dolores! What was it 
; Cave-man business! But Dolores had not 


they called it now? , ; 
been so much a cave-woman as a tigress. Bite she would, and 
Because 


she was so strong it took him all his time to master her. 
in that dirty little café, with machetes lying naked or in leather 
sabbards all about, and policemen with ugly German automatics 
gut there across the plaza where the rain streamed as it can 
only stream in Costaragua in the rainy season, it was no time for 
the second mate of the Andromeda to take any chances. Mr. 
Harry Musker had clouted her into insensibility before the open- 
mouthed ragamuffins at the little tables could interfere. Fine 
doings for an Englishman, he reflected, and went on remember- 
ing while he stood behind the efficient Mr. De Courcy on the 
bridge of the Biskra. 

He had been roused to a clear anger by her attack, and there 


~ been not a glimmer of feeling for her as a 
one until he had felt his fist crash into her dark 
_,. ace, and she had crumpled, and he had fallen 


M his headlong rush almost On top of her, on the 
0 floor, ‘ 


It had brought him to his senses, that! Fancy, 


4 girl! Young and beautiful too! He had 

py Hold of her and dragged her into a sitting posi- 
was heavy. Her dark eyes opened slowly and regarded 
Wprebension bef kept the cantina hovered in an ecstasy of 
Silently out ine ry them, while the rest of the company moved 
of the a © the plaza. The rain boomed on the galvanized 
rade. The two men were scared, but for different 

tty Musker saw the red on the girl’s high cheek- 


bone turn dull bronze color, where he had hit her. Hit her! He 
thought he had killed a woman. 

And while he stood there, off guard, looking at her anxiously, 
she had sprung at him again and from her waistband she had 
drawn a knife. One of his close calls! 

Captain Musker walked to the other side of the bridge and 
looked down at the dirty water of the dock. He shouldn’t be 
thinking of such things. He was supposed to be an experienced 
middle-aged commander, with a wife and five children in England, 
and a reputation for gallantry all over the world. Why should 
the news that he was to take the Biskra into Puerto Balboa, a 
clean new place with a busy trade in fruit, coffee and sugar, 
bring back that long-buried romance? Dolores would be forty 
now, nearly the same age as himself. 

All very well, but it had been a wonderful time, and he went 
on remembering. He had nothing to do until the Biskra was 
through with her fueling. The passengers would go ashore in 
Puerto Balboa and take the railway up the Andes to San Benito. 
No romance down there now. Trains and ships running like 
troliey-cars. And Dolores, with the smoldering black eyes, the 
tall, sinewy, handsome girl who, when he wrenched her knife from 
her hand, had tried to sink her big white teeth in his neck! 
Where was she now? Captain Musker came back to reality by 
shutting his eyes very tight for a fraction of a second. He found 
Mr. De Courcy coming over to him. Mr. De Courcy was un- 
aware of the somewhat malicious pleasure his commander de- 
rived from contemplating him in his modern perfection. He was 
unaware that Captain Musker knew he was dying to air his 
knowledge of southern ports. He regarded Captain Musker as a 

Western Ocean man who 
would get cold feet as soon 
as he entered the funny old 
Spanish harbors. He was 
mistaken. Captain Musker 
was never troubled by cold 
feet; nor did he consult a 
junior officer about his own 


While he stood there, off 

guard, she had sprung at 

him again, and she had 
drawn a knife. 


business. But as Mr. De Courcy came up with respectful alacrity 
to report something or other, it pleased Captain Musker to ask 
him abruptly if he knew Puerto Balboa. 
“Oh, yes sir,” said the young man. “A terrible dump that is. 
I was on a fruiter out of New Orleans and—” 
“Good holding-ground?” asked the Captain, staring at Mr. De 
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Courcy’s medal-ribbons. Anybody would think a chap would 
want to forget that damn’ war business—now. 

“Good holding-ground? Well, you go alongside, sir—” 

“Not the Biskra,” muttered Captain Musker, and turned away. 
Mr. De Courcy looked stonily at the Jersey shore for a moment. 
This skipper was funny. Why did he ask, then, if he knew the 
place? 

Captain Musker was unreasonably irritated at his junior officer 
for calling Puerto Balboa a dump. It wasn’t a dump to the man 
who had taken Dolores to her father’s little house on the edge of 
the lagoon, on a mule, and remained there to fall in love with 
her. While the old Andromeda was manacled to that half-tide 
rock on the cay! The young cub and his ribbons! What sort 
of fight would he put up if one of his Columbia college-girls 
suddenly flew at his throat with a knife in her fist and tried to 
kill him? Die of fright, very likely! Captain Musker pulled 
down the corner of his mouth to suppress the smile evoked by 
the picture of Dolores strangling Mr. De Courcy. 

Other times, other manners, of course. Captain Musker had no 
intention of reverting to his early exploits. He was going home 
to England on leave when the ship got back. But he was inex- 
plicably shaken at the prospect of seeing Puerto Balboa again, of 
making a few discreet inquiries and discovering, if he were lucky, 
the fate of Dolores Fuenmayor. 

The music of the name! Captain Musker was very much of 
a Nordic, as any of his officers would inform you, but he liked 
the music of the Latin names. He liked a beautiful woman to 
have a beautiful name. Some of those he carried, exquisite and 
attractive as they were, had terrible names. 


AXP so the Biskra, commanded by Captain Musker, sailed away 

to the lands of the Southern Cross with a crowd of prosperous 
and good-natured people from all the forty-eight States of the 
Union, bound on a voyage of discovery three hundred and fifty 
years after Sir Francis Drake had completed the first round-the- 
world tour. And indeed they made many discoveries of which 
Sir Francis died in ignorance, and by which perhaps he would 
have set small store. As for instance, that deck-games become 
monotonous after a few days, that porpoises are all very much 
the same, that love is a community affair on a ship, and only 
those who can afford suites have any privacy for it. They dis- 
covered that the Captain in no way regarded himself as one of 
their employees, but that he issued orders concerning behavior 
and shoregoing which had to be obeyed. They discovered, for 
the first time in their lives, some of them, that government in the 
last analysis, is a one-man job, no matter how you camouflage it. 
Captain Musker, for example, never went into conference about 
anything. He listened, and later issued orders, and it was done. 
They discovered in due course that they were having a wonderful 
time, that Captain Musker was a fine chap, and his officers, es- 
pecially Mr. De Courcy, perfect darlings. This last verdict came 
from the women. Mr. De Courcy was popular. 

Captain Musker, however, kept somewhat to himself during 
the latter part of the voyage. He was not morose, but he felt 
disinclined just now for the lighter kind of flirtations which 
cruise passengers indulge in merely to pass the time from port 
to port. Captain Musker was not averse to living in solitude for 
a while. He tried to imagine himself a family man again, taking 
his silent industrious wife for a trip to London and perhaps 
Paris. A change for him! He spent long hours pacing the deck 
outside his cabin, seen afar by passengers aft, thinking of days 
gone by and reflecting upon the apparent impossibility of a man’s 
living again through his great moments. History might repeat 
itself, but romance seemed irrevocable. Once over, it was gone. 
You got married and became responsible and had some money, 
but where was that marvelous glamour which seemed to hang 
over the early days? What adventures he had in Marseilles 
as an apprentice! And the nights in Genoa, when seventeen 
of them walked abreast across the Piazza di Ferari, singing “My 
girl’s a high-born lady—” Or another night when they carried 
a girl ‘on their shoulders along the Principe, the sterns of the 
ships crowded with delighted seamen, and deposited her in a 
boat to be rowed out to a steamer whose captain had his wife 
on board. Famous days! All day in the chain-locker and all 
night ashore! Out to Durban on a transport with troops, and 
running away to join the army, only to be fetched back by the 
military police. Captain Musker, thinking of those days and the 
modern Mr. De Courcy and his colleagues, decided that he him- 
self had had a good life. But how impossible te get back to it! 
And once more, as he watched the lofty distant peaks of the 
Cordillera, he thought of Dolores Fuenmayor. 











































The Wife of the Die 


ET Mr. De Courcy tell it. Up on Riverside Drive he a 
give the gist of it to his girl friend who was at 

She gazed at the river and wrinkled her forehead in theme 

to visualize the scene. It wasn’t so easy. 

“The Old Man, he comes out of the elevator into the 
and there’s these two sitting at his table The general, he» 
dried-up little chap, but his wife, she was one of tum 
sized dames. Splendid figure and so on, but no chi hl 
the Old Man, he stops dead when he sees her, A 
in his tracks. I was just opening my napkin when J jgue 
and saw him. And then he sort of pulls himself togethe 1 
goes up—and bows—and sits down. And that woman, 
Marino, wife of General Marino, looked at him without awn’ 

The young lady was confused. An elevator in a kh 
old man coming out. She changed the subject. The first tha 
she planned to do with Mr. De Courcy, as soon as she mam 
him, was to make him get a shore job. What she vod be 
said, or thought, if Mr. De Courcy had told her the 
may be only dimly conjectured. She had never been ggg 
voyage, and her only contribution to the present narratives 
sists of her vague comment as she sat gazing at the fleet am 
jeweled dusk. 

“T suppose,” she said slowly, 
known in the past.” 

Mr. De Courcy’s girl friend was nearer the mark thay 
of them dreamed. When Captain Musker came into the 
on that memorable evening of leaving Puerto Balboa, he tema 
a staggering shock. 

He had not been up to San Benito with the 
was a long dusty ride up the mountains, and he decided jm 
the harbor-master and make a few discreet inquiries, 

The place was changed. A solid concrete pier curved imi 
to the cay. The half-tide rock, where the old Andromedgigy 
for three weeks, had a lighthouse straddled on it. The 
ran halfway up the bluff, and screened houses peeped fami 
trees along the lagoon, where a wireless station now stood 

The harbor-master was a newcomer, a Swedish shi 
who had married a Costaraguan. 

“Fuenmayor?” he said. “I'll ask my wife. But deme 
many Fuenmayors in dis contree.” 

Even the Cantina del Sol was gone. The Bank of Cost 
had a concrete office on that corner. But the climate we 
same. Sitting with the harbor-master at a table on the g 
by the Hotel Bolivar, Captain Musker could reconstrud 
scene of long ago. And at night, pacing the board-walkt 
the harbor, the fronds of the palmettos gleaming harshly 8® 
arc-lights as though they were made of painted iron, he 
dered himself to those reflections which in middle age allel 
some compensation for the lost glories of youthful folly 
had no regrets save that in his mind there moved a 
whether in his brief adventure here in Puerto Balboa & 
exhausted all his resources, whether he might not have agi 
a career for himself had he taken his courage in his 
gone up into those huge silent ranges, which he could st 
the harbor, with the sinister glare of forest-fires showing @™ 
a moment the lofty summits. The rains were coming. 


“she resembled some one ty 


E wondered, though he knew he was only playing wit 
tures. The country had changed. There had sure 
tions without number; death and destruction had swept ove™ 
land. Now they had a military dictatorship. A genera, ® 
defeating the Liberals, had placed one of his own nomines 
the presidential palace, and the country was “pacified. , 
this General Cipriano Marino was traveling to New York on 
Biskra, Going to Washington to raise a loan, no doubt. X 
tain Musker gave Costaragua’s political fortunes very little af 
attention. He was thinking of the past, and of what might bee 
happened if he had gone into the interior with Dolores ‘ 
of to the Andromeda and sailing away, never returning ® 
now. a 

And then, coming into the dining-saloon and seeing, ° 
that dried-up gray-faced little shrimp in his heavily embroi 
uniform of olive-green khaki, a magnificent woman, loa fact 
jewels, fierce and arrogant in her pose, and with the i 
Dolores! There was little cause for wonder at his ret 
short, as the observant Mr. De Courcy had related. 
had recovered at once and had taken his seat, with Senora * 
on his left. 
There were others at that table, of course, and conve 
after murmured salutations, became general. The Captai 
a look at her, and saw she was studying him with 4 


“Well, I did try to kill him,” she said simply. 


erest a 
ed scrutiny. She hadn’t changed so much, but he had. He 


a Adem _— himself. Most men of forty-five are 
before. So are Am who have known them twenty-five years 
nly more solid i, “se women. But Dolores Marino had grown 
The fierce adorable 5 more assured and composed in manner. 
Bving only the tiny a a the same under its pearl-powder, 

t was usual for’; oe les around the eyes. . 
He was used <3 — op. women to study Captain Musker. 
ther she was merely ut now he couldn’t make up his mind 
because the sight of hic pe or whether she was interested 
tthe past. “And he — ce some dim long-slumbering memory 
himself oe scovered that he had not the courage to 

) ~ 

M@d at the General. This Cipriano Marino, Dictator of 


“The others were shot.” 


Costaragua, was not a formidable-looking person at first glance, 
even when seated. He was short, and his dark, tanned face, with 
its hooked nose, prong-like gray mustaches and high flat cheeks 
disfigured with depigmented blotches of white skin, inspired the on- 
looker not so much with fear as with confusion, because his pale 
eyes, the color of light beer, were seen blinking behind shell 
rimmed glasses. He was so thin, so scraggy in the neck, so 
despicable in spite of his superb green-and-gold uniform, with 
the heavy incrustation of embroidered serpents’ heads and the 
plumage of the hyacinthine macaw, the national emblem of Cos- 
taragua, on the high collar. And the reason for his insignificance 
was the powerful and radiating personality of his wife whose 
shadow he seemed to shrink and shiver, and meditate 

palling infamy. (Continu 
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Written and Illustrated by Will James 


IS LORDSHIP didn’t seem to me to be at all in good humor 

Here he’d come from all the way acrost the ocean, covered 
two thirds of the U. S. to the Rockies, brought two horse-valets 
and a few thoroughbred ponies with him, all to sort of improve 
on and eddicate, in ways he’d dreamed of handling, a cow-outfit 
which he’d bought. 

He’d paid a big price for the said spread, and he was lord and 
master there sure enough; but somehow the big, high ambitions he 
had of improving things and all to suit him, had run up against 
some snags which he hadn’t at all figgered on. 

Considering generally, it was no wonder to us that he did look 
peeved. If His Lordship could of been present and listening to 
the way we would discuss the subject of his trying to change the 
run of things, it would of maybe helped him a whole lot, but that 
hombre hadn’t been in the country long enough yet to learn that 
his high rank didn’t amount to a whoop with us, and as it was, he 
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was keeping dignified by having his own private fire and not , 
ing with us any more than he had to. We was only his hi 7 
His Lordship didn’t know what a fix he'd be in if we all ¢ 
and left him; and he didn’t know that we was only stayiit 
cause Bearpaw, who'd took it onto hisself to see the 7 
through, had our promise to stick by him for a spell. ai 
had went on pretty much the same as usual regardless sod 
Lordship’s highfaluting ideas, and if anything, the break of 
him around turned out to be a lot of fun, sometimes. | 
“He’s sure strong on modernizing this layout, says ™ 
one night, as the first guard was riding on towards the ‘i 
I’m still wondering how the remuda got by so long without ~ 
clipped and the manes of them ponies all roached. I've 
him remark that it would improve their looks.” r 
“If it ever comes to that,” says the old Texan, who 
horn in at such times, “you'll find me breaking this patty 










now. 1 can still get plenty of work 
on cow-outfits that’s run by cow- 


*bu,” went on Bearpaw, “I’m 
» to do my best to see that + 

‘ n:; we sure owe it to 
~s to try and keep their 
t for ‘em that way, and see 
that their manes are kept intact. It'd 
sure be a shame to have this remuda 
look like a bunch ol livery-stable 


Sure would,” agrees one of the 
boys, “but I have hopes of us winning in that argument with His 
Nibbs. We came out all right in the saddle argument, and we're 
pot riding pancake saddles now, are we?’ ; 

“Well,” chips in the Texan, “that was a daggone fool stunt of 
his a-trying to make us use them excuses for saddles anyway, and 
it’s a wonder to me how it was it took so much persuading and 
hard facts before we could make him understand how useless 
them playthings of his really was when there’s work to be done.” 

Bearpaw grinned and went on to tell us how His Lordship had 
aiterwards remarked that the stock saddle might be a necessary 
ng for range work, but that it'd never do to play polo with on 
account that the rider would be hindered in reaching out to hit 
the ball and so on. 

“Me and His Lordship sure went to the mat about that, and I 
wanted to bet him that there wasn’t a thing done in any saddle 
that couldn’t be done in ours,” Bearpaw goes on. “We had a 
contest on the subject; we broke off two willow sticks both the 
same length and about the size of a polo stick, and we went from 
there. Before I got through with him, I showed him that with 
my stick I could reach from six inches to a foot farther than he 
could, in all ways around, and while the horse was at top speed; 
then I pulled off a few more stunts he’d never seen before. When 
I reached down and touched the ground with both my hands and 
got back in the saddle without a flaw, he seen where he was 
stumped, and he had no more to say. 

“And now, the other day, he was telling me he liked his stock 
saddle pretty well and thought he'd soon be getting used to it.” 
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Wit JAMES has left Hollywood, 
where he’s been spending the winter, and 
returned to the land of his love, Montana. 
There, north of Billings, he has his “spread” 
—otherwise his toy cow-outfit, his corrals 
and bunk-houses; and there, with not a 
fence in sight in any direction, he will 
probably be busy writing and drawing un- 
til the first snow-storm of next late autumn. 





We was doing mighty fast work that day because we had a lot of it to do, 


But that was just one point we'd 
won over His Lordship; he had many 
more on his chest which was bound 
to sprout up soon; and every time 
we'd see him riding towards where 
we was working a herd, we was 
ready to expect orders for most any- 
thing, from giving every cow and 
calf in the herd a name, to bobbing 
our ponies’ tails. 

There was one happening, though, 
which sort of made us more ready to 
accept him as being human, and that 
was his getting rid of them two valets which he'd brought over 
with him and who was supposed to give us some pointers that'd 
make us real riding masters. We figgered he was sort of disap- 
pointed with ‘em on account they was so much trouble to us in 
having to catch their horses for ‘em every time they'd fall off. 
Anyway we didn’t have to contend with them any more. They'd 
tock the thoroughbreds and hit for the home ranch, and his get- 
ting rid of ‘em showed us that he was ready to dig into the 
problems of handling a cow-outfit without worrying about having 
somebody around to see that his boots was all shined up and his 
pants kept creased. 

But as a man who was going to take holt, and run the outfit 
all by hisself, he didn’t do very well. For one thing, he liked to 
sleep pretty late and we was already out of camp and hard at 
work three or four hours before he’d ever get up; and if it 
rained and the weather was a little raw, he stayed in his tent 
altogether and read, or something. Still, I guess he thought he 
was sure enough handling the outfit and being a cow-man. 

So far, Bearpaw was given no authority to act as cow-foreman. 
His Lordship was supposed to be that, but he never was around, 
and being we wanted to feel somebody was sort of responsible, we 
all got together and voted Bearpaw on that position till His 
Lordship woke up to the duties of a cow-foreman. 

But I guess His Lordship was so busy figgering ways and 
means of improving and modernizing the handling of the outfit 
he’d wished on himself that he didn’t stop to think that he should 
know something about it before starting to do any changing or 





















































improving. Maybe 
he figgered he'd 
already seen enough 
of it to go by, and 
adding on all what 
he’d read about the 
West and cowboys 
long before he'd 
left his castles, had 
most likely give 
him the idea that 
he knowed more 
about range cat- 
tle, horses and 
the handling of 
‘em than any of us 
did. Anyway, we 
sure felt he was 
short a powerful 
lot of information, 
information of the 
kind he’d never get 
till he dug in and 
worked like we did. 
After a few years 
of that he’d then 
maybe know a 
little something 
about it, and we 
wouldn’t have to 
act as volunteer 
guardians like we 
was mostly doing. 

We was there 
right at the start 
of his learning, and 
somehow = felt Wir James 
like it was kinda _ 

\ ab 

up to us to see 

that he didn’t do 

anything foolish, 

and which he’d be 

sorry for, after he really got to knowing something. But this 
looking out after him that way didn’t strike us as a very pleas- 
ant job. His Lordship wasn’t at all grateful, and if anything, 
he seemed to hold it against us for spoiling his plans. I guess 
it was kind of hard on him to see that model scheme which he’d 
planned so careful come tumbling down. 

We was right in the thick of branding one day when His 
Lordship rode up to look at the works—look is about all he 
ever would do, because he’d learned that the horsemanship 
which he’d been so proud of when he first come didn’t amount 
to much. He found out it took real riding when it came to cut- 
ting out or heading off a wild-eyed, line-backed cow as that 
critter quit the herd, and he soon got so he’d just look on and 
try his best to keep out of the way of the work that took 
us in and around the herd. 

That special day I want to tell about was an awful hot one— 
sultry and choking—and smell of hair burning as the brand- 
ing-iron was stamped on the side of a critter sure didn’t help 
to make things seem fresher. We was doing mighty fast work 
that day because we had a lot of it to do, and from the time 
a calf was caught till he was branded and turned loose again 
only averaged about a minute. 

I was coiling up my rope and making another loop to catch 
another calf when I looks around and sees His Lordship a-sef- 
ting there on his horse and not far from the branding fire. 
There was an awful dark look on his face, and all the talent 
we was exhibiting in nifty throws and fast time didn’t seem to 
be noticed by him none at all. 

I caught another calf, brought him close to the fire, a-bel- 
lering and bucking, and as one of the wraslers flanked and 
throwed that calf, I had a chance to glance at His Lordship 
with the hopes of finding out what was eating on him. He sure 
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Old Jim had been a COW-man 
since the days buffalo and cattle 
run on the same range. 


did look mad aboy 
something. 

He had his me 
on Bearpaw, by 
that cowboy was 
busy €ar-marking 
keeping his knii 
sharp, and tallying 
that he didn’t kny 
His Lordship yy 
within a mik ¢ 
him, and he dids' 
care. But pretty 
soon Bearpaw gy. 
ted him. His Log. 
ship got off his 
horse and the tw 
got together, a 
right about then | 
allowed my sad 
needed cinching » 
and the minute m 
rope was free, | 
rode out close 4 
‘em to ‘tend toi 

I got there ju 
in time to hear Hi 
Lordship say tht 
he'd fired Buttons 
the horse-wrangle 
but he announcedi 
in such a way tht 
it was hard fe 
Bearpaw to unde 
stand. 

‘*You mean t 
tell me that ya 
fired the how 
wrangler?” as 
Bearpaw, squintg 
at His Lordship 

“Ves,” he answess 
mighty snappy. 

“And why di 
you do that? Det 

you know that we’re short-handed and that good men are mig 
hard to get?” 

His Lordship seemed to figger for a spell, and then he cant 
back at Bearpaw with some hard-hitting remarks such a 0 
he had a right to fire the wrangler if he wanted to, and s0 
and then I got the drift from his talk that the reason he a 
him was because the wrangler wouldn’t groom and saddle 4 
horse for His Lordship. 

“Well, I'll be damned!” 

That was all Bearpaw could say, and he come near — 
even on that. He stood in his tracks and eyed His Lordshf 
up and down for a spell and then he started on him. 4 

“What the samhill do you think we are out here, es 
he says. “You came to the wrong piace, feller. wed 
ought to be is on a dude ranch where you can play cowboy 
where you’re took care of so you don’t get lost or skinned # 
If you want servants and petting, you came to 4 poor place; * 
saddle our own horses out here, and them that dont, go - 

“I want you to understand,” says His Lordship, coming 
the boiling-point, “that I’m not a dude.” ae Bes 

“No, you aint; you’re daggoned right you aint, say is 
paw, looking him square in the eye. “I've seen mighty 
dudes, but the few of ’em I’ve seen, enjoy things a. Deal 
’em out here. No, you aint a dude; you're just 4 thick 
jackass.” 

Quite a bunch of the boys was looking on by then, sl 
ropes was all still when it happened and the first 
landed. : 

That first blow came from His Lordship, and it bode 
ty well on Bearpaw’s chin, but not as well as it might 0. 
result was that it just stirred up the cowboy and ge 
lead, but His Lordship wasn’t at all awkward Wi 
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ould see he’d had coaching there and considered 
good enough to have confidence. 
me mighty scientific punches produced by the 
m punches was connecting so that 
aw to really get peeved. The landing blows 
avor of His Lordship, and it’s a good thing we 
thought that none of them punches seemed to land square and 
he point, but Bearpaw was no slouch when it come to han- 
A self in the act of self-defense that way. He'd been 
aden, and that wiry frame of his, which had been mauled 
sound by mean ponies, was more than up to anything. No man’s 
fst compares much with the glancing hoof of a fighting bronc. 

So, as it was, His Lordship’s indoor science seemed sort of 
insignificant out there in so much daylight, and only went to 
aggravate Bearpaw till finally that cowboy really did get peeved. 
Then come the end, just like that. 

We had no chance to take more than one glance at the noble 
form of His Lordship a-laying there on the prairie sod, ‘cause 
the herd, without a man to hold it, had picked up and left and 
was scattering four ways. By the time we'd headed off the cattle, 
got ‘em together and brought ‘em back, His Lordship had got 
up, got on his horse and rode away. The last we seen of him that 
day was quite a ways off, and he was just topping a ridge, 
and he was headed not for camp, but in the direction of the 
home ranch. 

“Well, boys,” says Bearpaw that evening as we was all gathered 
at the camp, “TI guess our jobs have done petered out on this 
range. Of course none of us are caring much about that, I know, 
but what I am caring about is what His Nibbs is going to do 
with all he’s got here, the ponies, the cattle, and the country. 
With strangers handling things, everything’ll go plumb to pieces. 
I know, because I’ve seen it happen like this once before, and it 
sure is a shame, specially with such a good spread as this one is. 

“I guess we been too interested,’ went on Bearpaw after a 
spell. “I should of went at it a little easier, and considered 
some that lords and nobility aint used to folks that argues and 
don't say yes to everything they suggest.” 

“Yep,” agreed the old Texan, grinning a little. 
hit His Nibbs pretty hard.” 

Everything seemed mighty quiet at the round-up camp the 
next morning, but we went to work as usual and with the 
same interest for the future of the outfit as though we was sure 
fo be with it for the rest of our days. Night come, and no 
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Lordship had showed up. The next day went on just the same, 
and near a week went by before we seen His Nibbs again. 

In that time we'd covered a lot of territory, and we sort of 
worried how he’d find our camp in case he wanted to, but our 
worries had been for nothing because soon as we spotted His 
Lordship we seen he had beer wise enough to get old Jim Larsen 
to come out with him and find the wagon. Old Jim had been 
a cow-man since the days when buffalo and cattle run on the 
same range. He knowed every inch of the Y-Bench range and 
exactly where the round-up wagon would be at any day of the 
year. 

We was just catching fresh horses for the second circle of 
the day when the two rode up, and at the sight of His Lordship 
we all found ourselves mighty busy with latigoes and ropes 
and riggins, specially Bearpaw, ‘cause if there was going to be 
any howdedo heard, we'd have to hear it first from His Lord- 
ship. We was just neutral and sort of waiting for him to show 
an opening. 

“Hello, boys,” says old Jim. 

We all liked that old-timer a whole lot, and he was greeted 
according. His Lordship sort of saluted as we turned to greet 
Jim, but his stiff-handed salute didn’t go very well with us; we 
felt he kind of forced it and that made us all the more neutral. 
Bearpaw even snorted a little. 

Old Jim, his work of piloting the Lordship done, stopped to 
talk a spell, and then got on his horse and started back. We 
couldn’t get him to stay, and the reason of that we knowed was 
on account of the heavy feeling that was in the air now that 
His Lordship was around 

We rode out to finish our day’s work, most of us expecting 
that it'd be our last one on that range. Still, we could hardly 
expect that, because His Lordship hadn’t brought any riders to 
take our place, and he’d sure need ‘em because the work had 
to go on—there was the main herd which couldn’t be let go 
night or day, not mentioning the remuda, which needed a night- 
hawk and a day wrangler. 

“The new hands might show up tonight,” says Bearpaw. 

But night come and no strange riders showed up. Us boys 
gathered around the fire as usual, but not a word was said. 
Every cowboy was looking at the ground and sort of digging 
at it with a stick while thoughts of all kinds was stampeding 
through his brain. It sure wasn’t a cheerful evening. 

We rode out the next morning without another glimpse of 


sks Bearpaw, squinting at his Lordship. 
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His Lordship; the light in his tent the night before was all that 
told us he was in camp; and his “hibernating” that way, as 
Bearpaw put it, was getting on our nerves. 

“By gar, I don’t have to put up with this,” says one of the 
boys as we loped up on a pinnacle that morning, “and I’m not 
going to, much longer.” 

That remark tallied up well with the way we all felt. Bear- 
paw didn’t seem to have anything to say against it, and that 
was enough proof that we was free from the promise we'd all 
made that we'd stick with him. 

We finished up that day and figgered we’d notify His Lord- 
ship that we’d be leaving soon as he got some men to take our 
place. That evening’s meal was mighty quiet, and the excite- 
ments of the day’s work didn’t at all get to be told of and 
laughed about, nor criticized—as usual—by the old Texan. The 
empty plates begun to accumulate in the round-up pan; a few 
cigarettes was rolled; and then Bearpaw stood up. 

“You boys wait awhile and till I get the herd bedded down,” 
he says, and rode away with the four riders on “cocktail’’ to 
tend to that. 

There’s nothing like the cool air of the evening to help a 
feller along to deciding on a hard subject, and we figgered 
Bearpaw wanted another chance to think things over pretty 
well before putting a cap on the business that'd stirred him and 
all of us. It was good and dark when he showed up and then 
he just went by the camp on a high lope headed straight for 
His Lordship’s light and tent, and tied his horse to a willow 
bush close by. 

All was quiet for a spell as he stepped in the tent; then we 
hear two low sounds that was like two grunts, another quiet 
spell, and Bearpaw’s voice was heard, low and like far-away 
thunder. 

The steady humming of the voices out there in the tent that 
night sort of reminded of an Injun powwow and warriors making 
medicine before breaking out on the warpath. You could near 
imagine hearing the beat on the tomtom and the whole away 
off on some creek-bottom. There was a feeling that the old 
Y-Bench was surrounded and soon now would be invaded and 
massacreed. 


OR near an hour us boys was gathered around the fire, and nary 

a word was said as we gazed at it and sort of pictured there 
the fall of the outfit that old Pete Garrison had gathered and 
fought for against the Injuns and sheep-men. Good cowboys 
had died with their boots on, on that range and for it, and 
now the whole of it had fell into hands that was going to 
modernize. it and make it look like a dairy farm. 

I thought of the colts I’d started breaking that spring. They 
was turning out fine and I sort of figgered they’d soon be the 
cream of the remuda as cow-horses. I sure hated the thought 
of seeing a stranger on them. Then there was that good old 
cow-horse Blaze, which, with a few others, had been pensioned. 
I suppose with that gazabo’s highfalutin ideas of efficiency, 
and such, he’d be selling them good old ponies for chicken feed 
so as to cut down waste and make things more modern. I 
wouldn’t be surprised to even see him cut down them great old 
cottonwood trees around the home ranch on account as I'd 
heard him say once that they “made such a mess.” 

Them gloomy thoughts was a-running into one another that 
way through this brain of mine when I hear Bearpaw walking 
up. I never looked his way, for I knowed His Lordship was 
coming along too, and I didn’t want to look at him none at 
all. 

“Well, boys,” says Bearpaw as he come to a stand near the 
fire, “His Nibbs here, and me, has come to a sort of under- 
standing, and he says he’d appreciate it a whole lot if we’d stay 
on till spring round-up is over. He’s being frank with us and 
says that he’s still strong for changing this outfit to his own 
idea of what a ranch, as he calls it, should be like. He re- 
marks that, even though he appreciates advice once in a while, 
he don’t want us to interfere with his plans and the running 
of his layout. 

“T don’t know how you boys feel about staying under these 
conditions,’ Bearpaw goes on, “but I'd like to stay on if you 
all will. We’ve weathered many a storm on this range together, 
from bullets to sleet, and now let’s stick together on this last 
storm, weather the stock through, and try our best to ship out 
a good beef-herd regardless of what happens. I feel like we 
sort of owe to the old range and the Y-Bench to stay with it 
till the end comes.” 

Not a sound was heard after Bearpaw got through talking. 
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I looked up at him as he stood there, sort of Waiting, ang ] 
ticed many of the boys doing the same. They nodded as Beane 
glanced around, and then I nodded too. 
His Lordship hadn’t said a word all the time, byt now 
sort of cleared his throat and seeing how we'd agreed to 
on, begin to tell some of what his plans was. He'd just ste 
on “for instance” when Bearpaw headed him off, 
“If you want to keep these men,” says that Cowboy, “yy 
better not start talking about improving things, not just nop" 
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HE next few days that went by was the most Natural ay 

we'd had since His Lordship took holt, or I MEAN sing 
he bought the Y-Bench. That noble hombre hadn’t at all butte 
in on our work, and even though we knowed he was 9) t 
sometime or other, we felt that we at least had a change aw 
that made the trying of saving the old outfit seem all the mae 
important. There was an interest stirred up in all of wy 
never knowed we had. That interest had no chance tO stim. 
late much while the outfit was running smooth and strong, by 
now that something threatened to take that old outfit and & 
figure it, and no one was there to protect it but us, we mm 
all natural-like, stood up for it. 

We found we had one strong card, and that was to threats 
to quit, but we didn’t want to play that card. What we wand 
was to get His Lordship to forget them fool notions of i 
and try to understand—not that we cared a rap for him; it ws 
the outfit we was trying to keep a-going. 

And now that we seen there was a chance of winning i 
on that range perked up and begin to look right cheerid 
There was a laugh heard now and again; jokes was told a & 
fore; and old Tex's sarcastic remarks was present once mo 
When the last meal of the day was over and as the big het 
was gathered close together and grazed to the bed-grounds ix 
the night, the old songs of the cow-camps and trail-herd we 
brought to life once more, and as before, the mouth organ, 
in a while, chipped in with a tune. 

“Seems like His Lordship is melting some towards us,” ax 
a cowboy one day as the spring round-up was coming to a at 
“Maybe he’s getting lonesome sticking around to his tent h 
hisself, and’s got to figgering that, after all, humans cok 
found inside batwing chaps as well as in broadcloth.” 

It all might of been on account of the spirit that'd comes 
life at the camp once again, and which made things cheerful a 
friendly-like, but anyway, we did notice that His Lordship it 
sure enough melted some towards us. 

It started one day with his forgetting his supposed-to-be i 
rank and setting down on the ground right with us and em 
his dinner right off the plate on his lap. He helped hisseli, 
like any able-bodied man, and when the cook spotted him tht 
amongst us that way, there was an expression in that felei 
face that made us look at His Lordship in wondering if ®t 
noticed it too, for that cookie sure looked surprised, and pleat 
There’d been a lot of extra work a-setting up a folding ut 
for His Lordship, and we sure knowed how he hated it i 













was a round-up cook and near as helpless at that special jo# abs 
a hotel cook would of been at the round-up camp. of 
have befalle 


OW, that was the first time His Lordship mixed in, al® 
sure had us surprised and wondering, but taking it for ga 
that he’d at last decided to be sociable and try to be on 18MM would have 


we sure wasn’t going to let anything stand in his way. “Mam tumed an 

had sort of took the lead to make things seem natural as paper . 
- pens a he hell” ¥ man | 
his sarcastic way asked one of the boys “what the for idleness 
been up to, a-trying to choke the nubbin the way he had 2 green cheese 
morning when his horse went to bucking In the w 


That brought a quiet argument, ‘cause the rider, accused # Patis, or on 


that disgraceful stunt of grabbing the horn, claimed M00°° Bann. ove, 
“Go on, you old horse thief,” he flings back at Tex, icago on 
up another lie.”’ ; Certainties ; 
The old Texan grunted and went on to make up evidence above the 
bring the accused rider up as guilty, but knowing that r only sane t} 
as we did, the whole proceedings only went as a game 0! ®™ Mifoccur. And 
ing wits. The two matched so well that pretty soon and illogic, 
ship forgot to hide his interest, and before the meal was events? 
he’d chipped in a few comments hisself. They didn't ft ¥4 On this n 
well, but at the same time we thought a lot more 0 Tedible and 


them. 3 Pton 
From then on, His Lordship was right in the thick of § i 
every meal. The stone wall that’d been between him 
to crumble away, and the time gradually come when 
there amongst us didn’t faze us like it (Comtimueg 
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There are often 
clouds over the 
Loop in Chicago, 
yet they offer 
nothing to de 
light a person. 
Nevertheless the 
man emitted a 
gleeful sound. 





eae. Illustrated by T. D. Skidmore 


T= absurd and amazing adventure which befell Kenneth 
Timbleton on this spring morning could never, of course, 
nd tave befallen anybody but a newspaper man. It might have hap- 
pened to a flapjack-turner, but it is extremely improbable. A 
yack-tumer would have turned and fled. An insurance broker 
would have stared with rebuking eyes, and adventure would have 
tumed and fled. But a newspaper man! Well, what is a news- 
— but an underpaid anomaly with a preposterous talent 
eness and a secret hope that the moon is made out of 
green cheese? 
In the wilds of Africa, or in the district of Montmartre in 
ga a side-street in Stamboul, adventure may happen to 
— é gh tourist. But in Chicago—in the heart of 
int right spring morning—the cards are stacked. The 
les are dealt. The great god Norm squats somewhere 
Sea _ and the smoke of the city and sees to it that 
ew. And _ transpire and only intelligent and logical things 
and illogic. = Is adventure but a clever word for uncertainty 
reais)” ramatic identification of incoherent sequences of 
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On this morning that was to usher into his life the most in- 
ie bizarre hour that ever turned a man into a lunatic, 
= was walking as all newspaper men walk when they 
Ces to cover assignments. He looked at buildings, 
the sky, at pictures in windows, at signs, at people’s 













feet and noses, at their smiles and the swinging of their arms 
He passed a doorway and remembered that a murder had once 
happened inside it, and felt a dim hope that another murder 
might happen in the same place—when he was around. He looked 
up at the roof of a building and remembered that a shopgirl had 
once jumped off it, and he speculated casually upon the pos- 
sibility of a shopgirl’s jumping off a roof as he was passing— 
enabling him to report the story as an eyewitness. Thus for a 
moment he continued to scan the roofs of adjacent buildings in 
quest of suicidal young women—a thing no flapjack-turner or 
insurance broker would ever do. 

And so he rambled on. Three hours to cover six blocks. The 
corridors of the Loop held memories for him. Gun-battles, great 
business deals, things that are called romances, crates of escaped 
geese holding up traffic, parades and confusions. A legless man 
with a Croix de Guerre selling lead-pencils from an alley curb- 
stone—ah, that had been a good story. He kept his eyes open 
for a few moments for other legless men with the Croix de Guerre 
selling lead-pencils from alley curbstones. 

A bit removed, a half-curious, half-open eye traveling through 
the blur of the Loop, he rambled along puffing at a forty-five-cent 
pipe—and when that failed to draw, replaced it with a seven-cent 
cigar. 

He wore a fedora hat which he thought made him look like 
an artist—not that he admired artists. He owned a spring over- 
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coat which he fancied made him look like a banker. Nor did 
he admire bankers. Being a newspaper man, he merely desired 
to look like something else; he wasn’t particular. And invariably, 
he looked, of course, like a newspaper man. And this, also of 
course, filled him with a certain pride. 

He was on his way to a hotel te interview a man who had 
been in Tibet—about four years ago. The name of the man was 
written on a slip of paper in one of his pockets. He hoped he 
hadn’t lost it, for he hadn’t looked at the name when he started 
in quest of the man. Sir Somebody or other—undoubtedly a 
man with a yellow mustache and adenoids. The British nobility 
was distinguished in the mind of Timbleton chiefly by these two 
attributes. And inasmuch as people who stopped at the hotel 
in question seldom permitted themselves to be interviewed before 
ten o'clock, he moved with the unconscious leisure of a man 
who has six blocks to cover and almost two hours left to cover 
them in. When his cigar went out, he stepped into a cigar-store 
and bought two more cigars for fifteen cents—they would go on 
the expense-account*as “carfare.” Then he emerged again upon 
the sidewalk and noticed a man in a brown suit looking for some- 
thing. 

It was in this altogether naive and simple manner that Tim- 
bleton’s incredible hour began. 

With his back against the wall of a skyscraper, Timbleton’s 
eye detached the man from the swirl of legs and faces in the 
street; his thought fastened itself vaguely upon him as he lighted 
one of the cigars, offered up a curse on inferior tobacco, and 
waited. The man in the brown suit moved twice up and down 
the length of the skyscraper, raised his eyes several times as if 
studying the roof-tops and came to a halt within five feet of 
Timbleton. 


PEOPLE do curious things when they fancy themselves un- 
observed. A man in a crowd will make faces at himself, blurt 
out bits of talk, go through mysterious calisthenics and indulge 
in innumerable gestures he would never think of doing—publicly 
in his own home. This particular man whose face Timbleton 
could only half see was doing just that. He had stopped hunt- 
ing something, straightened up, contorted his features into an 
expression of rage, removed what seemed to be a watch from 
his vest pocket and stood now cursing its dial. But Timbleton, 
shifting his position almost unintentionally, observed that the 
man wasn’t looking at a watch, but a compass. 

No particular thought registered itself in Timbleton’s mind— 
he wasn’t curious. Undoubtedly the man had some normal 
reason for studying a compass at the corner of Clark and Madi- 
son streets. A surveyor, possibly an architect. Or perhaps it 
wasn’t a compass. From the way the man was handling it, it 
looked like some sort of novelty puzzle—little round balls to be 
rolled into an open mouth as teeth. Timbleton glanced at a 
clock in a window and wondered idly how a man could travel 
through Tibet and not learn to wake up before ten o'clock. 
Whereupon the man with the compass or novelty puzzle sud- 
denly shoved the thing into his pocket and extracted another in- 
strument from his coat—a telescope. This he placed to his eye 
and fell to studying the clouds. 

There are often clouds over the Loop in Chicago. They offer 
nothing to delight a person, even a person fond of clouds. Never- 
theless the man looking through the instrument at the clouds 
emitted a gleeful sound—something like a laugh. Then lower- 
ing the glass, he made several excited gestures and remained 
staring fixed and spellbound at nothing. For there was nothing 
to see—no speck, no hint of an airplane. But the man stood 
fixed and spellbound, anyway. And after a few minutes during 
which Timbleton’s neck developed a crick, he thrust the instru- 
ment into his pocket and returned his eyes toward the pavement, 
but this time with a vast firmness to his manner and determina- 
tion to his gaze, as Timbleton could see. 

Timbleton followed the man indifferently. 
an indifferent conclusion. 

“A nut,” said Timbleton to himself. “A nut,” he repeated. 

He remembered an occasion on which a nut had once un- 
limbered a brace of revolvers and started firing poirt-blank 
into the crowd. He followed, hopefully—with the miid, even 
subconscious hope which smolders in the soul of every news- 
paper man, that he will see Something: that chimneys will turn 
into beetles, that the pavements will turn into stories, that a 
man in a brown suit will turn into a newspaper “lead.” 

The man was seemingly lost to the world about him. 
collided with his slightly stooped figure and cursed. 
passed, turned, stared for an instant and then walked on. 


He had achieved 


People 
Others 
The 









Zi 





great god Norm spread his protecting pinions over the 
A man in a brown suit looking for something Was a 

brown suit undoubtedly looking for a handkerchief , 
cent piece. . 








“T (MBLETON was about to relight his cigar. Sevenan..J 
cent cigars have a way of going out. He was es, 
match to his face when the thing happened. The map ng 
looking for something had stopped looking. He had s bes 
up again and turned full on Timbleton. He was staring 2 b 
with narrow-slitted eyes that looked like a cat's eye : 
fury, hate boiled in the narrowed eyes. Timbleton shivers 
averted his own gaze at once. But he had received 4 sn 
of a face more curious than any face he had ever seen | 
that was completely yellow and had cat’s eyes, and tens 
him of some maniacal Chinaman with an elongated nos 

When Timbleton looked again, the man had vanished 
is a simple thing to do in a crowd. One merely SteDs 
The great god Norm does the rest. Yet the incident gq 
vanishing annoyed Timbleton. He stood searching the sm 
of figures passing. Then he raised the cigar to his ne 
smelled it. He had been conscious of a faint odor of sng 
Without dramatizing the relation, the fact registered reporter 
in his brain that he had been conscious of the odor of 9 
ever since the man in the brown suit had vanished—g 
three minutes ago. ter 
green disk that reminded him, calmly enough, of a tea tik 
was lying almost at his feet. Stooping, Timbleton pica 
up. He was interested, more than surprised, to obser j 
there was writing on it, and that in addition to an oddly luna 
quality, it smelled strongly of sulphur. 

The writing on the disk was unintelligible to Timbletm 
was not normal writing. After studying it a few mong 
Timbleton became aware that the thing was warm. He ge 
out of the crowd into the lobby of the skyscraper. ky 
gloomy in the lobby. In the half-dark Timbleton noticed 
his disk began to glow. The letters which circled its ims 
out in a phosphorescent manner like the numerals on tha 
of his eight-dollar wrist-watch. The phosphorescent lettes 
minded him vaguely of the Hebrew signs on the butchrd 
windows of the West Side. 

Timbleton murmured to himself, “tk 
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“Rather nice,” 
home—rather nice—kind of odd—probably Turkish or 
thing.” Whereupon he dropped it into his pocket, finstis 





lighting his cigar and moved aimlessly down the street 
man with the yellow face had passed almost from his thug 
The memory had buried itself deep among the débris tht 
the innermost cavern of every man’s brain—among the mg 
tags of odd things noted for an instant, odd sounds ™ 
strange gestures observed, bits of curious information m@ 
to recur sometimes in a dream or a moment of reverie «# 
at all. The man was gone, and Timbleton was already | 
elsewhere—at other faces, other scenes. 

The sound of a voice issuing from a megaphone in the 
of a drug-store window attracted him. He paused and wi 
a man inside the window sitting at a table and making 
on a piece of paper with a fountain pen while he whined ™ 
onously into the megaphone, of the wonders and efficiencs 
the particular make of pen he was using. It was the gif 
Norm himself haranguing the populace—tiny certainties th 
a megaphone, and a pen making normal scrawls on 4 9 
paper. Timbleton stood gently absorbed in the infor 
pouring from the window, his fingers fumbling half-consci 
with the warm thing that nestled in his pocket. 



















T was a half-hour later when Timbleton sauntered towat 

entrance of the hotel. His proletarian soul shied insu 
at the canopy stretching from its front doors to the oa 
This canopy seemed to indicate that the business 0 ! 
was done with people who rode up in automobiles and 
the kind of clothes which needed to be protected by 30 
The canopy was an affront to Timbleton’s thirty-five-doll 
There was also a door-man who looked like the Grand Wa 
the Amalgamated Secret Societies of the World. 
dressed in blue and gold, with patent-leather boots and a! 
and-yellow top hat. ; 

Timbleton, approaching the canopy, adjusted his necks 
paused. Go inside, or keep on walking? Three m 
are never totally uninteresting. But the morning, 
and redolent of spring traffic, was growing chilly. 
boasted a log fireplace in its lobby, high black 
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“Please, don’t be cruel! 


He 


It has been so long—so long! 
he 


in 


psi. feeling leather chairs 
magazine in front of the fireplace. A fresh cigar—and another 


decided would go 
hour of existence amiably circumvented. 
ytd his pockets to search for the slip of paper with 
feos . ts a a it. _ would tell one of the bellhops 
neal P an eye open for the man in case of premature 
Aagl ee of a newspaper man are full of street-car trans- 
carefully folded to famous luncheons, the backs of magazines 
Slee cleaners ed = covered with scribbled notes, odd dimes, 
a aie 1 of paper which unrolled develop into cables 
bype-metal fr g — or Timbuctoo, pawn-tickets, pieces of 
together Pa ager t € composing-room, newspaper clippings held 
of political + Bp vata 30 and letters five years old, copies 
able maces Aeae forgotten, rubber bands and innumer- 
withdrew the Bn out points. Timbleton fumbled about and 
disk, still mncliin oP of one of his pockets. A green 
of crazily § g of sulphur, emerged surrounded by a handful 
As k y folded bits of paper. 
fore My camming the clutter in his hand, Timbleton 
him. He look 4 the magnificent door-man was beckoning to 
Ko €d up. The door-man indicated the curb. 
Y wants you,” the door-man called. 
B turned and found himself facing a large black 
door wide open. The chauffeur’s seat was 


Timbleton dropped his 


' 


We will reward you. Money, riches, everything you desire.” 


empty. He stepped forward, hesitated a moment, and then 
thrust his head slightly inside. 

“Did anybody want—” he began. 

A hand, firm and unyielding as iron, seized his arm. He felt 
himself lifted clear of the pavement, whisked through the air 
and slammed against the cushions of the seat, his voice simul- 
taneously shut off by a heavy cloth over his mouth. Not that 
Timbleton intended outcry! Amazement more than indignation 
or fear swept thought out of his mind. He sat still, blinking 
his eyes and conscious that the automobile was moving swiftly 
away. 

Then. in the darkened tonneau speeding down the Avenue, it 
occurred to Timbleton that a ludicrous mistake had been made. 
A kidnaping had miscarried. There was no conceivable reason 
why anyone should take the trouble of kidnaping him. Lord! 
Right in front of that hotel, too! He sniffed at the cloth over 
his mouth. It had an odor that was making him dizzy 

Chloroform! 

The alertness of his mind was rapidly giving way. A dreamy 
confusion played in his head. Behind the ebbing amazement he 
wondered what the make of the car was. He wondered whom 
he had been mistaken for. With an effort, he turned in his 
seat; and his eyes, beginning to film with the drug in his lungs, 
encountered the malevolent yellow face of the man in the brown 
suit who had been hunting something at Clark and Madison 
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streets—narrow-slitted cat’s eyes and a long nose—a compass 
and a telescope. 


E awoke with a hand shaking him. A voice was calling in 
his ear. It came somewhat dreamily to him, and from a 
distance: 

“What did you do with the disk?” 

Timbleton’s mind opened slowly to impressions. He became 
aware of a woman’s voice repeating a question—about a disk. 
What had he done with a disk? Opening his eyes, he saw a 
woman standing over him. He was lying on a couch. A glimpse 
of a room that looked like the interior of a museum registered 
itself on his thought, and two men sitting near a window hung 
with long green curtains full of gold snakes or something. One 
of them was the yellow-faced villain. The woman shaking him 
by the shoulder didn’t know he was awake. 

“Wake up! The disk! What have you done with the disk?” 

Timbleton regarded the question blankly. He was in no hurry. 
First he would have to decide definitely what the woman was 
talking about. What disk? There was no disk in his life. Then 
he heard one of the men near the window saying: 

“You fool! Idiot! After years—after centuries! What will 
Zalzalza say?” At least, it- sounded like “Zalzalza.” Timbleton, 
through half-parted lids, saw the yellow-faced man lower his 
head in his hands and begin to weep. This was reassuring. 

“Wake up! What did you do with it?” The woman’s voice 
continued monotonously; the richness of its tone was like 
song. 

Timbleton stirred. A faint nausea oppressed him. He opened 
his eyes fully on the woman bending over him, and observed 
that she was beautiful. Her face for the moment was describing 
circles in the air and duplicating itself against the ceiling. As 
the dizziness ebbed from him, the face concentrated itself di- 
rectly over his eyes. He stared at it dreamily. It was the most 
beautiful face he had ever seen. Then he recalled abruptly that 
he had been kidnaped, and sat up with a start. 

The beautiful face sighed. 

“Ah,” she said, “tell me now. What did you do—” 

“You’ve made a mistake,” said Timbleton. He had intended 
to say it several years ago when a hand had hoisted him from the 
pavement and flung him against the cushions of an automobile. 

“The disk!” said the woman, both hands firmly on his shoul- 
ders. ‘“He’s awake,” she added to the two men at the window. 
The other one—a man with a shock of black hair that fell to 
his neck and sprawled over his eyes, arose and came forward. 
Timbleton watched him with fascination. The man was amaz- 
ingly bowlegged. His arms were amazingly short. His head was 
amazingly large, and his face was possessed of the most tre- 
mendous nose he had ever seen. He was, in short, an amazing 
man. The yellow-faced one remained at the window, weeping. 

“Tt was in my overcoat,” said Timbleton as the amazing one 
drew near. He suddenly felt it propitious to answer, at once 
and clearly. There was something wrong. A weeping man with 
a yellow face, a bowlegged monster with a tremendous nose, a 
woman more beautiful than enchantment itself! And casting 
his eyes about—diminutive skeletons hanging from the molding 
on the wall like a sinister frieze! 

The receptive intelligence of the newspaper man registers 
facts without surprise. Once in a courtroom a red-haired woman 
had leaped from the witness chair and fired a gun point-blank 
at the prosecuting attorney. Timbleton had looked swiftly at 
the clock on the wall and observed it was twenty-five minutes 
after eleven. His single thought had been: “Just in time for 
the Home Edition.” And he had left the panic in the court- 
room without further ado and telephoned the story in. 

His eyes now looked desperately about for a clock. They en- 
countered innumerable and amazing objects, but no clock 
Events which transpired after twelve noon were of diminished 
importance to Timbleton. They were the property of the morn- 
ing papers, or at vest of the optimistic “Final Tenth’—an edition 
of his own paper distinguished by a few blurred lines of type 
hurriedly set under a caption of “Extra.” 





VERY man to his habits. Timbleton’s habits as a newspaper 
man inspired in him a desire to be rid of his captors be- 
fore the Home Edition went to press. Through his mind flashed 
automatic explanations: Counterfeiters, blackhanders, maniacs, 
a Society of some sort. The business would be cleared up later. 
He was aware of one thing chiefly: A marvelous story. had 
broken. Simultaneously he regretted only one thing: if only 
it had happened to some one else,—some one of local importance, 





if 







a department-store head or somebody,—it would be even 
There was nothing selfish or mean in this regret which 2 
through Timbleton’s consciousness. It was merely the pois 
of his fidelity to his work—to serve the public with X . 
Importance. = 
He swung about, sat up with his feet on the floor, and enins 
a scream of pain. His feet leaped back to the couch ail 
remained with his mouth opened, watching the tremendous ae 
drawing nearer. His feet on touching the floor had Neti 
a violent electric shock. ; 
“It’s not in the overcoat,” growled the man; “don't jp 
“You must tell us,” added the woman; “you must.” 
“I've searched him,” groaned the yellow-faced one at § 
window. “He's hidden it. I searched him in the cab 
Zalzalza!” 
Timbleton marveled that the three of them were standiy 
the floor and that there was anybody in the world who bop 
name Zalzalza. He was struck also with the fact that the 
had been no mistake. He, Kenneth Timbleton, had bey 
liberatcly kidnaped because of the green disk. He would iy 
made some instant reply,—that it was in his overcoat or gs 
thing,—but the man at the window had raised the blind } 
the full light which came into the room, Timbleton’s eyes im 
themselves staring at a scene which failed utterly to reste 
his thought, which wavered for an instant in his vision like 
ghastly but unconvincing hallucination. Gasping and bewilded 
Timbleton stared; and the words he had intended saying « 
automatically from his lips: , 
“My right-hand pocket—in the coat.” 


AS he spoke, the details of the scene finally confronted 
intelligence. 

“Good God!” he whispered. An almost uncontrollabk x 
pulse to escape, to hurl himself out of the window facing} 
raced like a panic through his thought. But his body rejs 
to move. It remained inert and terrified, crouching agains i 
wall with its legs drawn up. 

There were skeletons, diminutive ones hanging like a im 
around thé room. He tried to keep his eyes on them 1 
were a relief. But despite his effort, his gaze tumed tom 
other Things, to the Thing in the corner. A  frightful-bod 
animal like some enormous and gelatinous spider lay 
with black saucer eyes at him. Its boneless legs wrth 
raised little mouths toward him. 

For a moment Timbleton’s hair stood on end. The tt 
was crawling toward him, its snake arms creeping over the iq 
its nauseating, shapeless body dragging like a maimed spit 
saucer eyes turning slowly red. Then, as Timbleton clost 
own eyes and felt his blood freeze with terror, it stopped 


He looked 





felt rather than heard a curious gurgle 
ness! The Thing was gone, vanished. There was nothing’ 
of it. There remained the other Things he had first note 


from which his mind had recoiled. Ovals of flame drifted ar 
the room, like bodiless birds. His stomach sickened wi! 
Timbleton turned miserably from object to object, eyes @ 
opening from the ceiling, reptiles moving languidly over | 
green curtains, along the wall’s edge, a pile of bones, ie 
pended in a small alcove a cage in which lay a severed} 
head. 
“Good God!” cried Timbleton, and a dizziness overcame 
He collapsed on the couch. Blood, death, murder and ™ 
seemed suddenly to have caught him in nightmare talons 
lay trembling. In an unreasoning way he felt himsell ! 
Then he became aware that the beautiful woman was koe 
beside him, her arms circling his neck, and that she was 

him wildly on his lips. She was sobbing hysterically. 

“Please, don’t be cruel! It has been so long—#? 
Please, the disk! We will reward you. Money, riches, 
thing you desire.” 

An exquisite perfume entered Timbleton’s nostrils. . «+: 
the bowlegged monster had arrived. His short arms 
woman away. 

“I'll deal with him,” he muttered and his tremendos 
thrust itself against Timbleton’s face. “No lies, DOW: 
the disk? Answer, or you die!” Timbleton, a news 
stranded abruptly in a nightmare, replied from the sich 
of fear with a precision which would have been heroic # 
body but a newspaper man. “I don’t know anything 
disk,” he wailed. “I picked it up and put it into my 
it isn’t there, I don’t know anything about it.” 

A shriek stopped him, and he blinked (Continued 


12 


























he ta 
h New j 


ind emi 
ch, and 9 
NOUS yg 
CXDEriens 


n't lie 


ne at wl 
cab, + 


tanding 
10 bore 
that tha 
1 been j 
WOuld he 
t OF sig 
blind. 
eves fp 
Tegister 
1 like sun 
bewilder 
ying ce 


Fronted 


sllable 
acing 
dy rel 
against | 








ea im 
em. Ty 
ed tow 
tful-bods 
ay 


rithed 


The Th 
r the fag 
spider 
close 


othing 
notes J 
ted ar 
with i 
yes ol 
over 
, anc § 
red b 


came 
and © 
alons 
nseli | 
ska 
yas Ks 


The Red Book Magazine Pace 101 








A soup that’s rich 
in mineral salts 


Dietitians unite in declaring that unless your 
food contains a sufficient proportion of the 
mineral salts, your body does not receive full 
and proper nourishment. 






With the meal or as a meal 
soup belongs in the daily diet 
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This is especially true of growing children 
who need the mineral salts for the normp 
development of bones and muscles. 





Vegetables are rich in these salts. But 
unfortunately the water in which vegetables 
are cooked is often thrown away and with it 
goes a valuable amount of the mineral salts 
which the water has absorbed. In vegetable 
soup, however, they are largely retained 


Campbell’s Vegetable Soup contains fifteen 
garden vegetables, invigorating beef broth, 
substantial cereals, fresh herbs and careful 
seasoning. What a healthful, delicious dish! 


32 different ingredients 
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daughter. She became pale and taciturn and 
much of the time was locked in her room. 
When she was forced to appear at meals, 
she looked frightened and seemed to have 
been crying. To her mother’s questions she 
evaded any definite answer. She refused to 
see a doctor. One night, when the mother 
returned from a bridge-party, she went to 
Edith’s room. The girl's pillow was wet; her 
eyes were wild with fear and anguish. Put- 
ting her arms about the child, the mother 
said: “What is the matter?” Wouldn't she 
let her mother help her? Moved by this 
show of affection, the girl broke down and 
confessed. She said she was going to have a 
baby. Unable to bear the cheerless gloom of 
her home, late one night she had broken 
out and had gone with a man. She realized 
that it wouldn't be long before she couldn't 
conceal her condition. The mother fainted. 

The mother’s one idea was to protect her 
child. She was in terror of tell ng the 
father. But what could be done? The two 
lived in torment for a few months and then 
what was so evident to the women became 
so to the father. He couldn't believe it at 
first; he refused to voice his incredible sus- 
picions. But at last it came out. He de- 
manded the truth. And the mother told 
him. Now, when I was a young woman, al 
most any girl would have preferred suicide 
to becoming the mother of an illegitimate 
child. In such a situation many parents, 
instead of feeling that they themselves must 
be partly responsible, threw a girl out 
Edith’s father was insane with rage. There 
was a frightful scene. And the father lived 
up to the old traditions. 

“Tl throw her out!” he raved, and to the 
cowering girl: “Go up and pack at once.” 

Trembling, she went upstairs, hardly 
knowing what she did. 

While she was packing, the tears blinding 
her eyes, the father came into the room 
Edith cringed as he approached. To her 
amazement, he came up, took her in his 
arms and kissed her. 

“T’'ve thought things over,” he said. “I 
realize you're not entirely at fault. We're 
beginning to live in a day when women are 
demanding new opportunities and respon 
sibilities, and we've brought you up after 
the methods of your grandmother. We've 
locked you in while other girls had their 
freedom, and you ran away to get what 
we denied. We should have trusted you, 
and prepared you for life. We haven't even 
given you much love, I guess. Somewhere 
something was wrong, and who knows how 
much inherited temperament hasn't to do 
with it? As a young man I wasn’t any too 
blameless myself. Anyway, we'll make the 
best of it, and I'll stand by you.” 

The father was modern enough for that; 
the changes taking place in the world had 
at last impressed themselves upon him. The 
girl was sent away. The child died shortly 
after its birth, and Edith nearly lost her 
life. Upon her return home, her parents 
decided to prepare her for some sort of a 
career. They had come to realize she had 
her own right to live and be independent 
So they sent her tc college. She graduated 
with honors and took up special classes 
She developed into a brilliant young woman 
At college she met and married a professor. 
She told him what had happened, and he 
was big enough to see the thing as it was 
Today the couple are leading a wonderfully 
happy life; they have beautiful children, and 
intellectual interests in common. 


S was the case with Edith, some of the 
wildness of modern youth is due, I am 
convinced, to lack of parental understanding 
and of that loving attention which child- 
hood demands. If parents were too coldly 
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strict when I was a girl, certainly some 
have become too negligent and lax today 
This is especially true of the privileged 
classes, many of whom—lazy, interested in 
their own pleasures—pay little attention to 
their children. Among the so-called middle 
classes there is a more widespread and deep 
er sense of responsibility, and it is the better 
middle-class mother who is back of the 
modern educational movement. 

If there are homes where the mothers 
are constantly away at bridge parties or 
spending their nights in cabarets, where 
mothers who are wild themselves talk about 
their affairs and their beaux and bring up 
children in that atmosphere, where bored 
women are trying to get a thrill by run 
ing hospitals and reforming prisons while 
they let their own daughters grow up with 
out love or attention, is the lax behavior of 
the young to be wondered at ? 

And then when the daughters are grown 
up, the parents are the first to censure 
them for their loose companions, shocking 
escapades, vulgarity and slang, for their late 
night dancing and drinking. When some 
thing happens, they blame the children 
What can they do? They don't know what 
to do. Their children are beyond their 
control. Face to face with a situation with 
which they cannot cope, it is one to which 
their own negligence contributed. Is it any 
wonder in such cases that the young assume 
a patronizing attitude toward their elders, 
that they have little respect for their par 
ents, that because their father or mother 
says a thing it means nothing, and that they 
declare they have the right to lead their 
own lives and have their own opinions? 
There are mothers who are actually afraid 
of the scorn of their children, who gener- 
ally have a better education than they have; 
the thought of bringing their daughters to 
task scares some of them to death. Quite 
natural, if their own conduct is not above 
reproach! And if the modern young are 
open to censure as strictly brought up chil 
dren were not in my youth, are not a 
great proportion of mothers of today de 
serving of rebuke? 


HIS tendency of some of the wealthy to 
neglect their children may have come 
from England. In the ‘nineties it was fash- 
ionable in every way to ape the English 
From Europe came much that was good, 
and—especially after the war began—more 
that was bad. While we were more conserv 
ative than the Europeans before the war, we 
are regarded with horror by many liberal 
Europeans today. For in Europe you don't 
see so much frivolity and fastness among 
elderly people as you do here. Perhaps it 
is because Europeans are grounded in a 
longer culture and there are deeper tradi- 
tions of refinement and taste. It seems in 
America we can’t do things sanely. As with 
the rage over Coué, the popularity of cross- 
word puzzles, prohibition instead of trained 
habits of temperance, the brief craze for 
mah-jong, when people paid one hundred and 
fifty dollars for a set, in our social habits, re- 
forms, pleasures and games we go to the ex- 
treme. It’s like running a motor too fast. 
This happened, too, when, as I remarked, 
our wealthier classes began imitating the 
English in the bringing up of their children 
In England the cultured always more or 
less segregated their children from the rest 
of the household, leaving them to the care 
of governesses and nurses. But there it 
has always been easy to secure governesses 
who were gentlewomen and tutors who were 
gentlemen—teachers for the young who came 
of excellent families and who had high ideals. 
Here this is not easy. English children were 
strictly brought up, and with a grounding 
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you do not find her In England par 
saw their offspring two to three times a 
day, and when they were together ann 
whole-heartedly into their lives. The - 
dren imbibed family traditions and a ¢ “ 
of honor, and the fathers saw they heh... 
schools where the highest ideals were temie 

It has been somewhat different her 
Children are put under the care of pe 
servants or teachers as one can secure. That 
done, some parents seem to feel no further 
responsibility. They regard it as neither 4 
duty nor a pleasure, but a mere incident in 
their lives. They have little desire for th 
the company of their children, take no inter- 
est in their concerns or their play, and give 
no thought to the inculcation of family and 
national ideals as the English do. I know 
that some fathers don't even know where 
their girls are going to school 


DROPPED in to sce a friend the other 

day—a woman of leisure and prominence 
She spends most of her life over cards. | 
arrived during the hour she graciously de- 
votes each day to her children, two charm- 
ing girls and a boy. While I was there 
the telephone was constantly ringing, or m 
friend was engaged in giving instructions to 
her servants. The children were naturally 
talkative and had much to tell their mother 
“Now, don't talk so much,” was her con- 
stant rejoinder. “Don’t bother me.” And 
during her engrossed conversations over the 
telephone, making engagements for bridge 
parties, for dinners, for the opera, she would 
shake her head with irritation—“Why cant 
children keep quiet? They're interrupting 
me all the time.” Finding more interest in 
bridge than her own children, what can this 
woman expect when they are e’ghteen? 

When some one remonstrated diplomati- 
cally with another mother about her not 
giving any time to her children—“What do 
you expect of me?” she asked irritably. “I 
don’t know anything about children. What 
can I talk to them about? At their age 
they are a terrible trial, you know.” She 
pays more attention to the buying of a 
gown or the arrangements for a dinner- 
party than in seeing how her children are 
being educated, or in trying to make her 
home attractive for them. 

And sometimes, meeting men I know, this 
happens: “Where do your girls go to school?” 
“Why, I really can't tell you. I dont 
know.” “But aren’t you concerned about 
their being properly educated?” “Oh, I 
trust my wife,” or, “I take that for granted 

the school’s been highly recommen 
They pay more attention to their busines, 
horse-racing, the buying of a car, oF the 
affairs of their club, than to what should 
be the most important duty in their live 

When my own daughter was very small | 
had a very dear friend. She was admirable 
in many ways, but never took motherhood 
as a responsibility. Her children were ador- 
able and loved their mother, but it was omy 
rarely that she had the desire to see them, 
and seldom went out of her way to do % 
She meant well, but she was too lazy 
interested in her own pleasures. One day 
we were having luncheon in the counlry 
The children were at the seaside fifteen miles 
away. It was a hot summer's day, and that 
afternoon the mother was expected to motor 
over to see them. What happened W* 
characteristic She offered one hundred 
and fifty dollars to any man who 
go in her place. Later, when the bey be 
came rather wild and incorrigible, the mé 
lamented her lack of control over 
she couldn’t understand it. Then 
into trouble with a girl. I must sy 
mother stood by him at that time, and & 
he grew older he calmed down. 
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FOR SEVEN DAYS 


Follow these three sim. See how quickly your skin will respond—each day 


page for one weet — a little fresher, clearer, more radiantly beautiful 
you will actually see 

your skin responding: _ ALL, there is no secret in having cream that remains in the pores, prevent- 

ati a radiantly beautiful complexion. It _ ing blackheads and enlarged pores. And 

from hot water iS the resultof butone thing—proper daily _ finally, Woodbury’s Facial Cream—smooth 

and hold it care, absolute cleanliness of the pores as ang greaseless—leaving the skin cool and 


against the face well as the surface of the skin. tftreshingly moist. 
to thoroughly 


open the pores But, “proper daily care”—what is it, That is the new Woodbury Facia/, ap- 


_o Cy 4 exactly? proved by leading authorities . . . Just 
ooabDury SsUOK ¥ . 

Cream well into the skin with an Your facial masseuse will tell you that three simple Steps, yet so thoroughly effec- 
upward and outward motion, 1S the faithful use of cold cream. Your Pp tive that you, In your own home, can ob- 


covering the face and neck thor- er? : . . . _ 
oughly ‘vith the cream. Notice sician will recommend pure soap and w . tain thesameresults that you would expect 


how gently it a into a Really, both are right, for one cle from the best beauty salons. 
pores and softens and loosens the ¢ S , r Ww ? . cs 
embedded dirt and dust particles. | Supplements the other. a .™ ru ase s ye Soap 
. + a Noodbury Crean red espe- 
And now, in the new Complete - 4 f “th . ie able sees 
2 a “Ye 7 S Ww —O ‘oO 
bury Facia/, the use of these to ns pradiesen ‘t 2 rey eat . a 
e ° . y « 2 
% cleansers is combined in one tre drug storeyor tone? goods caunter. /in 
- = ; from the very first, you can actually fee/ 
First, Woodbury’s Cold Cream, acleans- , . . : . 
move the surplus . h i] ki the difference in your skin, The result of 
rcr $< c ° ° 
cream, always ing cream that meits at skin temperate, .sclite cleanliness—X complexion each 
wih on apward : reaching every pore, softening and loosen- dav alittle fresher, clearer, more radiantly 
motion. Now, ing embedded dust and dirt particles. Then, ae , ’ . 
wash the face and neck thoroughly W, db ’a Bartel Se leh t anil i beautiful. 
, lid od 00 rs Fac ) y ‘ oe - 
with warm water and Woodbury’s yi Aalenge~ : ap, — RITE today for a trial set of the new Com- 
Facial Soap, working the creamy creamy lather, dissolving away the soiled W slete Weedbury Feciel. containing 
lather well into the skin so that it ’ piete ur) at, é g 
will dissolve and wash out the = enough of the soap and creams for seven gen- 
soiled cream which otherwise ~ erous treatments. Notice, from day to day, 
te gi ~ pores. Rinse  & the improvement in the texture of your skin. 
uu y wit warm water, c —_ - ~ ; 
then finish with a dash of cold After the first week, use the complete Facial 
water or a small piece of ice once or twice a week, keeping your skin 
wrapped in one thickness of cloth. clear and healthy in between times with 
he, Woodbury’s Facial Soap as directed 
in the booklet around every cake. 


2 With a clean 
soft cloth re- 


And now the 

final step. With . — al , Begin at once to give your skin the 
the tips of your s S _ —_— proper daily care it needs. Send 
fingers, apply ; 
lightly Wood- 
bury’s Facial ‘ 
Cream which ; HE generous trial set contains enough of the Woodbu 
ee tones the skin by - Facial Soap and Creams for seven new Complete Wood 
Supplying just the right amount of bury Facials. Send the coupon for yours today. 


bas moisture without loading : : 
fini Clogging the pores. This > “* ‘ Tue ANDREW JeRGENs Co. 
nishing cream is greaseless and ‘ - 1709 Alfred St., Cincinnati, Ohio 
Sives that = For the enclosed 25c (stamps or coin) please send 
80 much soft, velvety texture : “ ; | me the Seven Day Trial Set of The New Com- 
ch desired, . : ~ plete Woodbury Feciel, and your booklet, “A 
> in You Love to Touch.”’ 
If you live in Canada address The Andrew 


Se this new complete Woodbury Facial for one week. = 7 jo ; Jergens Co., Ltd., 1709 Sherbrooke St., Perth Ont. 

After your first treatment, you will feel the healthy glow of s 
the awakened, stimulated skin. Use it regularly thereafter and 
304, too, will have the charm of “A skin you love to touch.” 
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a ; 
now for your trial set, enclosing 
25c in stamps or coin. 
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heredity aad something to do with this, 
probably, and all in all he turned out 
better than might have been expected. 

A friend told me she went to visit her 
grandchildren in a school in one of the large 
cities which was attended by the children 
of the ultra-rich. The head master told 
her he was surprised and delighted that her 
daughter came to see them so often. Prac- 
tically none of the mothers of the other 
children there took any notice of them, he 
said. On the other hand, there is a school 
in Washington which is attended by all kinds 
of children of well-to-do middle-class fami- 
lies. And the principals tell me most of the 
mothers of those children take an intense 
interest in them, visit them often and keep 
a vigilant check-up on their progress. 


HERE are fathers who, when their sons 
begin sowing wild oats, stop their in- 
comes and turn them out of doors. A man 
of this sort doesn’t consider how far he was 
responsible for his children’s undisciplined 
acts; that when the boy was young he 
failed to gain his confidence, never took the 
time to exert a needed vigilance over him 
or teach him to respond to proper guidance. 
And at a crucial time when this neglect had 
its results, instead of trying to make amends 
and set the boy right or get him out of 
trouble, the father’s impulse was to punish 
him and cast him adrift to shift for himself. 
I have in mind families in which the 
children were practically ignored by their 
parents from their kindergarten days until 
the time they went to college. One or two 
instances may be illustrative of the point I 
want to make. One boy got involved with 
a girl entertainer in a night-club, a hard, 
mercenary creature to whom he wrote com- 
promising letters, and who tried to black- 
mail the family through a breach-of-promise 
suit. The girl was bought off and the boy 
was banished to a ranch out West. Instead 
of taking him in hand and trying to lift 
him up, he was sent out in the world, in 
all probability to go down. Another boy, 
after dissipating a lot along Broadway and 
having I don’t knaw how many automobile 
accidents, married a girl out of his class and 
was cut off by his family. The girl divorced 
him when his income stopped. He began 
drinking heavily; his mother secretly gives 
him money now and then, but from last 
reports he is going steadily downhill. 

On the other hand, I knew a girl whose 
revolt against a home in which she had been 
neglected expressed itself quite differently. 
When her family objected to her insistence 
that she lead her own life, she left home 
and took an apartment. She was intelli- 
gent, and got a position in an advertising 
office where she made good and became as- 
sistant to the manager. There has never 





MARY SYNON 


A new story by that real 
genius in fiction Mary 
Synon is always an event 
—as those who read her 
‘‘Found on the Doorstep”’ 
and ‘‘Her Father's Daugh- 
ter’’ will attest. Be sure, 
therefore to watch for her 
best story thus far, which 
will appear inan early is- 
sue, under the title: 


*““TWENTY-SECOND STREET” 











been any scandal about her; she is self- 
supporting and quite independent, but ap 
parently cares nothing about her own family. 
She is one of the higher types of the modern 
girl who wants to stand on her own feet. 
But to me there is something tragic in her 
alienation from her home and apparent lack 
of love for her mother. 

“IT just can’t understand the children of 
this generation,” said a woman to me re- 
cently. “None of my children want to stay 
at home. They want to go to parties and 
night-clubs all the time. I have no control 
over the companions they pick up. And 
what they are doing when they're away 
from_me I have no idea. When I talk to 
them, it’s like water rolling off a duck’s 
back.” 

“But what have you done to make your 
home attractive?” some one asked. “When 
they were younger, what interests in com- 
mon did you try to find with your children? 
Did you seek to interest them in art, in 
books, in music, and make your home bright 
and happy? Did you let them enter into 
your life and make them feel they wished 
you to enjoy their confidence? What ideals 
did you give them? For the standards that 
are perishing, did you try to build up new 
ones to meet the new conditions? Have 
you tried to meet these new conditions your- 
self? Have you taught your children a 
sense of their own responsibilities—what the 
new freedom offers them and what advan- 
tages, with the proper preparation, they may 
gain from it?” 

She looked blank. Then tears came into 
her eyes. No, she supposed she had not 

It is ourselves—the parents—who first 
failed to adapt ourselves to the new obliga- 
tions of a changing world. 


ND what shall we say of the mothers 
who have gone in for dancing and the 
excesses of this age of upset and transition; 
who haven't been able to adjust themselves 
and live up to their jobs; who, instead, 
outdo their children in overpainting and 
overdressing themselves and the extremes of 
fashion and frivolity; who carry on intrigues 
with younger men, and at forty or fifty act 
like girls of twenty; who spend their nights 
in the night-clubs and turn their homes into 
saloons where drinking goes on all the time, 
with incessant jazz to the accompaniment of 
a cabaret orchestra via radio? Can we ex- 
pect their daughters to be any better? If 
there has been a demoralization among the 
young, there has been a let-down in social 
barriers, in the ordinary decencies of proper 
conduct, in all decorum and self-restraint 
among older people as well. And there is 
nothing more deplorable than the hostess who 
turns her home into a clubhouse in order to 
draw men around her and satisfy her crav- 
ing for excitement and attention, and then 
wonders why her sons and daughters plunge 
into a fast and reckless pace. 

Among my acquaintances there is a woman 
who is typical of this. Louise’s childhood, 
like mine, was a conservative one, and in the 
changes which came about after the war, she 
had a background to fall back upon and 
from which to get her bearings. But like 
many other women, when the oldtime anchor 
of restraint and conventions was taken away, 
she went adrift, or perhaps wantonly took 
advantage of the license allowed in an age 
of unrestraint. She had never cared very 
much for her husband, who was killed in 
the war. Her freedom, and the fortune she 
inherited at his death, gave her full rope to 
live as she pleased. Louise had always been 
crazy about men; there had been rumors of 
light flirtations, but never any definite scan- 
dal. She was not attractive, and seemed to 
have little real charm for them. But today 
to all appearances she is one of the most 
popular hostesses I know, and her house is 
generally filled. Why? There are always 
trays of cocktails and whisky-and-soda being 
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passed around. Neither physically - 
nor witty, Louise seemingly does nothine + 
make her home delightful except to to 
free drinks. And she thinks it is he 
attraction that draws scores of men fo 
her, not realizing many men will 20 anv. 
where these days to drink. Louies be 
unmarried daughter, just past twenty Wha 
must the daughter think when she sees the 
mother acting with so little self-res : 
What safeguards has that girl in such g os 
atmosphere ? = 


F we of the older generation do not realize 

our faults, how shall! We seek to cored 
those of the younger? If we are to prevent 
the young from piunging into folly, parents 
must have the ambition to influence their 
children to be better than they were them. 
selves. They must give them the advantages 
of past experience, so they may in tum b 
prepared to teach the next generation to be 
better than the present. Only that way ca 
civilization advance F 

Now, w hat can we do to help our chil- 
dren to find their balance? 

When all has been considered—viewing th 
present from a perspective of the past—we 
see many disadvantages in former condition 
from which the young have freed themselves 
They have thrown off inhibitions and the ne. 
cessity of hypocrisy and subterfuge. And the 
younger generation will never go back to the 
“dark ages of woman.” We cannot be to 
grateful that women have broken away from 
the man-made code that they must be vu- 
tually locked in, denied full independence 
and self-expression, and made subject to 
their fathers when they are young and 
their husbands when they are married; that 
women must obey the laws that men hy 
down. A woman can live her own life today 

On the other hand—just as political 
revolutions entail their horrors—it must k 
admitted this transition is not without it 
darker aspects. The young may be justly 
indicted for crudities of manner, gross forms 
of sex expression, a disregard of parental 
authority, a repudiation of home ties, lad 
of taste and self-respect in behavior, and i 
the more extreme cases of dissipation anda 
lowering of moral standards. Perhaps ths 
is inevitable. If we refer to history, we find 
that all wars have been followed by 3 
general unrest and appalling social laxity until 
conditions found an equilibrium. All revoli- 
tions have been marked by a sort of mon 
saturnalia, if not so much formerly amon 
the young, at least among the older sw 
vivors. What happened in Russia, with th 
repudiation of the standards of marriage a 
home life, had its parallel in the upheavab 
of Rome and Greece, and after the revolt- 
tions in England and France, women wet 
more debauched in their sex relationship 
than the loosest of the younger generation 
are today. What is unprecedented in 
upheaval following a war is that the & 
moralization has today more directly affecte: 
the young instead of their elders. Let w# 
least admit they have shown more restrait 
than their adult ancestors of history oe 
under similar conditions, when periods © 
readjustment allowed unrestricted license. 

But today with the young, as never before. 
established standards are going down. 
new standards are being given tot 
place? If civilization is to continue to pre- 
gress you cannot take something ; 
life unless you supplant it wi 
better and higher. What is the older gene 
tion giving the young? Out of the wreck } 
of the past, what good is being ree 

Doesn’t the solution lie in striking 4 is 

i , > d the new, 
promise between the old and ' oi 
weeding from the past what 5 en 
rejecting what was repressive and ay 
in seeking to combine with the new het 
the ideals of the old-fashioned home Ne 
religion was taught and the fam 
respected? Yes; we must bring 
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Margot Asquith rites on 


Woman’s Instinct to make herself Attractive 


The famous Marcot, Now COUNTESS OF 
OxrorD anp AsquitH, Aas written with 
her own hand and in her own sparkling, 
inimitable style this article on a subject of 
universal inter women. 
§ long as human nature exists, men 
and women will want to make 
themselves physically attractive. 
The intention to be at your best, to feel 
brilliant, responsive, triumphant, ts 
prompted by a desire to love and be lov ed. 
“We have all known women who have 
more than made up for their lack of fea- 
tures and general homeliness by the play 
of their expression, the grace of their car- 
riage or the beauty of their complexion. 
And, fortunately, most of us if we take 
enough trouble can improve our complex- 
ions out of all recognition. 
“Those of you 


mountaineered, or been as much exposed 


who have hunted, 
to our inhospitable climate as I have, will 
know it is almost impossible to prevent 
your face from becoming like leather, or 
your chest like a gong, unless you take a 
great deal of trouble to preserve them. 


OU do not want to apply creams and 

lotions that will make your skin soft 
and susceptible, but something that will 
make it fresh and impervious. 

“I have used Pond’s Creams for my 
skin more years than I can remember; 
and though I have never been beautiful 
and I am not young, I have not got a 
wrinkle in my forehead. When I came in 
from hunting I always rubbed the Cold 
Cream over my face, neck and hands. 

“Nothing in my life has changed so 
much as the estimate people place upon a 






































On Lady Oxford’ s dressing table are un- 


usual ] 
perfume bottles and jade green 
Jars of Pond’s Creams. 
























































The Countess of Oxrorp and AsguitH 


Stat 


vivid and interesting figure 
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* Margot,” 


of English 


ig acquaintance wit 


woman’s age. When I came out, to sug- 
gest that a woman of thirty could upset a 
man’s heart would have been looked upon 
as a paradox. 

“Now you see proficiency at golf, rid- 
ing, fishing, shooting, in women past the 
age of forty; and they have preserved not 
only their youth but their complexions. 

“My advice is, save your skin—with 
Pond’s—and cheat the devil that lurks in 
soot, dust, wind—and birthdays!” 


/, 7 
/Maniy OX foro 


How you should use these Creams: 


Apply Pond’s Cold Cream generously at night 
and often during the day. In a few moments 
its fine oils bring up from the pores all dust and 


daughter of the late Sir Charles 


crety, Jamou 


Tennant, ts the wife « 


man and former Prime Minister of Great Britain. She 


reg 
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powder. Wipe off and repeat.) Finish with a 
dash of cold water. A little cream left on over- 
night keeps a dry skin supple. 

Pond’s Vanishing Cream, used éfter every day- 
time cleansing, gives your skin a new freshness, 
holds your powder smoothly and protects it 
from sun and wind. 

Buy your own. jarts of Pond’s Creams and as 
Lady Oxford suggests, “cheat the devil that 
lurks in soot, dust, wind.” 


Mail coupon f tt 
Pond’s Two Creams. 


Free Offer 
The Pond’s Extract Company, Dept. S, 


108 Hudson Street, New York, N. ¥ 
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back to a realization that 
unit of society and teach them to build the 
foundations of their future upon that. 

Let the young today enjoy their freedom, 
but make the home so alluring they will pre 
fer to have their pleasures there than in 
public places among strangers. Let them 
jazz if they want to jazz. It is better to 
jazz under their own roof than outside. 
Where the automobile has taken them out 
of the homes perhaps the radio will become 
a substitute to keep them in. Let the 
young have their companions and new 
friendships, but teach them that vulgar as- 
sociations are degrading. 


OCIAL barriers have broken down. In 

society, instead of there being one set, 
there are many interlocking sets, and strang- 
ers are always crashing in. During the war, 
when the sons of millionaires bunked with 
sons of butlers, there was an_ inevitable 
breakdown of class distinctions, and _ there 
was no reason why the millionaire should 
not find in the decent son of a butler a 
congenial pal. In the cho'ce of friends it is 
not class but character that counts 

Perhaps even the wildest of the “flappers” 
have not been any too happy. The very fact 
that they are restless, so lacking in all repose, 
always on the go, always seeking new sensa 
tions, proves that. Girls have said that they 
have tried so hard to find a new thrill, to 
get some big experience, that there is no 
illusion left. Give them the chance to find 
themselves in a happy middle course 

There is a happy medium between keeping 
a child on bread and water and allowing it 
every excess of gratification as an expression 
of itself. The perfect mother is one with 
strict ideals, but lenient ideas. When I was 
a girl, I was taught there are only extremes 
of right and wrong and no middle course 
What we must do with the youth of today 
is to help it back to the in-between, where 
there is no too great repression or too ex- 
treme laxity. What the young need to 
learn is moderation. 

Knowledge with modesty, freedom with 
restraint and discretion, and in pleasure good 
taste. Appeal to the inherent decency and 
common sense of the young. Nothing that 
is normal need be hidden from them. The 
natural pleasures of youth need not be re- 
stricted.. But give them a sense of their re- 
sponsibilities, and that the ultimate goal is 
development, integrity and dignity of char- 
acter. Everyone must live with himself, and 
when self-respect is gone, everything is gone 
When people do things for which they must 
despise themselves, there are no safeguards 
You cannot expect to keep the young from 
temptations unless you offer them the better 
things of life. 

And what has the older generation to 
offer? It is the older which has given them 
jazz, the trashy songs of the day, indecent 
plays, risqué books, magazines of porno- 
graphic stories exploited as true stories teach- 
inga moral, tabloid newspapers in which every 
phase of scandal and crime is featured. and 
the general idea that everything savoring of 
“puritanism” must go into the discard. It 
is older people who have set the example of 
breaking the prohibition laws. In the re 





VIRGINIA DALE 
This gifted young writing-wom- 
an will contribute to an early 
issue another title of a naive 
Dumb Dora seeking fortune in 
Hollywood. You who so much 
enjoyed “‘I Think I'll Get Mar- 
ried"’ and “‘I Was So Insulted”’ 
will find even greater pleasure in: 


“THE WOMAN PAYS” 


the home is the 











action against puritanism we have gone into 
vulgarity. And the miracle is that the young 
are as decent as they are. It is amazing 
what children are doing for themselves 
against adverse influences and conditions 


AS I have said, what is most serious, in 
4 Athis revolt of youth, is the attitude to- 
ward all religious belief, their materialism 
and cynicism, the shattering of all spiritual 
faith, Many look upon religion as an ex 
ploded superstition. It isn’t entirely that 
they don't go to church. It’s the sense that 
they have nothing to hold on to, no anchor 
in life, no object in existence. Many don't 
realize that they are born into the world to 
develop themselves and to contribute toward 
the working out of some divine purpose 
They are entirely at sea. There is so much 
in the conflicting creeds that they cannot be 
lieve—in an age when scence and psycho 
analysis are almost as popular as golf—that 
they reject the whole cloth. What are they 
living for? What is the end of all th 
struggle and suffering and heartache? Doubt- 
the outcome of the war did much to 
disillusion them. With the rejection of Wil 
son’s ideals, many have come to ask what 
was gained out of all the slaughter and 
maiming of youth. 

When it comes to religion, there is 
difference between spirituality and creeds 
And parents can probably do with children 
what the churches may fail to do with 
adults—instill spirituality when they are 
young. Parents must bring into the con 
sciousness of their the realization 


less 


children 
that there is a purpose in the phenomena of 
the universe, that everything is working to 
ward some divine end, and in this everyone 
must take his part. The individual must go 
forward or go back, and in ratio as he con 
tributes to the life of his time. he either 
succeeds or fails. How many of the young 
have any comprehension of this when their 
minds are engrossed in midnight jazz. in jov 
rides, in idle flirtations and all the wild mad 
pace that is called a “good time?” 

Interest children in books, music, science 
art. Today they can read what the young 
could never read before. Never has there 
been such an age of miracles in scientific 
industrial and artistic achievement And 
greater things promise—such possibilities as 
daze the imagination. Inspire them with an 
ambition to achieve something glorious and 
notable themselves, and give them every help 
toward self-expression. When I was a girl 
and when for my sex matrimony was the 
only escape from parental restriction, our 
only outlet for self-expression was to play 
the piano, in a mediocre way to sing, paint 
china and embroider. Todav hardly any 
avenue is closed for any achievement by 
women in business, the arts, sciences and 
professions. Could the giddy girl be brought 
to realize the amazing opportunities open to 
women in this new age—when she can be 
happ‘ly married and at the same time take 
her part as an individual in the progress of 
the times——she would realize there are 
things far more worth while than cocktails, 
cigarettes and dancing. 
through is some- 


process—a stage 
have gone to the 


ES, what we are going 

thing like a laboratory 
of experimentation. If we 
extreme, if the scales are upset, I am sure 
we shall find a balance. That is the law 
of nature and of life. As the earth after a 
quake readjusts itself. as after a cloudburst 
water seeks its level, so will the young 
generation come back to normal. I don’t 
see how it can be otherwise. 

As I have said, taking life as a whole, with 
the perspective of a thousand years, or even 
a hundred years, we find that what seemed 
disastrous catastrophes to contemporary peo- 
ples worked out for the ultimate good of 
civilization. And so, I believe, it will be 
today. 
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Already among the young there are ¢ 
of reaction; already you see ev dences da 
return to the normal; in fact, already ther 
is a a toward conservatism, "Yo 
people are beginning to take it for 
that they have liberties, and that tin 
necessary to exaggerate them to prove it 
Girls who “got away * with amazing things 
a year or two ago today fin ; 
criticized and cut by their frends ae 
are calming down It is no longer con. 
sidered smart to become intoxicated or i. 
of affairs with any number of boy friends 
1 am told that three-fourths of the students 
at colleges are now Conservative. At Pring. 
ton there ts fur less drinking among the 
students, and while it was considered the 
thing to carry flasks a few years ago, and 
the boy who drank was considered a great 
sport, there is a growing spirit of exclusive 
ness which bars from the social life of the 
better element those who misbehave. In the 
Government departments in Washington | 
know many gum-chewing, Cigarette-smoking 
little girls who will talk about anything, and 
are insistent upon their freedom and cocky 
in their defiance of conventions, but they are 
extraordinarily sta:d and conventional when 
it comes to relationships with men. 

HERE was much false romanticism when 

the mothers and grandmothers of th 
present generation were girls; but there wasa 
true and beautiful romanticism as well. That 
must be regained. Romanticism is an & 
sential part of love in youth—of all tre 
love. Does the younger generation wish to 
take the color from the rainbow? Without 
the transfiguration of the sex relationship 
into an idealized and spiritual sphere, what 
is left but a thing essentially sordid, grossly 
material, and no higher than the amours of 
the fowl yard and the stable? No purely 
physical sex attractions can ever last; afte 
the first flare there is apt to be a reaction 
of mutual aversion and _ self-disgust. God 
has so exalted man above the lower creation 
that He has given him this thing, whid 
separates him from the beasts, and whereby 
a true marriage becomes a thing of th 
spirit and the passion of love is tran 
lated into a promise of continuance into 
a l'fe immortal. So it has been with the 
great lovers of the world—who have sact- 
ficed all for love, and have not hesitated to 
die for love. Is this thing false, an illusion, 
a sham and a snare? If so, could it have 
become the motif, the singing theme, of the 
world’s supreme art, music, literature and 
poetry through all the ages and from th 
earliest dawn when man began to dream? 

Among the younger generation how many 
approach the mysterious awakening of st 
into love in the spirit which Shakespeare e- 
pressed in his dramas, or Keats and Shelley 
put into their poetry? Surely there are 00 
more beautiful types of lovers than Romeo 
and Juliet, Paul and Virginia, Paolo a 
Francesca! Among girls who permit 
themselves to be “petted,” how many find 
such a love, or are capable of giving such 3 
love, as that of the tragic Juliet? Indeed, 
Juliet seems an anachronism today, 
girls’ emotions are cheapened by light and 
promiscuous flirtations and the finer instincts 
are dulled by vulgarity Girls who tolerate 
“petting” make themselves incapable ee 
sponding to finer things, and when the 
moment comes are unable to rise @ 
heights of a_ love spiritual and supreme. 
They either don’t wait for an ultt 
or are unable to meet it when It comes. oi 
wh'ch I find the reason for the beevay 
so many marriages, the tragic WF by 
young lives and increasing d.vorces of the i. 

In all this I believe the old oe 
right. Men and women are oa ae 
and should mate only through a great iat 

rience, waiting 


For that sacred expe 
some wonderful tryst, a girl should keep 


the 
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Extra washing help! The 
Golden Bar of Fels-Naptha 
makes work easier for millions 
of women every day! It gives 
them extra help in washing and 
cleaning they’d hardly expect 
from any other soap. 

Fels-Naptha is more than 
soap. Unusually good soap and 
plenty of dirt-loosening naptha, 
working together, make things 
clean more quickly, more easily! 
Isn’t this extra help worth a 
penny more a week? It’s cheaper 
in the end! Buy it—and see. 


s Fels & Co 
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after shavin g 


soon as you have slapped on Aqua 

Velva you get an entirely new sensa- 

of skin-comfort. Furthermore, Aqua 

Velya keeps your face comfortable all day 

€. It conserves the skin’s natural mois- 

ture—keeps the skin smooth and flexible 
just as a Williams shave leaves it. 


Aqua Velva does these 5 things 
1. Ic tingles delightfully when applied. 
2. It gives first aid to litele cuts. 
It delights with ies man-style fragrance. 
. Ie safeguards against cold and wind. 
It conserves the needed natural moisture 
in the skin. Aqua Velva keeps the skin flexible 
id smooth all day Jong—just as Williams Shaving 
Croan leaves it. 
Aqua Velvasells for 50c (60¢ in Canada) 
in large.S-ounce bottles. If your dealer is 
out ofvit, we will send it postpaid on 
receipt of price. 


Make a free test of Aqua Velva. Send 
us the coupon below, or a postcard for a 
generous trial bottle free. 


Williams 
Aqua Velva 


after shaving 


Made by the makers of Williams Shaving Cream 
The J. B. _W illiams Co., Dept. 105, Glastonbury, 
Conn., U.S. A. (Canadian’ address: 1114 St. Patrick 
Street, Montreal). 


Send free test bottle of Aqua Velva. 


Address_.... o+es 
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hurt 
Why 
wondered why I didn’t get much of 
after the first kissing parties, 
I ‘petted,’ 
boys I took up with. 


fall 
I'd 


was quite 
other. 
‘What do you expect ?’ 


you 
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girl, 
J’ 


1, trust and respect which are 
and fee 
is fit to become the 
This is instinctive in nature, 


modern changes can alter that. 


YOUNG girl came to see me 
who spoke frankly about herself 
d a lot of boys, and I often wondere: 
I didn’t hold any of them long 
violent love, and would hug 
me, telling me I was the 
world. But their interest soon 
would drift off to other girls 
to myself the boys of today are lik 
terflies flitting from flower to flower. I 
my vanity and made me feel cheay 
couldn't I hold any single one? 


y made 


and the mor 
the less thrill I got from the nev 
Then, 
in love. I would have 
have given up everything for him. 

wild when he drifted away to an 


he said. ‘The 
been running around with were 
time. When I marry 
to be a different 
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it’s going 
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3ut I was so disturbed that I had 
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he announced 
no 
with 
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“T hope her old lady does take 


“We shall see them together this evening,” 


Drake replied. 
ambitious and—yes, 


“The girl is too clever, 
subtly scheming, 


too 
to take 


her new benefactress into her confidence, and 
I am very glad of it.” 


“Scheming !” 


I 


I echoed. 


Yrake’s eyes twinkled at me, across 


| table. 


the 


“You are still so young and susceptible, 


Howard! 


ing 


her 


what she’s playing for. 
| a wealthy 
wel 


to make the most of her life 
for it. A good marriage is 
As the protégée o 
old lady, 
1 would increase a thousand per cent 


I’m not blaming the girl for try- 
I admire 
of course 


f 


her chances of marrying 


Inspector Sorby is very curious about her.” 


“Inspector Sorby! 
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Are you bringing hin 
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Howard! I may need to use 
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widely extended net which we call the Police 
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I think it 


is something a good deal bigger than the 


Gorham robbery 
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“quite early. I just caught her, 
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to a sailor boy. She saw t 

look, with a lifting of her eyebre i 
ing ahead of my young friend, they wep - 
soon seated on a bench, the sailor's 
about the girl, huggit ng and kissing her Pm 
light of a street-lamp and before the p the 
by. “And then it “just came to ma” oh 
my friend. “Was | — better whe | 
picked up with boys 7 lardly cared for ang 


let them kiss me than th at girl 
ss I girl of the st 
who sold her caresses? ri 


I be gan 
1 must appear to the boys prety 
smart or to get a thrill, ] gave my 1 
kisses away Why, I was almost chea ; 
and more to be critic zed than that poor - 
creature! With her it was probably Bg 
sity But with me there was no excuse’ 

Happ ly, I believe, many girls are awaken. 
ing to a realization of this. It is when] 
look back and consider courtship and the 
conception of marriage in my girlhood thy 
I realize what revolutionary changes hay 
come about in the sex relations hips of the 
young today. 

(dn the next article Mrs. Harriman wil 
contrast marriage as it was ¢ 
generation ago wu ooing and youth 
conception Of marriage as it exists amon 
the young at present. Bringing her om 
experience and liberal viewpoint upon th 
problem, she will deal with the question 
Is there a too trifling regard for the oblige 
tions of marriage on the part of young peo- 
ple today? Are the freedoms of courtship | 
be dep ored or prai ed? Are they to the 
of the state and the race, or at 

Has the color faded from th 
rainbow—has romance been hopelessly los 
from love? That Mrs. Harriman’s conside 
will be helpful to the young of today 

and the parents of the young—may bk 
assured from the m pathy, broad vision 
and depth of insight she brings to th 
subject.) 
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nized the face. I should have tried t 
newspaper offices—but that wouldnt be far 
to her.” 

Now, that seemed to me a pretty strane 
distinction between inquiry points—yes, and 
w:th the accent in the wrong place. 

“That girl's picture—to Police Headqui- 
ters!” 

Dexter Drake sighed. “I’m afraid, Hor 
ard, that you're not going to be of mo 
use to me in this case. Do you think, @ 
the Mammoth Hotel this evening, that you 
can assume that air of indifference which’ 
necessary to your réle? I shall be less ot 
spicuous myself if I have another mat- 
you—w.th me.” 

“You surely don’t think I'm in love w2 
the girl, Drake!” 

“No, my dear boy! 
thing.” 

Nobody knows better than I what a chi 
zlrous man Dexter Drake is. But he sm 
sentimental like me; that is why he cans 
people in danger . head is so cool. 3 

He told me that he had to go out aga 
after luncheon—more work on the cast; 
that I must be ready at half-past five fot 
my lesson in disguising myself. 


\ the corner of Park — 

ning, our own mothers wow 

known us. Drake's virile dark thirty-nine 
years had become a well-preserved simty: 
hair was almost white; his drooping BY 
tache and short pointed beard were 
A deft line here and there had transi 
the upper part of his face. 

I too had aged somewhat—not an 
for Drake said that my youthful masaé 
would not go with a forty-year ® 
About thirty I seemed, when 


I don’t think any sud 


HEN Drake and I got into a ta @ 


" 
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“ 


grocer’s simple 
advice made my 


son a healthy boy” 


“For IVE MONTHS last year my seven-year-old son we 
sick I didn’t know what t 

“ Indigestion—lterrible intesti nal pain 
He suffered misery—looked so sallow and pale. 

“ And worst of all, nothing seemed to help. 

“Qne day my grocer Said to me, ‘Why don’t you give 
ate | It could not possibly hurt, 


Srequent nausea. 


Fieischmann’s Yeast a trial?’ 
I thought, sol told him he could deliver two Yeast cakes et ery 
day along with the other groceries. 

“That was on August 15th. Fimmy began taking them 
right away and in two weeks’ time he was showing an im- 
provement. His food began to digest. Soon his stomach 
gare him no more pain. He has got back his white skin and 
rosy cheeks. Today, thanks to my grocer’s simple advice, 
he is a healthy, robust boy.” 

Mrs. Jonn Gurney, San Jose, Cal f. 


HERE is nothing mysterious about Fleischmann’s 
Yeast—unlike medicines, yeast is simply a living 
plant—a fresh, corrective food. 
Tokeep well thedigestive tract must be kept 
clean and active. That is exactly what yeast 





does. It tends to counteract intestinal putre- 
faction, preventing the absorption of dan- 
gerous toxins by the body. It stimulates the 
sluggish muscles of elimination, gradually 
bringing complete release from constipation. 


Start today to eat your way back to health, 
to rid yourself of constipation and its at- 
tendant ills—indigestion, pimples and boils, 
and that constant feeling of weariness. 


All grocers have Fleischmann’s Yeast. Buy 
several days’ supply at a time and keep in a 
cool dry place. Write for a free copy of the 
latest booklet on Yeast for Health. Health 
Research Dept.M-40,The Fleischmann Com- 
pany, 701 Washington St., New York. 








This Easy Natural Way 
to feel yourself again 


Eat 3 cakes of Fleischmann’s Yeast 

regularly every day, one before 

each meal: just plain in small 

pieces, or on crackers, in fruit juice, 

4 milk or water. For constipation 
Physicians say it is best to dissolve it in hot water (not 
scalding) before meals and at bedtime. (Be sure that a 
regular time for evacuation is made habitual.) Dan- 
8erous. purgatives will gradually become unnecessary. 
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James Guiney and one of his sisters 
at their home in San Fosé, Calif. 


“SOME SIX YEARS AGO I became an airplane 
pilot. Sitting long hours in my plane, irregular 
meals, the constant strain of the work—told on me. 
After the first year 1 beganto be bothered with con- 
stipation. My system seemed to become more and 
more poisoned. This lasted for five years—in fact, 
until I begam eating Yeast. In three wéeks after I 
started with Yeast my system began to function 
regularly. After six weeks I éxperienced no more 
heartburn. Today I congider Yeast a part of my 
daily food.” R. F. Knox, Ft. Wayne, Ind. 


BELOW 
Mme. Dorotuy JArvDon, prima donna mezzo 
soprano of the Chicago Opera Company 


“THE DARK SIDE of operatic and concert work 
is the constant wear and tear on one’s complexion. 
Long train trips, changes in food—all had their 
damaging effect. Loss of color and that sallow look 
became most alarming. I was panic stricken. At 
this period a relative suggested Yeast. I ate it daily 
and my digestion showed improvement — and natu 
rally this was reflected in my face. My old energy 
returned. Now, when that sallow look threatens I 
use Fleischmann’s Yeast.” 


Dorotny Jarvon, New York 
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This digestive aid 
knows when 
to stop! 


O relieveafter-dinner distgss, many people 

takealkalies likesoda bicafbonateand prep- 
arations Containing it. a ~ ey get the relief 
they want, because these CHemicals neutralize 
the acidity that usually causes indigestion, 
heart-burn and flatulence. 


But the drawback to alkalies of this class is | 


that they don’t know when to “call ita day.” 
After they overcome the hyperacidity, they 
keep right on working. Unless you know ex- 


actly the right amount to take, they are apt to | 


alkalize the contents of the stomach. 


_ And that is a great handicap to normal diges- 
tion, for the stomach should be slightly acid 
(1-5 of 1 percent) properly to perform its work. 


Gastrogen Tablets are free 
from this objection 


The commendable thing about Gastrogen Tab- 
lets is that no matter how many you take, they 
do just one thing—neutralize the acidity that 
causes your discomfort. Then they stop. They 
can’t possibly alkalize your stomach. Any ex- 
cess that you might take simply passes harm- 
lessly and unchanged through the system. 


So, next time you feel uncomfortable after 
eating, try Gastrogen Tablets. They are mild, 
effective and 100 per cent harmless. They 
quickly quell digestive disturbance—within 15 
to 20 minutes. They are aromatically pleasant 


to taste, and they are surprisingly good for 


sweetening the breath. 


Your druggist has them in handy 
pocket tins of 15 tablets for 20c; also 
in cabinet size bottles of 60 tablets for 
60c. If you wish to try them before you 
buy them, send the coupon for free 
introductory packet of 6 tablets 


GASTROGEN 
OMblets 


© Bristol-Myers Co., 1926 


6G 
sn em 


| 


| I'm 


myself from head to foot in the long glass 
on the inside of the bathroom deor. My 
chestnut hair had something dark on it, 
which Drake said would wash off in the 
morning. Old Patchen had put it on with a 
toothbrush. He had also attached a small 
dark mustache to my upper lip. 

What is personality when it 
changed like that ? 

We wore our own evening-clothes, of 
course; but Drake’s walk and manner were 
those of a man of sixty. 

“Just forget you are different,” he told 
me; “behave as you always do, and leave 
everything else to me. If a very dark, fat 
man speaks to us, he’s the hotel detective 
at the Mammoth. He doesn’t know that 
watching a girl, though. I just told 
him I had a case. Don't you stare at Miss 
Carlin, Howard.” 

“You think that strange 


can be 


man may follow 





| her there?” I 


| She slipped off the cape 


asked. 

“I don't know. There are many things I 
don't know yet. But where Betty Carlin is 
present now, anything may happen.” 

It certainly was thrilling—almost 
thrilling 

I wanted to scratch my upper lip, but | 
didn't dare, not being certain just how ad 
hesive my mustache was 

“What will you do, Drake, if 
stranger comes up and speaks to her?” 

“Watch—without seeming to. But if I 
am on the right track, nothing whatever 
will happen tonight. I shall be interested 
enough in seeing that clever girl make her 
self charming to the wealthy old lady. You 
know danger has only appeared to her in 
West Forty-fifth Street She will not be 
looking for the emerald man elsewhere.” 


toc 


some 


HE rotunda of the Mammoth Hotel was 

brilliant with women in rainbow-colored 
gowns when we entered, a few minutes be 
fore seven. 

Pretty soon Betty Carlin walked in, “as if 
she owned the whole place.” It was a 
warm evening for May, and she wore a 
|light cape thrown over her evening-gown 
her gown was a 
lovely “creation,” I think they call it, of 
nile-green and silver. She was _ beautiful 
with her soft, long, fair hair in two braids 
wrapped round her small head. In that 
crowd of overpainted women and girls she 
looked like a water-lily 

Shyly she looked around her; then she 
saw her hostess, a very tall, rather bony 
woman of sixty-five. maybe, in a_ light 
gray evening-gown with a good many dia- 
monds in her elaborately waved gray hair, 
and on her corsage and fingers. 

The old lady did not gush over her, did 
not even shake hands with her—just took 
her arm and piloted her toward the dining 
The girl might have been a daughter, 
from whom she had parted five minutes 
before. I thought being so taken for granted 
poke well for Betty Carlin’s future 

Drake and J, in our disguises, followed 
them to the dining-room. 

Just outside the door the old lady grabbed 
a passing bellboy, snatched the cape from 
the girl’s arm, thrust it into the boy’s hand 
| “Take that up to my room, Eight-forty 
|six, remember, and tell the woman on the 
| hall to put it inside, on my bed.” 

She was a dominating person, 
Morrison of Kansas City. 

I heard her ask her waiter what his name 
was. Then she said to him: “My niec 
and I want a very nice dinner this evening, 
Léon. Will you help me choose it?” 

Yes, it was “Auntie” and “my niece” 
now. I told myself that Miss Carlin would 
not remain long in the beauty shop. 
| The little they said to each other was in 
' tones so low that I heard almost nothing of 
it, though our table was across the aisle 
from theirs. Miss Carlin was not exerting 
herself. She must have gauged Mrs. Morr‘son 


room. 


Mrs 
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as one 
chatter 

Nothing happened. Drake had said 
nothing would happen tonight, if he tha 
the right track. The dinner was Jon a 
out; then we followed them bed ae 
rotunda, where the old one smoked ae 
rettes and fanned herself 5 4 
not smoke — Carin a 

The concert was in the bs 
and it lasted two or three hows” maa 
interm:ssions. ‘ = 

Phen came the late supper. 

And then the old lady—s 
tireless and hardy speciensa ta 
back once more he rotunda, wlan 
ordered mineral water, and smoked mor 
cigarettes, and still fanned herself. 

She loved to order servants about. She 
must have sent five or six of them @ 
errands—bring this for me, bring that for 
my before she was ready to alli 
an evening 

But at last I heard her ask her companion 
if she was sleepy. It was one o'clock inte 
morning then, and there were few People 


remaining 

Yes, Auntie, just a wee bit sleepy,” 
= Miss Carlin, with an adorable sot 
smile that was well worth a b; 
hat or something 

We saw them enter the elevator, I ay 
was not sorry by that time to cal ita 
evening. 

Drake 
alter me, 

“That's 
observed. 

“What did you think it 
giraffe? She is—almost.” 

I must have been sleepy, for it was te 
seconds before I got the full sense of bs 
remark. Then I jumped. I grabbed his am 

“Why, what do you mean, Dexter Drake?” 

“Don't get excited In this case I take 
nothing for granted, not even old woma 
But we haven't wasted our evening. Thi 
was a very fine concert, Howard.” 

When we reached home, Drake wat 
down to his study and closed the door. fe 
was in there some time, talking over tk 
telephone 

I made Patchen wash that stuff of m 
hair, before 1 went to bed. 


who valued companionship MOTE the 


to 


niece 


himself into the taxiab 
banged the door. 
old woman, all right,” k 


threw 
and 
an 


would be? 4 


WW HEN I read in the newspapers th 
next morning that another dng 
jewel robbery had taken place on Lag 
Island the night before, I wondered if Ms 
Carlin’s emerald man was in that too. 

If he ever caught sight of Mrs. Mornsos 
diamonds! 

There was a startling feature about th 
second Long Island robbery. It was a 
the Rossthal’s new palace on the so 
Shore. Mrs. Rossthal was giving 4 gras 
ball; a special train had been chartered ia 
any of the New York guests who did a0 
care to motor so far; a traveling prince g'* 
added éclat to the function. The ball wis 
in full swing when suddenly, just belo 
midnight, every electric light in the grail 
house and the grounds went out. — 
darkness—pandemonium ot 
youthful _laughte 
a few candles we 
hal's young® 


Consternation- 
excited questions 
When, after some delay, 
found and lighted, Mrs. Rosst 
‘aughter was heard to gasp: 

“Mother! Your pearls! They 
your neck!” : 

Mrs. Rossthal’s pearls were — 

The New York newspapers print. 
accounts of the daring robbery, with pictu® 
of the new palace, the family, the — 
prince; and one paper pictured a long 5" 


of pearls. 
fens Dexter Drake had breakiast! 
early and gone out, before I was UP- 
As I dallied over my grapefruit, 
lating about last night’s sensatl 
which might have no connection 


and 


‘re not rou! 
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OTe thay eee cm Cis ics A Sa OP Rts 2 I had no idea of finishing the reading 
aid te or solving all the problems or taking 
Te all the lectures. I merely said to my 
g draw self: ‘These people have gathered to 
: gether some of the smartest brains in 
t; business and in university teaching 
; Ihey offer me those smart brains as 
upstair my staff of business advisers, at a price 
With the that is just nothing at all. I'll take 
“ ' their advisers and keep them here be 
med 4 ay . : side me; even if I look to them for th¢ 
the gr i ; answer to only one problem a month, | 
yo ai" , shall be making money.’ For in my 
business an idea doesn’t have to be a 
tt. _ | ~~ ; very big idea to show a handsome 
re ». ’ profit. 
. “So I call these books my ‘Cab 
inet,’” he concluded, pointing to the 
— ' ' case. “Here is my Secretary of the 
poked Treasury.” He pulled out Professor 
. Ady“ Walker’s volume on “Corporation 
sleepy.” ; ’ ’ Finance.” ‘And here is my Attorney 


be sat we General (Dean Sommer’s ‘Business 

: % Law’). And here is my Secretary of 

Commerce (the volumes on plant man 

Lita hi : , - agement and purchasing, accounting, 

Aig sales campaigns, and advertising). 

to ale Tat i Hardly a day goes by that I don’t con- 

ht,” | “s —. Meer ep oe sult them, and I can take you thru 

“4 this business and show you idea after 

> ae : , eM idea and plan after plan that has come 

was te . ae et aes SP to me from these tireless, unobtrusive 
business friends.” 


— 5 a a aa @ ie na « nf 
Drake? : a iP Py, id. f id This explains in a vivid way why 
| Bg A od eS. CN Sa Whore than 38,000 corporation presi- 


: lents have enrolled with the Institute 
+o and why they dip into the,Course 
e wet 3 m a inet" and Service for help whenever a new 
= problem comes up. 
heey : Re In the Course and Service are’S,271 
definite practical ideas and plans. 
For example, there are 


169 ideas on corporation finance 

























“ 513 ideas on accounting 
1 Low 174 ideas on office administration 
if Ms ‘ 182 ideas on credits and collec tions 
. F you could have, at your elbow, a The man who gave us this thought 647) ideas on advertising and sales pro- 
pris Secretary of the Treasury, a Secre- is the president of a successful cor- -_ carpal a 
tary of Commerce, and an Attor- poration. In a bookcase in his office, Se ae eee 
yut that ney General— almost at his elbow. are the volumes Any one of these ideas may give you a 


was 2 fresh start at a most important moment. 


South If each one of them was a $100,000 of the Institute Course. Taken all together, they present the fruit 
5 grant man, devoting his time exclus ively to “T think you make an advertising of the experience of men who have built 
red for ° : tremendous successes in their particular 


' the advancement of your interests istake.”’ he said. ““when vy fe 
dd © W : mistake,” he said, “when you refer to fields. We should like to send you a little 
ce gat ould you feel safer in the sound- your service always as a Course. Men book that tells how this knowledge has been 
all ve hess of your business judgments? Do in my position know very well that so arranged and classified as to be immedi 





beior you think that opportunities might we need a course in executive training. ately useful to men of responsibility in the 
ee n h , : “RGR Hi business world. If you are such a man, we 
pben up which now catape you, & ither We are conscious of the big vacant cordially invite you to send for a com- 
jum 0 because you do not see them or have spaces in our stocks of knowledge. But plimentary copy today. 
ugh hot quite the courage and resources to we should never dare to 
¢5 wet take adv : ‘ 4 
oung’s antage of them? commit ourselves to a‘course)  p——— = ee ee ee ee ee ee 
Would you like to have such a Cab- because we know that we Ane XANDER HAMILTON INSTITUTE 
t rou! inet if you could have it at a cost of simply cannot find the time 852 Ast tor Place New York City 
a few ith i 
y ] cents a day: ? Naturally you to go thru with it. Send me the new revised edition of “Forging Ahead 
long vould. Any business man would. “When I enrclled with you, n Business,” which I may keep without charge 
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Pipe Smoker Finds 
the Right Tobacco 


for the Tropics 





Evidently, one of the problems of pipe 
smokers who live in the tropics is to 
find a tobacco that high temperature 
will not spoil. 


Mr. R. G. Rigg of Colombia, S. A., 
was happy to find that he could enjoy 
in South America the same _ tobacco 
that had been his favorite since 1908 
when he lived in Iowa. 

Read his letter: 

October 6, 1926 
Larus & Bro. Co. 
Richmond, Va., U. S. A. 


Gentlemen : 

Most all well-known tobaccos smoke 
well in a cold or temperate climate, but 
very few in a tropical climate. They 
are mostly too heavy, don’t seem to be 
blended right—at least that is my opin- 
ion gained from practical experience. 

However, Edgeworth is the: same in 
any climate. Again that is my opinion 


I cannot get the same plea 
any brand of tobacco that I 
Edgeworth, and I have tri 
and paid fancy prices too, 
real money to smoke import 
here; the import duty is ver 

Anyway, we cannot have ev 
would like in these countries, 
on to all the little pleasure 
Now you know why I smoke 

Yours respectfully, 
R. G. Rigg, 
Cartagena, Colombi4, 


tobaccos 
high. 
ything we 
so we hold 
possible. 
geworth. 


send you 
worth so that you may 
put it to the pipe test. 
If you like the sam- 
ples, you'll like Edge- 
worth wherever and 
whenever you buy it, 
for it never changes 
in quality. 
Write your name 
and address to 


Larus & Brother | 


Company, 8 

S. 21st Street, 

Richmond, Va. 
We'll be grate- 


ful for the name | 


and address of 
your tobacco dealer, too, if you care to 
add them. 

Edgeworth is sold in various sizes to 
suit the needs and means of all pur- 
chasers. Both Edgeworth Plug Slice and 
Edgeworth Ready-Rubbed are packed in 
small, pocket-size packages, in hand- 
some humidors holding a pound, and 
also in several handy inbetween sizes. 


To Retail Tobacco Merchants: If your 
jobber cannot supply you with Edge- 
worth, Larus & Brother Company will 
gladly send you prepaid by parcel post 
a one- or two-dozen carton of any size 
of Edgeworth Plug Slice of Edgeworth 
Ready-Rubbed for the same price you 
would pay the jobber. 

On your radio—tune in on oth Sta: | 


Richmond, Va.—the Edgeworth Sta- 
tion. Wave length 256 meters. 











with the theft of the Gorham emerald passed 
on to Miss Carlin, a distressing thought 
flashed through my mind. On the possible 
chance that the “strange-looking man” was 
trying to get hold of Betty Carlin as a 
means of approach to that wealthy old lady 
at the Mammoth, suppose he should steal 
the old lady’s diamonds some night when 
the girl was sleeping there in the next room 

steal them in such a way that the girl 
herself would be under suspicion! Her own 
story about the possession of that emerald 
would sound rather “fishy” to any police 
detective. A scoundrel might try to get 
hold of a girl by compromising her, making 
her afraid. 

Drake had said something the 
fore which stuck in my memory. “If Betty 
Carlin,” he said, “were not the honest girl 
that she seems to be, with that personality 
of hers she could have made one of the 
world’s great acventuresses. ’ 

It was true. Even old Patchen had char- 
acterized her as _ innocent-looking. With 
those big blue eyes of hers, she could have 
deceived any man alive, and most women—if 
she had not been innocent. 

If anybody could play on her imagination 
in the wrong way, enlist her on the wrong 
side of strange things might be 
done with her aid. It was painful to think 
about, for the girl had that rare and elusive 
quality called charm. 

To get my mind off the case, I wrote 
letters all the forenoon. About one o'clock 
Drake came home, and down to the study 
where I was sitting. I asked him if he had 
read the morning papers. 

“Oh, yes!” He sat down on the window- 
seat. “I just came up from Police Head- 
quarters. There has been a curious develop- 


night be- 


societ y, 


| ment in the Rossthal pearls sensation. A 


strange report has come to Headquarters 
from Bellevue Hospital—they are keeping it 
from the newspapers today, for good feasons. 
A blonde young woman,—when her paint 
was washed off—a blonde young woman 


| wearing a dark wig, was going along Thirty- 


fourth Street this morning when she was 


| stricken with appendicitis and was hurried 


to the hospital. The hospital nurses, sur- 
prised by the wig when they undressed her, 
were more than surprised when they found 
tied round her waist, between her dress and 
chemise, a long rope of pearls—the Rossthal 
pearls, they proved to be. The girl went to 
the operating table, refusing to give her 
name—it was one of those cases, you know, 
where delay might be fatal. What’s the 
matter with our young people, Howard? 
Do you know that the average criminal age 
is now twenty-two?” 

“Have you seen the girl?” I asked 

“Of course not. Nobody knows who she 
is. 

I asked him if he had made any progress 
in our own case. 

“Ves.” He looked at me fixedly. “And I 


must telephone.” 

H E came over and sat down to use his 
desk-phone, called up the Isis Beauty 

Shop, and asked if Miss Betty Carlin was 

there. 

“What's that? She hasn't been there to- 
day? You don’t know where she is? But 
have you telephoned her at her house? 
Thanks, thanks very much.” 

Drake then called the number of the girl's 
house, which she had given him. No, they 
had not seen her. She had left before seven 
the evening before, saying she would spend 
the night with a friend, and return today 
after business hours. 

“That's strange,” Drake said, “not going 
to work this morning.” 

“Why don’t you call up her old lady,” I 


| asked, “Mrs. Morrison, at the Mammoth?” 


“No, no, Howard! A man calling Miss 
Carlin at the hotel—that might give the 
whole thing away.” 
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It was Stupid of me,” | 
was so afraid the ol lady 
was mixed up in Something 


During luncheon Drake was Silent ang 
a I had learned not to bother hin 
with questions when he S » of 
pe ~ wes Soe ot those 

Just before the dessert was 
he pushed back his chair vith . 
sound, and rose from the table — 
he de 1 two a “Ae — ue Hospital 

eons there knoy 
me. I can’t get that girl out of my mind 

He turned and strode through the sitti 
roam, and a moment later I heard the rd 
of the apartment bang after him ‘ 

I could not help wondering—a painted 
blonde girl with stolen pearls round her 
waist, down there at the hospital; an 2 
painted blonde girl in our rooms here nigh: 
before last, with a stolen emerald fing oj 
great value. You know how the mind works 
how it links things together 

Drake did not return for several hours 

When he came in at last, Inspector Sorby 
was with him. That stocky, stolid servay 
of law and order, with the honest gray eyes 
and the kindly heart, had become a grai 
friend of mine. I shook hands with bin 
warmly. 

“Hello, youngster,” he said. “Coming with 
us?” 1 

“Of course—if you'll tell me where” 

“The girl is dead,” Dexter said gravel 
“While still dazed by the anesthetic, se 
was babbling about her real name bem 
Sadie Schloss, babbling about pearls, and 
diamonds and emeralds. But I would! 
torment a dying girl with questions abou 
her accomplices, even if the doctors could 
have permitted me to speak to her. I think 
the strange-looking young man will lie lov 
when he learns she is dead—we can't kep 
the case out of the morning papers. But 
come, Howard. We are going to th 
Mammoth Hotel now.” 


“Of course 
admitted. “She 
might know 
queer.” 


she 


NE of the many things the detective 
has taught me is not to talk to him 

about cases in open taxicabs, unless he begin 
it—on account of the driver, you know. He 
and Sorby were keeping secret, for a fe 
hours, the news of the finding of tk 
Rossthal pearls 

When we reached the Mammoth Hote 
Drake went straight to the elevator, am 
asked the man to stop at the eighth flor 
We had heard Mrs. Lee Morrison tel 
bellboy last night to take Betty Carlin’s ap 
to Eight-forty-six 

When we stepped out of the elevator # 
the eighth floor, Drake asked the woms! 
hall-attendant if Mrs. Morrison was in bt 
room, and the woman nodded. She did not 
ask what wanted. I wondered if thi 
dominating old lady had terrorized th 
whole staff of the hotel F 

Drake found the door numbered 846, a 
knocked on it. 

The door was opened by Mrs. Moms 
herself. When she saw the three of w-® 
course Sorby was in plain clothes,—she sa 
“Well, what do you want?” Pr 

“May we come in?” my friend ssh 
politely. “We heard that Miss Carlin 2 
staying with you.” 

“Oh!” She thought a moment. 
come in. Don't stand talking in t 

But when we were inside with t 
shut, she did not ask us to sit = “ 
just stood there, tall and angular, loo a 
over with her keen old blue eyes eee 
a plain black silk dress now, with a 10" 
white collar, and very few of her = - 
Her gray hair, though, was elaborately 
ranged. F 

An interesting face she had, ba 
asymmetrical, with a little twist “She had 8 
which gave her an ironic look. mt 
good many wrinkles—hard, deep ¥ 


we 


“Yes, ye 
he bal 
he dot 


She 












































lf you really knew about Princess Par 


powder youd surely try it 


HERE WE SHALL TRY TO GIVE THE FACTS. READ CAREFULLY-—-AND SEND FOR SAMPLE. 


powder that contains A/mond. Your accus- 


[om first place, Princess Pat is the only face 
tomed powders likely have a base of starch. 


This change of base in Princess Pat makes a 
completely different powder. Almond makes a 
more clinging powder than can possibly be 
obtained with starch as a base. 


So point one in favor of Princess Pat is that it 
stays om longer. Every woman will appreciate 
this advantage. 


Almond makes Princess Pat a softer rd 
powaer 
than can be produced with any other base. 
The softer a powder, the better its application. 


So point two in favor of Princess Pat is that it 
can be applied more smoothly, assuring the 
rand soft, velvety tone and texture which 

tely establishes Princess Pat as the choice 
of ultra fashionable women everywhere. 


A deciding factor in choosin wder is 
perfume. Will you like Princess en orig- 
inal fragrance? Yes. For it steals upon the 
senses subtly, elusively. Its appeal ie to 
delicacy, to the appreciation of finer things. It 


is sheer beauty, haunting wistfulness expressed 
10 perfume. 


So point bree in favor ot Princess Pat is per- 


fume of such universal charm that every woman 
is enraptured. 


Even beyond all these advantages, Princess 
Pat possesses a special virtue which should 
make every woman choose Princess Pat as her 
only powder. 


For Princess Pat Powder is good for the skin. 
Not merely harmless, mind you, but beneficigl! 
And once again the Almond in Princess Pat is 
to be credited—the Almond found in‘ no other 
face powder. 


You know how confidently you depend upon 
Almond in lotions and creams, how it soothes 
and beautifies, keeping the skin soft, pliant 
and naturally lovely. 


Almond in Princess Pat Face Powder has the 
selfsame properties. Fancy that! Instead of 
drying out your skin when you powder, you 
actually improve it. Constant use of Princess 
Pat Powder is one of the very best ways to 
correct and prevent coarse pores, blackheads 
and roughened skin texture. 


Princess Pat has been called “the powder 
your skin loves to feel."’ It is a most apt 
description; for the soft, velvety texture of 
Princess Pat és delightful—and défferent. 


‘Prin CESS “Pat 


PRINCESS PAT, LTD., CHICAGO, U. S. A. 


aoe Pat Ice Astringent is a splendid powder base cream. 
and refreshes the skin and keeps the pores of normal size. 


It vanishes instantly, 
You can try this 


(ream on the same plan as Powder. It must delight you, or your money will be returned, 


And now, if you have read carefully, learned 
the unusyal gdvantages of Princess Pat, and 
still do not send for a samiple! But why go on? 


Itis much more likely that you will want to 
go at once go your favorite toilette goods 
counter and secure aéox of Princess Pat Almond 
Base: Powder. If you do, and then are not more 
than delighted, your dealer is fully authorized 
by us to return the full purchase price. 


Get This Week End Set! 





The very popular Princess Pat Week End Set 
is offered for a limited time for this coupon and 
25¢ (coin). Only one to @ customer. Set con- 
tains easily a month's supply of Almond Base 
Powder and SIX other Princess Pat prepara- 
tions, including perfume. Packed in a beautifully 
decorated boudoir box. Please act prompily. 








PRINCESS PAT LTD. 
2709 S. Wells St., Dept. 1205, Chicago 
Enclosed find 25c for which send me the]| 
Princess Pat Week End Set. 





Name (Print) 





Street 














City and State .. 
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Never exactly 
‘ 
sick—never | 
entirely well 


When even parties seem a rag and 
daily duties leave you listless and let- | 
down— Auto-Intoxication mgy be wear- 
ing you out and sapping yoar strength. | 


ry 7 y 


Follow a woman through an average day. 

Think of her worries and cares, of her social | 
obligations and the hundred petty duties that | 
clamor persistently for her time and attention. 

Borrowing tomorrow's energy for today’s 
tasks, the busy wife and mother is a flagrant 
offender against the rules of careful eating, 
prudent exercise and those daily habits which 
she strives to implant in her family. 

Such neglect of Nature’s a-b-c’s of health | 
leads most frequently to stoppage of waste 
products in the intestines. And when waste 
materials do not quickly pass out of the body 
they ferment and set up poisons which are 
carried through the body by the blood — 
causing Auto-Intoxication (self-poisoning). 

Self-poisoning shows itself in dull head- 
aches, weariness, indigestion, irritability. It 
causes thousands of women to feel “never 
exactly sick, never entirely well.” 

To combat Auto-Intoxication, “stoppage” 
must be swept away. To do this Sal Hepatica 
is the safe and approved standby. Sal Hepatica 
stimulates the natural secretion of water in 
the intestines and flushes them clear. It is a 
delicately balanced combination of several 
salines with sodium phosphate, and the practi- 
cal equivalent of the “cure” at the famous 
springs of Europe. 

Dissolved in a tumblerful of water, Sal 
Hepatica makes a sparkling, palatable drink. 
You may take it on arising, or if you prefer, 
half an hour before any meal. 

Send for booklet telling about Auto-Intoxi- 
cation and its effect upon beauty and health. 
For booklet please address ; 

BRISTOL-MYERS CO. ey 
Dept. J-57, 71 West St. + 
New Yerk City 


| right up here, a 
| well, to 


| 


“You are Mrs. Morrison, aren't you?” 
Sorby asked. 

“Yes, yes. But Miss Carlin not here 
She went shopp'ng this morning. I wanted 
to rest in the middle of the day, but I told 
her to come back in the late afternoon. 
What do you want with her?” 


“Im sorry,” Drake said, “but 


1s 


we have 


| Some unpleasant news for you.” 


“Unpleasant news? Has anything hap- 
pened to the girl?” Her fell, and a 
strange look came into her cyes 

Then before I realized what was hap 
pening, Sorby had called her Kate Kimber 
and told her that she was arrested as an ac- 
cessory in the Rossthal pearl robbery 

“What the devil—” she snapped 

Sorby laughed 

“Diamond Kate! 
been wondering where you were. lost 
track of you, eighteen months just 
after you came-out of prison the last time.” 


lace 


We've 
We 


aco, 


Diamond Kate! 


WAS so astonished that I sank down in 
a chair, gazing open-mouthed at that 
well-known character. Diamond Kate! Of 
course I had heard of her—who had not? 
But what in the world 
She was making no 
away. Game, she was 
“Who are you ?” she 
never saw you before.” 
He told her h's name, and that 
a warrant, if she wanted to see it. 
“But your nerve!” the Inspector growled 
“How you ever dared to live here in this 
hotel! And say—what have you done to 
yourself? When a set of your fingerprints 
was turned in at Headquarters this morning 
—the house-detective here got them f 


futile efforts to get 


asked Sorby 


he had 


from 
your breakfast glass of orange juice—and we 
compared them with the prints of a lot of 
women star criminals, including Diamond 
Kate's, which they fitted, we sent a man 
sergeant who knows you 
masquerade as a window-cleaner 

e came back and declared that you were 
not Diamond Kate—that he never saw you 
before. But fingerprints cannot lie. You're 
yourself, all right.’ 

That amazing old woman laughed. Had 
she been arrested so many times that she 
took it as part of the day’s work? Drake 
told me afterward, though, that she was so 
clever she had probably not been caught 
in one per cent of her thefts, during the 
last forty years. 

“Sit down,” 
chairs enough.” 
big stuffed easy-chair 
I should not have been surprised if she 
had ordered tea—or tried to 

The Inspector was humoring her, though 
he watched like a hawk every motion she 
made. 

“Tell me, Kate,” he said, “what have you 
done to yourself, that nobody knows you? 
Been patronizing the beauty shops?” 

She gave a dry cackle. If it was acting, 
it was superb. “Not exactly,” she said. “I 
don’t deny I’m myself, no use with those 
fingerprints. It’s a shame, too. I was hav- 
ing such a good time. I'm innocent of this 
charge. What else have you got against 
me?” 

“Oh, conspiracy, I guess 
the young generation.” 

My heart skipped a beat. 
young! 

“T’ll tell you,” she said, “how I disguised 
myself. I had a nice job of plastic surgery 
done—not face-lifting, but face-transforma- 
tion, including a nice Roman bridge to my 
nose, and a set of crooked false teeth. But 
I haven’t been working again. I'm too old 
Also I’ve reformed. I've been living a quiet 
and innocent life.” 

“Ves,” Sorby growled, “training younger 
ones to steal for you.” 

“Can you prove that?” she asked, almost 
violently. 


she said. “Yes, there are 
And she seated herself in a 
The aplomb of her! 


Or corrupting 


Corrupting the 
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ORBY did not answer. 


Then 
over at Dexter Drake, who san ; 
her fixedly, and asked him who eo 


When he told Was, 
went up. her eyebrors 


Not a word—yet abo 
Schloss. " ae — Sate 
“The hotel people tell me,” Drake 
“that you have a niece living ber oe 
you now—off and on.” 

That did shake her poise a bit I cou 
see she was thinking hard—thinking qui 
But she her tack, and sailed in: 

“If you mean Betty Carlin, why, 
girl wouldn't harm a fly. It would be j 
ne a kitten if you make re 
trouble Now,” she asked Kean 
{ telephone my lawyer?” sulle, “cm 

Sorby’s big fleshy face turned g brick 
red. His chin went down in his collar 
“Not just now,” he said firmly, “Yojp 
not going to send out any cod yarings 
your confederates not while vail . 
hands. There's a nice little story of bow 
you did that, once before.” 

She did not seem to find the charge worth 
inswering. But I could see from her face 
that there was something on her min- 
something beyond the crude fact of be 


irrest 
she said suddenly 


her his name, 


chose 


that 


‘The girl is a child’ 
“She doesn't even know—you see, she ist 
my real niece. I just took a faney to be, 
sort ot adopted her.” 

“When?” asked the inexorable Drake 

She thought best not to answer tht 
Then Sorby broke in: 


“You've been wearing a good many d 


monds around the hotel.’ 

She shrugged her shoulders. “Thow? 
Paste! If I had any real stones, Pd tak 
better care of them.’ 

Sorby muttered: “We know that your 
got ‘em all right—hidden somewhere, enowh 
to live on for the rest of your life.” 

The woman was certainly listening ie 
something—or somebody. Her eyes woul 
wander to the now and then. 

I was very If I only knew wh 
Sadie Schloss was! I admitted it, then, 
myself—the doubt and uncertainty. | hi 
been more distressed by her efforts to shiel 
her “niece,” to make her out an innocent 
than I should have been by a show a 
heartless indifference. 


door 
uneasy 


FOU know Drake never tells me beior 
hand when he is going to arrest som 
body, for he says that my face is too litt 
under control. He had let the Inspector ¢ 
most of the talking with Diamond Kit 
Drake is not dainty-fingered where men # 
concerned, but I knew in this case & 
Sorby must have his police in the hotel 
I had wondered what the Inspector 
waiting for, but I think he was Sm 
enjoying the odd situation. Now he assed 
me to summon his men; they were row 
the bend in the hall to the left, he 
“You don’t need them,” the old wens 
told him, with an impatient tos o ™ 
head. “I wont make a fuss.” i 
And she did not. Perhaps she had 9" 
philosophical. Drake says that many . 
offenders make themselves quite at hom ® 
a jail. They are used to it ¥ 
But what a dramatic figure she 
Last night ordering the hotel servants ® 
bring this for me, bring that © 
niece—and now going out as 4 prisone! e 
I could not be sorry for that bari 
old creature. She had played a bad ee 
and lost—and she deserved much er 
she got, if she had really taught yo 
yeople to steal. ne 
Drake stayed behind in the room, o 
Sorby went off with his prisoner: do 
just opened my lips to say, Pe 
go from here?” when the doorkno 
Betty Carlin her arms 


bundles. 


entered, 
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They Ride in Safety and Comfort 
on Gum-Dipped Balloons 


And the ride is mighty welcome, too, espe- _ getting into position in the lines of cars, start- 


”? 


cially when the car is equipped with Firestone ing quickly at the signal “go,” stopping, 
Gum-Dipped Balloons. It is sure to be safe, shifting, parking—all with equal fadslity. 
comfortable and secure against delay. With added strength and flexibility, as a re- 
; Motoring nowadays, even in bad weather, _ sult of dipping the cords, of fhe carcags if) a 
is unquestionably safer, with the broad, rubber solution, Firestafe Balloons provide 
angular, Firestone safety tread under the all the economy is possibl¢ to’ build into 
four wheels. On wet, oily boulevards, tires. And you pay no more ‘for this eytra 
tough, rutted highways and steep hills, value. The nearby Firestone Dealgr is 
the woman at the wheel enjoys sure COn- Gp igk fully eq opal andle every tire feed 
trol of the car. She handles it with ease, of Qualiy withou ér tc you. 


MOST MILES PER DOLLAR 


irestone 


AMERICANS SHOULD PRODUCE THEIR OWN RUBBER . . . LXmreuSirutrd, 
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“Why,” Drake! Mr. 
Howard!” 

She just stood there for a moment with 
her back against the door she had closed 
behind her. 

“B-but—you ought not to come here! 
Whatever will Mrs. Morrison think?” 

Dexter Drake laughed. “That's all right, 
Miss Carlin,” he said. He relieved her of 
her bundles, which he threw onto a couch 
“Shopping?” he asked. “Old lady told you 
to take a day off from the beauty-shop 
gave you some money to buy things? But 
I think you don’t want them. Sit down, 
Miss Carlin.” 

She was by now in a state of speechless 
amazement. She sat down, staring at 
Drake with her big blue innocent eyes 

I was so glad to see that little blonde 
creature alive! I had been ashamed to ask 
Drake, before Sorby, the question which 
nagged at me. 

And there were other 
me as well—a good many. 

The girl did not faint when 
her that Mrs. Morrison was 
Kate, told her how we had watched 
together last night, in our disguises. 

“But what could such a woman want of 
me?” she cried. “I had nothing for her to 
steal. She’s just given me things—given and 
given.” 

Drake motioned toward 
side wall of the room. 

“Does that door lead into the room where 
you slept last night ?” 

“Yes. My evening-gown is still there, on 
the bed. I was just going to wrap it in 
paper, with these new things I bought today, 
and take them home. Mrs. Morrison told 
me not to bring a suitcase last night, that 
she would have a new outfit for me, a day 
outfit, everything to put on this morning.” 
And she indicated the little dark-blue silk 
dress she was wearing, the hat, and the 
smart little shoes. 

Drake opened that connecting door, and 
we went into the other room. He walked 
stra‘ght to the closet, tried the door. 

“Locked!” he said. “Are the bureau 
drawers locked too?” 

“Yes, all but the top one. 
was strange.” 

Drake generally carries a small metal ob- 
ject that he calls a “lock persuader,” and 
it did not take him long to open the closet 
door. Miss Carlin and I stood watching 
him. 

Into the closet he went. Then he reap- 
peared holding up a girl’s evening-dress on 
a wooden hanger, a “creation” of nile-green 
and silver, the exact duplicate of the dress 
Betty Carlin had worn the night before, and 
which now lay spread out on the bed before 
our eyes. 

“Of all things!” The girl rushed to Drake, 
examined the second nile-green dress. “B-but 
—why did she buy two—two just alike?” 


she gasped, “Mr. 


questions nagging 
Drake told 

Diamond 
them 


a door in the 


I thought it 


RAKE then brought from the closet a 
light cape—also the duplicate of Betty 

Carlin’s cape, which hung over a chair-back 

Her blue eyes were aflame with excitement 
now. 

“Whose clothes are these?” she demanded. 

“Why, that is evident. They belong to 
Sadie Schloss. Those locked bureau drawers 
also must be full of her things.” 

“Sadie—Schloss? But who is she?” 

“The girl who stole Mrs. Rossthal’s pearls 
last night, at the big ball on Long Island— 
Mrs. Morrison’s supposed niece. You, Miss 
Carlin, were unconsciously masquerading as 
the niece last night, from seven o'clock until 
one in the morning, in full view of scores 
of people—an alibi in reserve for Sadie the 
pearl-snatcher.” 

Miss Carlin dropped down on the nearest 
chair—speechless. 

I ran to the closet. 
hung there. 


A few other clothes 


I sad, “a duplicate of 
which Miss Carlin has 


“But I dont see,” 
that dark-blue silk 
on now.” 

“Ot course 
others, the 


answered. “The 
nile-green dress and the cape, 
were doubtless sent home by a messenger- 
boy last night. Of course the dark-blue one, 
the day dress, like the one Miss Carlin wiil 
wear when she is seen leav.ng the hotel 
the duplicate of that dress Sadie Schloss 
would have worn tonight, to be seen coming 
into the hotel, after Diamond Kate would 
have telephoned her that Miss Carlin had 
gone, and that the coast was clear for the 
other ‘niece’ to return.” 


not,’ Drake 


VV ILE h’s client was getting her breath, 
Drake put the things back in the 
closet and relocked the door. Then he came 
and stood in the middle of the room, look 
ing down at that bewildered girl in the 
chair. And he told her now about the 
dying Sadie in the hospital 

“You have certainly had an adventure, 
Miss Carlin, one of the strangest adventures 
a girl ever had! They would not have 
narmed you so long as you could be useful 
to them. Later, if you had become suspi 
cious, your life might have been in danger, 
certainly.” 

*“My—life? But why 
pale to the lips now 

“Don't you understand—yet ?” 
said, kindly. 

Then he 
Howard ?” 

I could not confess, in the presence of the 
girl, that I had not been sure—not all the 
time anyway—that her strange-looking man 
had not returned from Canada and passed 
on the pearls to her this morning, as he 
had passed on the emerald two weeks ago 
But I could admit something else, equally 
true 

“W-why,’ I stammered, “I did wonder if 
maybe Miss Carlin was—well, seeing things, 
that night on Fifth Avenue—seeing things 
that weren't there.” 

Drake looked at me 
ment in his dark eyes. 

“But of course,” he said, “the Doppel- 
gdnger that frowned and ran from Miss 
Carlin that night on Fifth Avenue was 
Sadie Schloss. They say that Nature never 
creates two faces precisely alike, but some- 
times she comes very near it—very. I could 
detect a few infinitesimal differences between 
the face of that dying girl in the hospital 
and the face of Miss Carlin. But to casual 
observers, like the waiters and door-men 
and bellboys and guests of this hotel, the 
two girls, when dressed precisely alike, would 
appear to be the same girl. The hotel door- 
man told me this morning that Mrs. Morri- 
son’s niece, in a light-green dress and a 
cape, went out and got into a taxi last 
night at a quarter to seven, but that she 
returned, in a taxi, at seven o'clock. Now, 
it was Miss Carlin he really saw, in dupli 
cates of the other girl's clothes, at seven 
o'clock, when she ‘just walked in as if she 
owned the whole place.’ That clever old 
woman would not let her bring a suitcase.” 

Drake then turned to the girl: “It is 
clear that when Diamond Kate first saw 
you in the beauty-shop, three weeks ago 
saw the close resemblance between you and 
her young pupil in theft, Sadie Schloss- 
she conceived a perfect alibi for her pupil 
in more and more daring thefts. Sadie, 
putting on her paint and dark wig in some 
place outside the hotel, could go anywhere, 
do anything, and so long as she was not 
bodily caught, she would have you as an 
alibi at the Mammoth. Oh, Diamond Kate 
must have trained the girl well! Only very 
light fingers could slip off those pearls un- 
detected. For Sadie to mix with that crowd 
as an uninvited guest, and then make her 
get-away, was also a difficult job. Who 
cut off the electric lights for her, what sig- 


why ?” she gasped, 


Drake 
‘And 


turned to me you, 


There was amaze- 
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nals were used, who the rest of the 
may be—those are questions for the po 
and no part of our case. My stock pale 
ficiently high at Headquarters just “an 
having located Kate. We did not tell x 
that Sadie was dead. She was tryi » 
the while to make us believe that ae 
the ‘niece, and she was nervously ‘wa om 
the door, fearing you might come in.” 
“But that man—that mz ? - 
the emerald?” = oe 
“Why, of course he 
gang, and he thought you were Sadie Di 
mond Kate would be too clever to let bin 
come near the hotel. He may have see 
you first through the bs auty-shop window 
then slipped you that note that YOU ough 
not to be where you were, meaning it ws 
too risky, no doubt His slipping that 
emerald into your hand makes me certain 
that Sadie herself was the one who disposed 
of the gang's stolen jewels, sold them 
some ‘fence.’ When the man sent you thy 
message that he had gone to Canada, be 
thought he was _ notifying Sadie, gi 
masquerading as the manicure gitl Betty 
Carlin Oh, he could easily find out the 
name. Diamond Kate would be mudh igs 
careful to let Sadie be seen on the street, 
talking with one of their gang. Baby 
cleverest criminal sometimes makes a mie 
take. She should have notified all berg 
ciate thieves that Sadie, like many fi 
people, had a double.” * 
The manicure’s eyes had grown wider and 
wider 
“Why, you wonderful man!” she 
But what made you suspect Mrs. 
—last night?” 


was one of ther 


E gave the girl an indulgent smi 
should have investigated any Sim 

whose attentions to you were $0 
But when I heard her repeating ‘my ‘leer 
o often, as if she were establishing jm 
identity, I had a link with the Dope 
ganger So I asked the hotel detective? 
Mrs. Morrison's niece had been living km 
with her for some time. He said ys 
Then I suggested the fingerprint test. A 
ready I had taken your photograph to Pole 
Headquarters, to see if your double ws 
known to them; but she wasn't. By tk 
way, Miss Carlin, you don't owe me any 
thing for professional services. And there 
a reward for that emerald—I will see the 
vou get it. It will help to assuage yor 
disappointment about the wealthy old lad 
Now do you want to take home the 
pretty things, bought with Diamond Kates 
money ?” 

There was a moment of hesitation; the 
she lifted proudly her little blonde head 

‘Do you think I would touch then- 
now ?” 

Yes, old Patchen’s 
lady” was honest 

“But Mr. Drake,” she said with a lite 
gasp, “it’s so queer, so very queer We 
that other girl dead, it’s just as if I * 
had been the real Doppelgdnger—not reat 
course, but you know what I mean 

Drake threw me a quick glance—he & 
lights in these curious twists. k 

“Ves,” he said to her, “it’s just as yy" 
had been. And even my friend Howat 
seems to have thought you were sa 
things that weren't there. You half believe 
it yourself. If that strange-looking mat ™ 
not slipped you the emerald, you po’ 
really have gone to a doctor instead of cos 
ing to see me. Doctors have their own 4 
cellent methods; but when a Doppelgen” 
frowns and runs from you, always —- 
a detective, to find out why.” ae WD 

Miss Carlin just stood there, looking © 
at him with her large round wondering © 
eyes. And how that old reprobate 
Kate would have laughed—even on - s 
to jail! And she would have laughed 
me, too. 


“innocent-looking yous 
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Not only are white teeth and firm, 
head fe Pink gums vital to charm and 


» them- beauty, but physical well-being 
often de ~pends upon their soundness. 
ng you 
| With the vital fascination of good 
ba lite fe health depending on them, it is 
er, With fundamental that you must guard 
I myst your teeth and gums. But how are 
ot rea you t k 
ox: © know the most effective 
he é method of protecting yourself? 
a. A. R. Squibb & Sons asked the 
"Howat _ profession of America to 
. oi - the problem. 50,000 dentists 
f bel tre requested to state briefly what 
bey ° on the greatest threat to 
ou mie tee 
of oo th and gums, and what was the 
1} 
- ow t means of combating it. 
pela a of the answers agree that 
ys const ou 
aon _— most frequently cause 
coking ; “ecay and irritated gums. 
ering bi! 9% of the answers state that the 
, Damon Most treache 
her rous decay and gum 
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DENTISTS SAY THIS TO BEAUTIFUL WOMEN 


chaun from the acids which 


infection occur at the place known 
as The Danger Line where teeth 
and gums —where a _ tooth- 
brush cannot reach. 
85% state that Milk of Magnesia 
best product to neutralize 
dangerous acids. 


meet 


is the 
these 

Squibb’s Dental Cream contains 
more than 50° of Squibb’s Milk 
of Magnesia in the most convenient 
and effective form. Each time you 
use it, tiny particles of the Milk of 


IU TBR S 
OE NTAL 
CREAM 


















HE ‘‘p 
RICELESS INGREDIENT’ OF EVERY PRODUCT IS THE HONOR 


sore gums 


ties. Consult your dentist at 
once every 
while use Squibb’s Dental Cream. 


AND 


Magnesia are forced into every pit 
and crevice where acids can form. 
There these particles neutralize the 
acids already present, and remain 
for a considerable time, to neutralize 
any new acids that may be formed. 


Squibb’ s Dental Cream ‘combines 
all the ingredients necessary for the 
correct care of your teeth and gums. 
It is a/sthordngh cleanser—leaves 
the teeth -heautifully white—re- 
lieves sensitive teeth and 
—contains no harsh grit. 


soothes 


Protect your health and beauty. 
Follow the advice of these authori- 
least 
six months, and mean- 
At all druggists—40c a tube. 


E. R. Squibb & Sons, New York 


—Chemists to the Medical Profes- 
sion since 1858. @ 1927 
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‘Beauty Ps Healths Reward 


Every woman knows the rewards of 
beauty—love and happiness — admi- 
ration wherever she goes. 

But not every woman knows that, 
nine times out of ten, beauty itself is 
the reward of health. 

Hence, the wise woman strives to 
attain the health that is the basis of 
all lasting beauty. She knows that one 
of the greatest enemies to health is 
the retaining of poisons in the blood. 


HEALTH Propucts CorpoRATION 





To protect herself she uses a simple 
and sure precaution. It’s Feen-a-mint, 
the Chewing Laxative. Feen-a-mint 
looks and tastes like a dainty chewing 
gum confection and contains a harm- 
less corrective-laxative prescribed by 
physicians, which quickly relieves 
internal inactivity. 

Feen-a-mint is an efficacious protector 
of health and beauty. 

A trial will prove its value to you. 


Newark, New JERSEY 
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The one is flexible and free, and able 
ditions as they exist, and to do 
fective to remedy them; the 
it sets up a Spurious 
daim to divine authority, and demands that 
the world conform. And the world, no 
longer to be terrified by bogies, laughs and 
goes its way. 

Intelligent laymen are ; 
fact that they know as much about God's 
will as do this element of the reactionary 
dergy, and this is a very healthy and hopeful 
condition. 

When people begin to take the responsibil- 
ity for their own moral decis.ons on their 
own shoulders, they will begin to be moral 
Theology, masquerading as divinely revealed 
religion, has forbidden them that right long 
enough; and it has thereby produced, quite 
without anybody intending it, a monstrous 
amount of ethical impotence, stupid conduct, 
cruelty, fear and asinine blundering on the 
part of human beings who would have done 
well enough if they had been taught to fol- 
low that inner craving, for what is just, 
right and beautiful, which is the common 
heritage of all of us. 

This is in no sense to be interpreted as 
an attack on the clergy themselves, but 
simply on the system they represent and are 
themselves the victims of. I know many 
ministers who heartily agree with what | 
have just said, and who are eager to change 
the spirit and import of pastoral work in 
these particulars. 

Those of the clergy who dissent from these 
ideas, and who cling to the old notions are, 
it seems to me, the victims of their training; 
and except for the fiery intolerance of some 
of them, I do not reproach them for that. 

It is natural for men to cling to what is 
old and tried. They see no spirit of adven- 
ture and high purpose in these new move- 
ments of society, but only folly and threat- 
ened disaster. They always tell you that 
Rome fell because she accepted what they 
claim were ideas like these. And it is char- 
acteristic of such minds that it never occurs 
to them to read history and find out from 
ompetent historians and economists why 
Rome fell. 

From start to finish I find in the thinking 
of such reactionaries not a spark of original 
ly or power of growth. They have nothing 
but a kind of stubbornness which might pass 
lor courage if it were not really a form of 
panic-stricken cowardice. But in saying this, 
et me again emphasize that I am here mak- 
mg no personal references; and though I 
speak plainly, it is, I hope, in no spirit of 
intolerance or rancor. 

It takes all kinds of men to make a world, 
and ninety per cent of the race have had 
their imaginations so stifled by the traditions 
around them that they inevitably become 
conservatives, a 
ee merrative is a person who clings to 

_ 18 ready-made, because he lacks the 
‘magination to create anything better; and he 
Fo . —_ and irresponsible all w ho 
oes thet b fancied security. He doesn't 
that the r nn pm a powder magazine, and 
ah on hes aca on whom he looks with 
~ aerene ¢ merely trying to get him 
merits he is of etter ‘ole—concerning whose 

» Of course, skeptical. 
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waking up to the 


MY, with Howe ended on a note 
t gave me something to think of, 
ch shed an added bit of light on 


and whi 
— I suggested that if he wanted 
lions all general exposure of these condi- 
; a. here was a good place to 
Dot, It te became panic-stricken on the 
always been my experience that 

Se of this kind, “law enforcement” is 


MORAL 

(Continued from page 75) 
not wanted if it involves a public scandcl in 
their church. He was extremely anxious that 
I should do nothing that would involve that 
risk. Nothing must be done that would in 
volve exposure, even though it might mean 
a cleaning up of the conditions. Better that 
things should go on as they were than that 
the facts become known. They would re 
flect on the church and they would discredit 
him, and their beloved pastor, and they 
would alienate many of the valued parish- 
ioners. 

For different reasons I was in entire accord 
with him that exposure in this case would do 
no good. My thought was that exposure 
would needlessly bring disgrace on people 
who could be set right without it. He, on 
the other hand, was thinking of the institu 
tional and social interests that would be in 
volved and more or less jeopardized. It was 
natural that he should feel so; and my ob 
ject in pointing it out here, is to show how 
closely it parallels certain other experiences I 
have had with people who denounce me as 
an encourager of immorality and a lax en 
forcer of justice, but who want to be shield 
ed themselves. As just observed, Mr. Howe 
was not the only one to throw his moral 
theories to the winds when it involved in 
terests in which he was personally con 
cerned. 

What I find all along the line is that 
on the slightest inducement of a_ personal 
sort, these stanch and conservative upholders 
of the established order, these shouters for 
morality and law-enforcement, stand on oc 
casion all too ready to evade the law. The 
law is all right—they are for it—but they 
don’t want it to touch them. It is always 
for the other fellow. And the worst of it Is 
that they are often guilty of unmitigated 
cruelty toward persons who overstep the 
bounds, and who happen to have no pull 
with them. They are like a certain judge I 
know who, I have pretty good evidence, hes 
a store of illegally owned bootleg liquor in 
his cellar, and who once sentenced to prison 
a washerwoman who had sold a quart of 
whisky in her home to a prohibition agent. 
She had been trapped to her doom. He is 
great for law-enforcement when it doesn't 
touch himself and his friends. 

In a certain large church in Denver there 
was a minister whom I liked very much 
He was a gentle, kindly man who was gen- 





“GOLDEN 
PAJAMAS” 


A new adventure of John 
Dreve, the gallant Virgin- 
ian exile whose fortunes 
we have followed with 
such interest in “The Star 
of the Glacier’ and “For 
New England, Home and 
Glory,” will be vividly de- 
sctibed in an early issue by 
that prince of story-tellers 


JAMES 


FRANCIS 
DWYER 
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u-nely trying to do his work in a way that 
would please his Master. He and I had al- 
ways been on friendly terms, but we had 
met only now and then. I knew that he 
had his doubts about my ideas of sex and sex 
conduct, though he approved unqualified!) 
oi certain other phases of my work. I may 
add that he numbered among his parishioners 
some very wealthy, powerful and important 
persons. 

With the encouragement, I believe, of some 
of these important persons, he preached a 
great many sermons about lawlessness in 
Denver. He said women and children were 
inadequately protected, and the courts did not 
enforce the law. And, as I have said, he 
was great for law-enforcement, let the light- 
ning strike where it would, high or low, rich 
or poor. He was a powerful and eloquent 
preacher; his sermons attracted much atten 
tion, and the newspapers gave them consid 
erable space on Monday mornings 

Now it chanced that while this min’‘ster 

let us call him the Reverend Jacob Fisk 
was thundering for law-enforcement, a most 
tragic thing happened. The young assistant 
minister of Dr. Fisk’s church was discovered 
in a serious offense, but the matter was 
hushed up, and the culprit left town 

All was quiet for the next s-x months 
Dr. Fisk dropped “law-enforcement” and 
talked of other matters. Then suddenly he 
began to gather steam. I had been guilty of 
more leniency; and he decided it was time 
to castigate me from the pulpit. I had not 
sent certain boys to prison, and he was going 
to ask why. 

A friend of mine, who was also a friend 
of Dr. Fisk, told me what was brewing. He 
added that Dr. Fisk seemed satisfied that it 
was his duty to do what he could to lessen 
my chances of winning the next election 
since he was sure I was becoming a dan 
gerous man. 

I thought a moment; then I asked my 
friend if he would not invite Dr. Fisk to 
meet me at his home that evening, that we 
might talk things over. He consented to 
this, and the meeting was arranged. When I 
got to the home of our common friend, | 
found the disciple of law and order looking 
a bit sheepish; for the sermon was to be 
preached the following night, and our friend 
had not known it was coming so quickly 

Later I learned that he had said to Dr 
Fisk: “Don't you think you had better talk 
with Judge Lindsey before you prepare that 
sermon? He might be able to explain some 
things.” 

“Not at all,” Fisk had answered. “I have 
all the necessary facts. I have been hearing 
about these sex cases and that there are no 
prosecutions. He puts these people on pro- 
bation instead of punishing them.” 

When we got together, he frankly ex- 
plained what he expected to say about me 
It was lively stuff. I countered with various 
explanations; but they made little impression 
on him. “The law must be enforced,” he 
said majestically, “regardless of your well- 
meaning theories.” 

“Then you would hold,” I suggested, “that 
punishment should be meted out regardless 
of the rank and position of those concerned, 
and that not only should they be punished, 
but also any who may dare to stand between 
them and the justice they deserve.” 

“Certainly. The law is the law. It 
be enforced.” 

“Has it ever occurred to *you,” I 
“that strict law-enforcement is impossible if 
you are to have even-handed justice? There 
are influences; for instance there is money 
The poor man can't afford a lawyer, or if 
he does, he may get one that isn’t worth his 
salt. The rich one may employ some man 


must 


said, 
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It’s a universal weakness 


AYBE you have observed that 
most of us are lazy even 
though we won't admit it. 

The woman in the picture, for 
instance. Still in bed at one o'clock in 
the afternoon, although she should 
have ordered tomorrow's groceries, 
had a shampoo, visited the dentist 


and exchanged some ourchases at the’ 


store. 

Study your own character for a 
moment. Ask yourself if you are 
always prompt about attending to 
the little tasks of life. 

It seems to be almost a universal 
failing to neglect them. And this 
applies particularly to tooth brushing 
—that necessary twice-a-day rite. In 
contemplating the task itself, we lose 
sight of the delightful and health 
giving after effects. 

Recognizing this human weakness 
we set about to create a dentifrice to 
meet it—a dentifrice for busy people, 
for tired people—even for lazy 
people. 

Now greater speed 


A dentifrice to clean teeth quicker 


*This specially prepared cleansing medium 
(according to tests based upon the scale 
of hardness scientists employ in studying 
mineral substances) is much softer than 
tooth enamel. Therefore, it cannot scratch 
or injure the enamel. 

At the same time it is harder than the 
tartar which accumulates and starts tooth 
decay. 
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than ever before. And clean them 
whiter. 

Our chemists created formula after 
formula. Three were selected. Each 
was tried by thousands. The result 
was noted. Then the most perfect of 
the three was chosen. 


Minimum Rubbing 


Now we offer it to you under the 
name, Listerine Tooth Paste. It pro- 
vides a maximum of cleansing* with 
a minimum of brushing. The job's 
over in a minute. But that clean, 
fresh feeling in the mouth lasts a 
long time. 


And only 25c 


Compare this dentifrice with any 
paste at any price. Once you use it, 
we will wager you'll be delighted 
with its results—and its economy. 
Lambert Pharmacal Company, St. 
Louis, U. S. A. 


P. S.—By the way, the 25c tube of 
Listerine Tooth Paste is a large one. 


LISTER 


COPYRIGHT 1927, LAMRERT PHARMACAL CO 
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TOOTH PASTE | 


-- Over in a minute 


“even for lazy people” 
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Have you a 


“YELLOW 
MASK”? 


B= ABSOLUTELY frank with your- 
self. 


Look in your mirror. If your teeth 
have a yellowish color, be it even faint, 
they are unlovely. Enamel is a brilliant 
ivory white—yours included. 


“I brush my teeth,” you protest. 
“Why can’t they be white?” 


Because only now has dental science 
successfully found the means of em- 
bodying in a pleasant, tasty tooth paste 
the one substance that will remove that 
unsightly yellowish tint. 

This substance is known as “Tri-Cal- 
cium Phosphate.’”’ Foremost dentists 
use it for cleaning teeth; yours, too, 
no doubt. And you know what a miracle 
of beauty he works with it. 

Of course, this substance can’t scratch 
or harm the softést tooth surface—or 
your dentist would never use it. 

The name of the den¢#frice with this 
marvelous ‘“Tri-Calciugfn,’) Phosphate” 
formula is ORPHOS {Tooth Paste. 
Your druggist has it no 


Says one degtist 


who uses ORPHOS in hidchair: “‘8 out 
of 10 patients ask whaf it is, stating 
that they have never had their teeth 
feel so absolutely clean| and smooth 
after a cleaning.” If on® usage does 
this, visualize the teet uty awaiting 
you using it morning ana night! Ex- 
change your “yellow mask” now for 
teeth with the sheen of polished pearls. 
Don’t wait. Buy a tube of ORPHOS to- 
day—or mail coupon for generous 20- 
Time Tube. 


FREE—20-Time Tube 


ORPHOS CO., 22 West 32nd St. 
New York City, Dept. R-1 








the mere weight of whose reputation can ol- 
ten bend a jury to his will. Even-handed 
justice, you can take it from me, is usually 
a myth; and we would perhaps get just as 
good an average of justice in this country, 
so far as our legal deserts go, if we all cast 
lots to see who was to go to prison and 
who was to stay out 

“Now, as to these sex cases, aS you call 
them—and these youthful offenders. I know 
that some of them are among our prominent 
and well-to-do people, and that others are 
very poor. Some are from families who are 
having a desperate struggle to exist, and 
punishment visited on them will only add 
to their miseries. 

“I, for one, don’t want to send these peo- 
ple to the penitentiary save in cases where 
rehabilitation seems hopeless otherwise 

“Now, my dear Fisk, let me make a sug- 
You go ahead and preach that ser- 
mon tomorrow. It may start something 
I'll profit by it. I'm willing to follow your 
advice and give your scheme of law-enforce 
ment a trial if you still think I should. I'll 
try hitting out.” 

“Well,” he said, evidently pleased, yet 
slightly puzzled at this sudden surrender on 
my part, “I do think you should use more 
severity, Judge—more severity. You can 
only teach these people by severe measures 
And when you do, you may be sure that I 
will be the first to commend you for it from 
the pulpit.” 

“All right, my dear Doctor,” I said cor- 
dially. “I'll do it. I believe in starting at 
the top in these matters, and in getting the 
fellows higher up first. They have much less 
excuse for wrongdoing than those who have 
never had any advantages in the way of 
education and right surroundings. Don't 
you agree that I should begin at the top?’ 

“By all means,” he said enthusiastically 
“Make an example of them. Be courageous 
and don’t care who you hit. Smite in the 
name of the Lord. There are times when it 
is necessary to forget the welfare of individ- 
uals and be stern.” 

“Quite so,’ I agreed. “I am glad to know 
that I shall have such enthusiastic support 
from you. Do you remember the assistant 
minister of your church, the one who left 





| church. Do you 











| name of the church was at stake. 


Denver so suddenly six months ago?” 
His form stiffened and his face flushed 


| “What do you know about that?” he de 
| manded. 


“I know all about it, and I know how the 
thing was hushed up.” 

“TI was never consulted,” he said 

“Oh, yes, you were consulted,” I retorted 
“You were consulted, but not by me. You 
were consulted by certain members of your 
remember? With your 
help and connivance, and that of certain of 
your influential parishioners, that fellow wa 
put on a train and shipped out. That much 
you know, and you were active in it; and 
that makes you accessory to the fact. I 
can't get him, but by heavens, Doctor Fisk 
I can get you; and Monday morning, after 
your sermon and a good night's rest, we will 
start to enforce the law by charging you 
with being accessory to his crime, for that’s 
exactly what you were in fact and in law 
Thus your prayer that the Lord make me 
see the error of my ways will have the 
immediate answer it seems to deserve.” 


E sat looking at me as if I had hit 
him between the eyes. His face went 


| white; his jaw dropped. “You don’t mean 


that!” he cried 
You know the good 
See what 
it would mean to the church—the awful 


that! You don't mean 
“You don’t understand. 


| scandal that would get out.” 


“Yes,” I said, “I suppose that is what 
every individual family feels; that is what 
every father and mother feels about their 
son or daughter. The law should be enforced; 
| but they should be excepted. And institu- 
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tions are like persons in that. Jy 
- its 
that you and your church should 100 bad 


have go; 
into this mess, isn't it? © Gotten 


For of Course 

may 1 ty indo, 
leaves no ‘room for coneiien eaforcene 
church or you ME either you 

“Now, my inclinations in the matter ap 
quite otherwise I am not threatening yyy 
I don’t want to charge you with being acces 
sory in the case of your assistant, because | 
know that though legally you are just thy, 
actually you are not. Nor are the parishion. 
ers, who helped you get rid of YOur assistant 
It was all natural and human. 1 would no 
more do you such an_ injustice than “you 
would do me the injustice of condemning m 
from the pulpit for not doing it. And » 
the Serpent of Evil swallows his own tail 
Doctor Fisk; and if you'll come over to my 
court some of these days, I'll show the nun. 
ber of ways in which he can be Made ty 
do it.” 

Dr. Fisk slowly reached for his hip pocket, 
from which he drew nothing more illega 
than a handkerchief. He mopped his broy 
and looked at me. “Great heavens!” by 
said. 

The saying that one touch of nature maks 
the whole world kin worked out very wel 
in this instance. Dr. Fisk and I soon fou 
ourselves talking more or less in the sam 
language from then on. I told him som 
stories of other similar cases I had deat 
with—among them, for example, the stor 
of a certain man in Denver who was put 
the grand jury that was going to clean w 
the situation. He went about breathing fir 
and slaughter and threats of what he would 
do. 

“Among the witnesses called,” I went o 
in narrating the story, “was a sixteen-yeu- 
old girl whom this fellow had himself ¢ 
duced. When she entered the room, hk 
thought that she had come to expose him 
among others, and driven by his guilty con 
science he made a dive for the door, an 
got himself excused from the grand juy 
later. The girl, as it happened, had s# 
come there to expose him, but to give other 
testimony, and she was immensely amused 
at his precipitate exit. She gave measpinited 
account of it later 

“He was very prominent, my dear Fst 
very prominent, and a certain big busines 
firm in this town would have been immens- 
ly distressed if one of its solid granite pills 
had proved to be crumbling sandstone. 41 
what is more, they would have gone to a) 
length to muzzle any effort to expose kim 
They would have had an undying grud 
against me if I had told on him. I knew 
all about it through my confidences with the 
girl, which I could not betray, $0 I never 
peeped—though he had it coming to bim, # 
view of his brazen hypocrisy in being wit 
ing to send to prison men no WOrS€ than be 
but who didn't happen to have his monty 

“That's what it comes down to all alone 
the line. Money and power in one form « 
another rise up to protect their own 
along the line. And what this cry lor vl 
enforcement on your part and on the part 
your brother-ministers really means, py 
you and they know it or not, Is that the 
are too often hounding the poor ane ™ 
ignorant, and are escorting the rich ane 
powerful into heaven over a broad, sm 
gold-paved street of respectability. hi 

“I don’t particularly blame them. ke 
human; and they are far from realizing 
true nature of the Beast, the respec 
Beast. But it is so. And these are the 
I think about when, with lies and = 
they attack me as an encourager of 
rality, a preacher of free love, an 

7. : . , ver at lawl 
of trial marriage, and a connive 
ness of all sorts. - 

“We all are the victims of conditiass 
my dear Fisk. I am blaming od 
my regard and respect for your P 
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The New 
Special Sedan 


Special Six Chassis 


$1485 


f. o. b. Factory 


— <7 
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Today’s Style-Trend in Body Design 


A Nash Contribution to American Body Craftsmanship 


From all aspects this new Nash body 
design portrayed by the Special Sedan 
pictured above constitutes a history- 
making forward step in American cre- 
ative body artistry. 


Unquestionably it will be the most 
sincerely imitated new development 
in the automobile industry. 


This striking new design, with its 
French-type roof, and arrestingly at- 
tractive rear body contour, is offered 
by Nash on both the Special Six and 
Advanced Six chassis. 


The Special Sedan on the Special Six 
chassis, displayed herewith, is superbly 


finished in a lustrous shade of /blae. 


Its invitingly luxurious interior is en- 
hanced with a real walnut steering 
wheel; and the imside window mould- 
ings, door panels, instrument board, 
and crowned panel above the instru- 
ment board are of walnut finish. 


The upholstery is genuine Chase Vel- 


‘mo Mohair Velvet, gray in tone, and 


heavily tufted. 


The larger Special Sedan on the Ad- 
vanced Six chassis enjoys the same 
extreme quality in fittings and appoint- 
ments and also has the big Nash 7-bear- 
ing motor—the world’s smoothest type. 
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Have You Any Right 
to Think of Writing? 


You have eyes to look with—but what do you 
see? Do you notice the little details that the 
average person overlooks? That's the first es- 
sential qualification for a writer. The N.I.A. 
Writing Aptitude Test will check up your powers 
of observation. 

How do you think?—logically?—construc- 
tively?—creatively? You must, if you would 
become a successful writer. The N.I.A. Test 
will make the nature of your mental processes 
clear. 

What about your emotions? Do you respond 
instinctively to the ‘‘high spots”’ in life or story? 

The Newspaper Institute of America, whose 
complete training in writing by the disciplinary 
Copy Desk method is now available to qualified 
beginners, will send you without cost or obliga- 
tion an interesting and instructive Test that will 
take your measure in all these essentials. 

Where Famous Authors Started 

The Copy Desk method of teaching, con- 
ceived and prepared by several of New York's 
star newspaper men, is based, not upon dry rules 
and abstract theories, but upon the actual busi- 
ness of writing, as practised by the most success- 
ful authors today. Nearly all of our leading 
short-story writers, novelists, magazine-feature 
experts, photo-playwrights, etc., credit their 
present success to their newspaper experience 

Newspaper Experience Boiled Down 

To acquire this training ordinarily requires 
years of time and effort. But you no longer hare 
to travel that long and difficult road-if, in the 
opinion of the N.I.A.-editors, you p@ssess the 
inherent qualificationsof which writersare made 
For now, in the privacy of your owmhome, in 
spare time, you may obtain from 4he Yewspaper 
Institute of America the aid Of egperienced 
copy-desk men, who will work with yqu indirid- 
ually, and guide you through the sam@phases of 
training that these famous authors rec@ved. 

Individual Instruction 

There is no classroom, mass instructipn at the 
N.1LA.; your problem is treated by itself. YYou are 
encouraged to develop your own backgrqund ac- 
cording to your talent and tastes. Mo i 
stead of calling for three or four years of study, 
N.I1.A. training may be completed in ‘cs. than 
one year. And the total cost is less than a month's 
living expenses at a resident college. 

The Newspaper Institute of America desires 
to get in touch with serious-minded men and 
women in whom the ambition to write is not 
just a fleeting fancy. To them it offers the free 
Writing Aptitude Test—a chance to reveal their 
qualifications to the editors of the Newspaper 
Institute. Frank criticism and honest help are 
assured. Send for a test. You'll enjoy filling it 
out. And no other single thing will do more to 
prove how much right you have to think of 
writing. Coupon below for convenience. 


Newspaper Institute of America, 
25 West 45th Street, New York 


Send me your Free Writing Aptitude Test and 
further information on Writing for Profit. 


Mr 
Mr} 
Miss 


Address . 
(No salesmen will call on you. 


11667 All correspondence confidential) 





|remains very high. even though I know the 
foibles of some persons in it. What do you 
think ?” 

“I wish,” he said slowly, “that we could 
be as frank as you are, and tell the truth 
I think I shall some day get the courage to 


| preach on that.” 


not to 
Too 
far 


pos 


“Good!” I said. “But be careful 
lose your job. We need you here 
many people regard facts, remember, as 
more offensive than crime. You can't 
sibly make yourself more offensive than by 


| telling the facts.” 


ISK looked at me with misery in his eyes 
“But why should it beso? They are good 
people. They mean all right. So do I 
What is this invisible thing that hems us in 


|}and keeps us earthbound, so to speak ?” 


“T can tell you one of the things it is,” I 
answered. “It doesn’t mean that society is 
corrupt, or that organizations like the church 
wink at corruption or wrongdoing It 
simply means that they have mapped out a 


| program which they themselves are unable 


to follow, and which, with very good reason 
they are unwilling to follow. The reason 
they can’t apply it is that something within 
them rebels when they come to the pinch 
This system of theological morality is more 
and more refusing to work; if you try to 
make it work, you destroy human beings, 
and you produce misery and injustice. We 
need a system based on love and kindness 
and tolerance and understanding; and these 
shouters for law-enforcement want that just 
as much as anybody, but they don’t know 
they want it. They haven't been trained to 
that way of thinking. 

“I could tell you many times as many 
experiences as [ have related, and perhaps 
it has seemed to you that these stories I 
have told you have been in the nature of so 
many shots at respectability, and at the hy- 
pocrisy of organizations that protect their 
own. Not at all. I am merely trying to 
show you what are the fruits of an unethical 
system of morals they uphold. They can't 
make a go of it. And when things go wrong, 
they have to step from under. If all the 
laws and traditions they want enforced could 
be enforced,—and if society would stand for 
such a tyranny,—this world would be a red- 
hot hell, and such a breeding-place for vice 
and crime as would make Sodom and Go 
morrah wholesome and desirable by compari- 
son. 

“Don’t infer that I am not for law-en- 
forcement. I am. But let the spirit and in- 
tent of the thing be different. People who 
come to me are glad to have the law en 
forced on them because it is applied in such 
a way as to save them and better them, and 
they know when I look them in the eye that 
such is my intention toward them. 

“Let the forces of society, I say, learn a 
lesson from their own hypocrisies. Let them 


THE 
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learn how evil is the thing 
their hypocrisies, and let 
this dead thing, and 
is alive and which i 
will but love it and 

“Above all, let's away from the dol 
try that worships the law, meen" 
whether a particle of sense went te ‘ 
making of it or not = 

“There are a lot of people, inside the } 
profession and out of it, who carry that ab 
surd worship in their hearts. and never te 
what buncombe it is. And then they a 
around and bewail the growing want of rm 
pect for law in this country. What do they 
expect, when they pass prohibition laws - 
bidding people to order their own conduct ‘ 
the use of alcohol; and ‘obscenity’ laws for. 
bidding them not to have ‘children 
they are married; and laws forbidding 
them to beget children if they are yp. 
married; and blue laws forbidding them 
to amuse themselves as they please o 
Sunday; and censorship laws telling then 
what they may not read, though they want 
to read it, or what they may not ‘see on 
the stage, even though they may want to se 
it 

“But why continue the list? The point i 
that you, and your church, and the othe 
various organizations I have mentioned, ar 
all of you lacking in respect for law becaus 
the law has gotten to a point where it ments 
so little respect. And the reason it merits 
so little respect is that its prohibitions ar 
idiotic, its punishments not curative bu 
vengeful, and its administration managed by 
the very same stupid traditions that mak 
the laws. I'm not speaking of all laws, mind 
you, but of those we, as a people, most ob- 
viously don’t want and don’t respect.” 


they avoid by 
them openly drop 
_ to something thy 
S able to grow if me 

cherish It. = 


get 


LEAVE my friend Fisk here. I don't 

he is converted; but I know he is inter 
ested. He too appears at the court now and 
then; and he hasn’t preached that sermon 
yet. And when he does hit out at me, as bh 
does now and then, he does it in moderation 
—and with a covert grin in my direction 

It was not long after this that I had m 
last visit with my friend Luther Burbank. | 
told him of my talk with Fisk. It was on 
of the stories I told him that led to bs 
exacting from me the promise that I pread 
his funeral sermon 

When I had finished the story, Burbank 
could hardly’ contain himself. He sprang 
his feet, fairly dancing with impatience 

“Why don’t you write that?” he ce 
“Why don’t you write that?” 

“Good heavens, man,” I said, “I have t 
hold my job and I have to live.” 

But here it is; and I dedicate it, for wh 
ever it may be worth, to the memory 0! 
man who, more than any other I have ever 
known, understood that whatever is at ont 
Natural and Beautiful is likely to be Gooe 


ADVENTURER 


(Continued from page 81) 


could speak and tell queer stories. Any 
one of them might hold adventure when 
you came to think of it. Supposing one got, 
say, to Odessa, and went out of the station 
and down a side turning, and opened the 
first unfastened door one came to, and 
went in. What then? Something, certainly. 
Something strange and moving; something 
different from Stockwell and Bedford Street. 
Suppose this was the side-street in Odessa, 
and that house opposite, all dark but with 
a light in the top room, were the house; 
and suppose one— 

At that point Adventure thrust out a fin- 
ger and lightly touched him, and beckoned 
him to follow. Out of the recesses of a 
yard, whose entrance he was passing, came 
a hiss, a series of hisses, the soft noise with 
tongue and teeth by which street-boys at- 


tract attention. He stopped short, startled, 
and went hot, as he always did when spokes 
to suddenly. He peered into the mam 
shadow of the yard. In it he could ee 
discern the figure of a man—®@ little maa 
shirt and trousers. His braces hung wid 
him, and he was supporting the trousers 
his hands, arms out. His hair was! oa 
The face could not be seen, but in « id 
ation the figure and attitude held a Hi” " 
something that turned the een 
stomach. What lay behind him m wal 
whether sheds or houses or emptiness “i 
not be seen, and before the bookkeepe ol 
begin guessing, = hiss was repeated; 
then a low whistle. . 

“Sst!” And then “Oy!” And then, soll 
“Mister! Oy! ‘Alf a mo’! 

“Eh ?” 
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Peace-of- Mind 


Under Woman’s Most Trying Hygienic Handicap 


Enjoy peace-of-mind under the most trying of 

hygienic handicaps 

tion, plus an end forever to the embarrassing 
problem of disposal 


—utter and absolute protec 


By E.ten J. Buckianp, Registered Nurse 


HEER frocks and gay gowns under diffi- 

cult hygienic conditions used to present 
a serious problem—women thus were handi- 
capped, both socially and in 
today, to the modern women, they come as 
the merest incident. 


business. But 


The old-time “sanitary pad,” hazardous and 
uncertain, has been supplanted with a protec- 
tion that is absolute. Wear lightest, filmiest 
things, dance, motor, go about for hours 


without a moment's thought or fear. 


KOTEX— What it does 
Unknown a few years ago, 8 in every 10 
women in the better walks of life have dis- 
carded the insecure “sani- 


Easy 
Disposal 


and 2 other 
important 


factors 





Disposed of as 
(7) aauies as tissue, 
No laundry 


Filled Cellucotton 
wadding, the world’s super- 


with 


absorbent, Kotex absorbs 


16 times its own weight in 
moisture. It is 5 times as absorbent as the 
ordinary cotton pad. 
It discards easily as tissue) No laundry 
no embarrassment of disposal. 
It also thoroughly deodorizes, and 
ends all fear of offending. 
True protection — 
+/times as absorbent as 
the ordinary cotton 


pads 


You obtain it at any drug or department 

without hesitancy, simply by saying “K 
Only Kotex itself is “like” Kobgx 

See that your@et the genuine KoteX’ It is 
the only sanitary napkin embodying the super- 
absorbent Cellucotton wadding. It is the 
only napkin made by this company. Only 
Kotex itself is “like” Kotex. 

You can obtain Kotex at better drug and 


department stores everywhere. Comes in sani- 








tary sealed packages of 12 in two sizes, the 
Regular and Kotex-Super. 


Kotex Company, 180 Obtain without em- 





tary pads” of yesterday 
and adopted Kotex. 


“Supplied also through vending 
mM rest-rooms by 


Disinfecting Co. 


barrassment, at any 
store,* simply by 
saying ‘‘Kotex.’ 


North Michigan Ave., 
Chicago, III. 


“Ask for them by name” 


KOTEX 


PROTECTS — DEODORIZES 


No laundry—discards as 
easily as a piece of tissue 


Kotex-Regular 


Kotex-Super 
65c per dozen i 


90c per dozen 
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cA Woman's Beauty 


Starts with 
HER LIPS 


Fashion decrees that the¥ must be 
rouged. 

Beauty decrees that the 
be natural 

Tangee lipstick satisfies bofh Beauty 
and Fashion—by giving lips Jhe warm, 
pulsating, blushrose glow of Youth, 
so rich in color, and yet so natural 
that it cannot be told from Nature's 
own. 

For Tangee is vastly different from 
any other lipstick. In an amazing way 
it changes color, as you put it on, 
from orange to rose and _ blends 
with your complexion You can 
give your lips just a suggestion of 
color, or make them a deep red—it de- 
pends only upon how firmly you run the 
little magic wand over your lips. .. . 

Ask for this astonishing lipstick to- 
day. And be sure tO see the name 
TANGEE on the box and the chic 
little gunmetal case . for no other 
lipstick in-the world has Tangee’s re- 
markable property of changing color 
to blend with every complexion. Per- 
manent. Price one dollar. On sale 
everywhere. 


ylor must 


Otucr Mopern Atps to Lovetiness 


Tanyee Créme Rouge $1, and Rouge 
Compact 75c, the same color magic for 
the cheeks; Tangee DAY cream and 
Tangee NIGHT Cream to improve and 
protect the complexion, $1 each; and 
Tanyee Face Powder, inthe five shades of 


Nature, $1. Prices 25c higher in Canada, 


Dept. 50, 


417 Fifth Ave., 
Please send me your 
- ye 
Set”—including Tangee Lipstick, Créme 
Face Powder, Day Cream and Night Cream 
enclose to cover cost of mailing 


New York. 
trial “‘Tangee 


20¢ 


Name 


The George W. Luft co, [A N G [ & 


Beauty 
Rouge, 


; € loud of 


| he turned 
| beth 





| what 


| doing of their own. 


| would 


“"*Ere. ‘Alf a mo. 

“What ?” 

‘Come in a minute. I can’t come outa the 
vard like this. I want yeh.” 

“Want me? Er—what 

“Come in!" The voice was husky, but 
urgent. “I want ya. It’s serious. Reely 
He took one hand from his trousers and 
waved it, miming. seriousness. “ ‘Ere 
guv nor. I say—" 

*“Well—er—what is it? Why don't you tell 
me what you want?” 

“I can't. Not ‘ere. 
I want yeh!” 

He turned away, confused ‘I—I'm sorry 
I—I'm in a hurry. I can't stop. I—” 

“No, -but Mister—my missus—” 

And then, as he turned away, he saw that 
the horrid crouching figure was moving to 
ward him out of the yard; and as it moved 
it began to run. His body went cold, and 
his face blue. “Here! Oy!” 

But he waited for no more. In that mo 
ment the yard seemed to fill itself with a 
fear that shrouded unnamable 
With one swift look behind him, 
and ran—ran down South Lam 
until his chest told him that he 

Mercifully he heard no follow- 
ing feet, and, looking back when near the 
“Swan,” he saw a vague thing, with two 
strings hanging behind it, slink back into the 


I want yeh.” 


Come ‘ere a minute 


things 


Road 


must stop. 


| yard. 


E hurried home to his lodgings in Stud 

ley Road, and when he got there he 
found himself stirred up and shaking. He 
sat down but he could not settle to his tea 
The incident overclouded every corner of his 
mind. 

It was lucky, he felt, that he'd had sense 
enough to run. It was smart of him to be 
dignified and determined, and not stop to 
debate the matter. A silly fellow would 


| have stopped, and listened to the nian, and 


into conversation, and into God knows 

afterwards. Chances were that he'd 
had a narrow escape from a very nasty affair 
He was almost going in when the man 
called—almost. If the man hadn't run at 
him, he would; and then, who knows what 
might have happened? That yard—he had 
never noticed it before; but the horror of it, 


got 


| the sheer horror of its dusk and that figure! 


What did he want? What game was he up 
to? Some criminal game, you might be sure, 
from his secrecy and his condition and being 
in that place. If he hadn't run he might have 
been in the thick of it by now: might even 
have been dead. You never knew. Queer 
things happened in London. He saw that 
yard as a cavern-mouth, the lair of desper 
ate men. At the thought that he might have 
got mixed up in some criminal affair, he 
went both hot and cold. 

There might have been a gang of them, 
who wanted him in there to cover up some 
He remembered a play 
he had seen, called “The Silver King,” where 
a man had been made drunk, and left with a 
dead body to be suspected of the murder 
They might have got him into a dark heuse 


MOONLIGHT 


peering out from romantics. I made a grasp 
at it. “How fast? I mean, how fast do you 
think you went on canals?” 

“Well—you can guess how fast a pair of 
horses could pull a good-sized boat. Or 
mules. I'd sit up on the back with Sam 
They had the cabin there. The top was flat 
-just a little flat-topped house. We'd 
watch the trees in the water. The willows 
hang down so you could pull the 
leaves off. My, it was green. The Middle 
West is about the loveliest place in the 
world in June, I guttess. The captain of the 
Ohio boat was a young man, not much 


ALL 
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or a dark shed down there, ; 

of things to him. You could be nea 
horrible ways in a dark house—maimed i 
haps, for life, or disfigured. Or they = 
have tried to get him in there to play = 
for a lot of money, and follow him = 
and wait outside his house for weak. 
he had paid. Or there might have oo 
private row on, and the police would ~ 
in, and he‘ would have been dine 
into it as one of them, and taken to cour, 
and his name and story printed in the pa s 
for people to laugh at his disgrace 7: 
might have been one of those gangs that be 
had read about that would get you drunk 
nd make you do something, and then black- 
mail you and terrorize you all your life. You 
never knew It was just in ways like that 
getting into talk with queer people, that 
men got drawn into messes that they om 
heard Supposing he had been 


come 


the last of 

fool enough to answer that man and g0 into 
the yard—it might have been the end oi 
everything that made life agreeable He 
might never have known another minutes 
peace 

The way the man had run at him... 
Clearly he had some guilty secret that he 
wanted to share or dispose of; anybody in 
his could that by his manner 
Speaking about his “missus” was, of course 
a blind. These crooks used any trick to get 
hold of people. Think of the dirty busines 
that might have happened—a dead woman- 
perhaps a dead child—perhaps a hoard oi 
stolen goods that they wanted to leave him 
Perhaps 

Ugh! He tried to shake off the memon 
but it wouldn't go. He felt too queer to 
take his usual glass at the little place round 
the corner, and at last, to escape from its 
oppression, he took down a book describing 
a journey from China to Lhasa in disguise 


senses see 


with 


HAT was six months ago. And now, 

whenever he is in company where ad- 
ventures are spoken of, his eye lights up, he 
nods wisely, and he thrusts a finger into the 
group with: “Ah—talking of adventures re 
minds me. You don’t need to go abroad for 
adventures. London’s full of ‘em. Give you 
an instance.” Then, with the ring of self 
conviction in his voice: “I had an adventure 
some time back. In an empty house. No 
far from here, neither. Really it's a wonder 
I'm alive today. I was coming down Vau 
hall Bridge Road, when a man came out ol 
a yard. It was night, mind you, and dark 
He came out of a yard and called me l 
went in. And he took me to an empty hous 
in that yard. And when he struck a match 
I see on the floor of the downstairs room 
the body of a woman, bleeding from the 
throat. He never spoke. Then two other 
men come in and they never spoke neither 
Well, when they came in, I saw there ws 
going to be trouble, and I turned to bolt 
went out and they cam 
em! In the dark! I sh 
struggle as long as I hive 
and I'll tell you abou 


And then the match 
for me. Three of 

never forget that 

Have one with me, 
— 


THE WAY 


He was full of fun. Wei 
and he'd play on t 
And we'd sii 
He'd sits 
all join in the chorus 


older than Sam 
ali sit out there nights, 
guitar. He played real well. 
Sam had a fine baritone voice 
the verses, and we'd 

Once more I tried for sp 
were the accommodations? 
able ?” 

“They were all 
you'd call them 
they were good enough.” 

“Food ?” 

“Tt all 


slow smile. 


ecifications. “How 


Beds comfort: 


right. I don't suppose 
anything wonderful, 


good ‘ 


we 


tasted 
on We 





Red Book M agazine 


Send 10c (coin or stamps) to cover 
mailing costs for beautifully illustrat- 
ed, helpful book: How to Care for 
Flowers. Society of American Flo- 


tists, 247 Park Ave., 


New York City 


“...,... the flowers you sent 
are simply won-der-ful.....a per- 
fect match for the new dress! You do 
think of the nicest things..... I 
love you for always remembering 
“i to forget . " 

No matter where you are, you can 


Soy 
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nd he said it with CHowers 


always wire flowers. This service 
was instituted by the Florists 
Telegraph Delivery Association, 
comprising thousands of bonded 
members in the United,States and 
Canada. They send flowers to all 
parts of the world: 


Haver 
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Lightning Strikes: 
Lives Saved 


660" home was crowded 
with a house party. Two 
college boys consented to 
sleep in the attic whe 


struck, setting fi 
stairs. 

“Those two helpléss boys 
were our first t 
quickly seized our 
Extinguisher, ed liquid 
into the blaze Th fire was 
instantly out a 
boys were save 


How can anyone afford to be unpro- 
tected against sudden fires? Buy 
Fire Extinguisher protection today. 


IMPROVED 


FIRE 
EXTINGUISHER 
KILLS FIRE—SAVES LIFE 
PYRENE MANUFACTURING CO., Newark, N. J. 


CAUTION: Use only Gm Fire Extinguishing 
L with ire Extinguishers 





Stop “Touching Up” 


Face powders are passé. At the 


slightest excuse they streak, 
blotch and look spotty. Try the 
“24 hour complexion.” It gives 
your skin a touch of bewitching, 
seductive beauty that remains 
throughout the day, as fresh and 
fascinating as when first ap- 
plied. One day’s use will show 
you how superior it is to face 
powders. 


GOURAUD'S 


RIENT, 
CREAM’ 


Sc-14 Send 10c. for Trial Size 
Ferd. T. Hopkins & Son, New York City 
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were pretty happy, you know, just t “How long?” she repeated 
alone on our honeymoon. And going long—not long enouch.” 
big adventure like that.” “A month?” I pers 

I grinned. “I should say so. Now, tell Yes—a month mebbx 
me, Gramma, how long did it take you glasses, and peered past me 
from Utica to Coshocton ?” Then, with the utmost simplicity 

She didn’t answer | viet And t' en em 
heard I repeated n y 


We 
be let 
oll on a 


“Oh, not yer 
Sted 


She took off } 


1} noht he 
NOUcHe snc 


question 


on, 


the way’ 


hadn't she added 


4S Moonligh 


crescendo all 


OF THE “yY” 


(Continued from page 96 


MONTY BENCH 


the crap him and hole in the ear, or a slit where it'd } 

seemed forgotten, and the caught on a snag and was pulled a ben 
talking together even if the lag did lay on, look es Pr 
hide that’s left wth a brand, in 
sure be pickin > lor a cattle rustler ain 
along, take off that little tag. put on ar 
earmark and then slap h’s running inn @ 
that critter’s ribs. With all that done. y ua 
even 1S your evidence that that critter ever - 
yours ? 


Even short 


had 
often 


used to 
Bearpaw’'d 
two was seen 

UT with all the peace that seemed to be 

with the outfit we wasn't forgetting tha 
His Lordship still had it in his mind to 
change things to his plans. He was doing a 
lot of studying and figgering, 
though he kept quiet and acted more sociable 
we knowed that most any time he'd be up 
with some new idea. And sure enough here 
he come with one one day 
It was the last day of the 

We'd covered the whole range, 
wagon was on the turn, back for the 
We was branding that spring's last 
and His Lordship had been there to 
see it done 
“Well, that’s the last 
}as he pulled the branding-irons out of 
| fire 
“And I'm glad of that,” chips in His Lord 
ship as he watched the calf get up and lope 
|}away towards his mammy 
“I never did like the idea of 

he goes on. “It seems unnecessary and cruel 
and I hope that in the next round-up we 
have we can think of some other way of 
marking the animals.” 

Bearpaw looked under his hat-brim at the 
}few of us that was around and winked, the 
| Same as to say: “It’s come.” Then he turned 
towards His Lordship and asked 

“And how are you going to do that? 

“Well, there ought to be some way,” 
| His Lordship. “I've thought of a few, such aryeer 3 me 
las keeping the cattle under fence, or just And if it'll help you any,” says th 

eeping r . : ~s 

lea ieee tin diet enon cowboy as a wind-up, “I'd like to inform 
as is you that the cow-business has been improve 

“That sounds all right, all it can, and by experienced men whe 
“but it don’t work so good growed up in ‘ If vou was to d 
|a critter’s ear has been tried on the range, 2). pea ig vou'd find veu'd heave Ol 
}and so has other schemes to eliminate brand nome etd deem “it “4 » few, give them ex 

ing, and the only result that ever got was 5 oon met o tenn. eel stn veur fase 
a lot of cattle missing and a few losing law ar eats ~~ cate hes. and farms, iria- 
on account somebody appropriated tien ditches. and a It wouldn't bea 
‘ , is cow-outfit no more.” 

“Supposing for instance,’ went on Bear It struck us as sort of comical the wa 
paw, getting interested in the subject, “that His Lordship was taking it all, and stilt 
you was walking on some street with a was sad too. We {elt ane for him, ina 
| pocket full of twenty-dollar gold preces, and way, ‘cause it don’t make a feller feel good 
you happened to run acrost another gold- ,, have all his plans scatter four ways, ad 
piece a-laying right there on the sidewalk, ¢.) gat the wav His Lordship’s had. 
wouldn't you naturally think it was yours? “But - ——- Be irpaw, after His Lordship 
Well, it works the same way with range p44 gone “it m aaa to reason that a 
stock. When a cow-man rides out on his... outfit can't be run the way he wants te 
range and spots a critter with big long ears it'd be like trving to row a boat on th 
him, and no brand on its hide Red Desert” . 
he’s going to whistle through his teeth at 
the sight and wonder how in the sambhill 
he ever happened to miss that critter. He ll 
naturally think it’s his whether it is or not 
and he wont lose no time dabbing his line 
on that parcel of beef and putting his iron 
on it; then he don’t have to doubt whether 
it is his or not. The cow-man that 
that is a good business man. He's not cheat 
ing anybody, no more than you would when 
you p-ck up that twenty-dollar gold-piece on 
the sidewalk.” 

“But,” says His Lordship, “what about the 
tag on the animal's ear? Wouldn't that iden 
tify it?” 

“Sure it would, if the tag would stay 
there, but as a rule it don't,” says Bear- 
paw. “Cattle rub ’em off, and there’s noth 
ing to show a tag ever was there only a little 


and 


“Bah Jove, that soun 
His Lordship. He thought on the subject 
a spell and then he played his last card. 
The only safe way, then,” he says, “woul 
to fence the country and keep all the at. 
Inside 
You 


want to spend 


is reasonable,” Says 


round 
and th be 
h ' Lie 


ome 


spring 
up 
couldn't do that very well unks 
isands of dollars o 
Your lar scattering, and a 
lot of it aint 1 h fencing on account 
too many acres to carry a citte 
t only as open range. Then 
don't always hold cattle: and 
1 Stull ever got out 
nd mixed in wit yutside cattle, I'm 
thinking a good many em would be bear 
ing somebody's iron mighty quick and youd 
ve left without a lot of cattle.” 
Another one of His Lordship’s plans had 
against a snag and evaporated int 
thin air; he wasn't taking it very good-m- 
tured, either, and as he turned to walk away 
he was heard to say one little word 
“Hell!” 
We was surprised at the 
trom His Highness, 


ranch 


| calves, you 


fences 
one,” says Bearpaw 


the takes 


through, 
again, a 
it any of 


and is 
fence 
your 


branding 


run up 


sound of sucha 
- word and Bearpaw 


says Bearpaw 
Putting a tag in 


the game 


suits 
‘em 


a-Staring at 


“I’HAT was easy for us to agree to, bi 

not for His Lordship. We could see he 
tried to take it all good-natured, but it 
hard for him to hide his feelings sometime 
He rode by himself most of the way the nest 
day as the round-up wagon and remudé 
headed for the home ranch, and when ¥ 
got there, he unsaddled his horse and hit for 
the big house without saying much 


There he sort of hid hisself, and it wS* 
couple of days before we seen enough o 
him to talk to. That day he stopped ue 
fab a spell with Bearpaw and then got , 
a big car, telling the cowboy he was gos 


does 


to town 

“Is there anything 
bring out?” he asks 
engine 


we need that ] a 
as he speeded up 
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ell unless 
lollars on 
g, and a 
ccount it 
a cite 
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F such a 
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s, and 


yrdship 
that 4 


rhe Red Book Magazine 


Pace 129 


he same delicious magic 
you loved in costly French Soaps 


From France comes the 
gift of a SMOOTH SKIN 


French soap — for the satin-smooth 
skinthatis theParisienne'sloveliness! 
But imported soaps were so horribly 
costly! You just couldn't use them ex- 
cept as a treat. 

So you wrote us—literally thousands 
of you—"Oh do make us a soap for per- 
sonal use as exquisite as French soap but 
please, not so expensive. A soap to caress 
our skin, luxurious, charming.” 

And we made Lux Toilet Soap. Made 
it quite differently from the white soaps 
you are used to. 

Made it by the very method France 
developed and uses for her finest toilet 
saps. For centuries the whole world 
has looked to France for fine toilet soaps. 
For France knew that all her incompar- 


Vers longed for the luxury of fine 




















qt tends your skin the true French way 


able cosmetics are of little use unless 

the skin itself is smooth, exquisite. 
Your white fingers, pink-tipped, de- 

lighted, recognize Lux Toilet Soap in 


Yesterday: -50* for a French 
toilet soap Joday «+ the same 
luxury for: -10* 


stantly as true savon de toilette, made 
the famous French way. 


Firm, fine-textured, snowy, Lux Toilet 
Soap tends your skin the true French 
way. Its caressing, instant lather (even 
hard water can't quell it) gives you that 
same luxurious, cared for feeling you 
adored after costly imported soap. Its 
evasive fragrance, like the Bois in Spring- 
time! You do feel more exquisite, love- 
lier—more gaily ready to captivate the 
world, 


RANCE with her passion for perfec- 

tion—America with her genius fr 
Achievement make Lux Toilet Soap, the 
new savon de tdilette,at just ten'cents! All 
the family may use this délicious soap. 

Firm, generous, Lax Toilet Soap is in 
your hands, in your deep delicious bath, 
proudly in your lovely bath room and 
you know you aré not extravagant! 


Lever Bros. Co., Cambridge, Mass. 


























ffl 


Qavil 


i. 





4 
CU 


My 
K 







































































Instant lather even where water is hard 








You do feel more exquisite, charming 
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Healthy hair is young looking and can 


Lifeless 
thinning 
hair is sick 


HINNING hair needs special 

care to regain normal health. 
Dandruff will never leave you un- 
less you definitely combat it. Un- 
checked, either of these leads 
gradually to baldness. 

Yet you can restore your hair to 
health even if these ills have long 
been sapping its viger: 

EVERY MORNING moisten the hair and 
scalp generously with Ed. Pinaud’s Eau de 
Quinine. Then with the fingers pressed 
down firmly, move the scalp vigorously in 
every direction, working the tonic thor- 
oughly into every inch of the scalp. Comb 
and brush your hair while still moist. It will 
lie smoothly just the way you want it. 

This treatment leaves your scalp tin- 
gling with new vitality. Used regularly 
it destroys dandruff infection and stim- 
ulates hair-nourishing circulation. 

Get Pinaud’s Eau de Quinine at any 
drug or department store today. Look 
for the signature of Ed. Pinaud on 
every bottle. Pinaud Incorporated, 
220 East 21st Street, New York—sole 
distributors for Parfumerie Ed. Pinaud, 
Paris. 


ED. PINAUD’S 


Eau de Quinine 





} face and 


| little 





general 


“Well, you can bring out some salt if you 
want,” says Bearpaw. “It'd save sending a 
wagon in, and the thoroughbred herd is need 
ing of some mighty bad.” 

He said he would, and away he went 
A few days went by, and when His Lord- 
ship came back, most of the boys was scat 
tered out to different cow-camps of the 
Y-Bench range, riding line and branding up 
the few calves that'd been missed A few had 
quit with the idea of taking on a few con 
tests and rodeos during the summer, and 
outside of Bearpaw, there was only myself 
and another rider left at the home ranch 
We was breaking horses 

The three of us, and a few ranch hands 
was coming out of the cook-house when we 
see His Lordship driving up. As he drove 


| his car close to us and stopped, we noticed 


he looked peeved again 

“These cattle towns don't seem very well 
aware of the needs of the country around 
them,” he begins. “I've gone to every drug 
store in two towns to get the amount of 
salts necessary for the cattle, bought out all 
I could find, and had to back with 
only fifty pounds of the bally stuff.” 

“Did you say salts?” asks Bearpaw, 
ing at him 

“Why, yes,” says His Lordship 
that what you wanted?” 

We hardly believed what we 


come 


squint 


“Wasn't 


heard, and 


| the only natural thing to do then was to 


look in the car, and sure enough, the back 
end of it was loaded with packages and pack- 
ages of neat little red cardboard boxes, and 
on each and all of them was writing that 
told of the purity of the contents and a 
warning to “Beware of Inferior Brands.” 


EARPAW and me both stargazed at the 

loadful for a spell, and then we looked 

at one another. There was a roar from 

Bearpaw about then that must of echoed for 

four counties around, and that cowboy just 
plumb doubled up. 

We forgot all about 
would feel at us laughing that way, and 
right then we didn't care much. It was 
too good a joke to take serious, and the 
only one that was serious was His Lordship 
hisself. He couldn't understand and glared 
at us for a minute; then he got red in the 
drove away, madder than ever 

“I'm thinking,” says Bearpaw as we 
walked towards the corrals, still laughing 
“that His Nibbs don't just appreciate the 
joke.” 

Many days went past, and we didn’t get 
to see His Lordship no more. We figgered 
us a-laughing at him the way we had was a 
more than he could stand, and he'd 
just hit out to sort of live it down, but we 
was wrong. Old Jim Larsen rode in at the 
home ranch one evening and stayed the night 
with us, and he told us how His Lordship 
had come to his place and visited with him 


how His Lordship 


one whole day 


It seemed like, as old Jim said, that His 
Lordship was out to get information on the 
running of a cow-outfit. He had 


The Red Book Magazing 


been gathering that from old-timers around 
and from all indications was headed out 
visit a duke or something who like h lo 
had left his castle and bought 4 cows 

. 0Ug COW-Outft 
somewheres in Canada. This duke had been 
in the country many years; no doubt his en " 
riences would prove valuable to His Lordship 
A WHOLE month went by, then anothe 
. and yet no Lordship showed up Th 
fall work would soon be starting noy 
we hoped to see him back soon. but it Was 
away in the middle of September, with the 
remuda gathered, and the round-up ee 
with all hands present, ready to pull an 
before we see the big car of His Lordship’ 
make a dust towards the ranch ; 

The car came to a stop by the corna 
where us boys had been busy; His Lordship 
clambered out and he was packing ooh 
the likes of which we never thought we'd 
see on a face like his, and then he says 

Howdy, boys! That was another gy. 
prise. And he went on before we had 
chance to return his greeting 

“I've brought a couple of friends whic 
I'm sure you will all be glad to see again 
and I want to present them to you according 
to their position This gentleman,” he says 
is he opens the back door ol the car, ‘ 
the new superintendent of the Y-Bench, Mr 
Saunders, and this young man is Mr. Buy- 
tons, who has consented to take his forme 
job as the horse-wrangler for the same con- 
pany.” 

His Lordship stepped to one side, and 
there a-grinning from ear to ear stood ow 
old cow-foreman, who'd been let go wher 
His Lordship had took it onto hisself to han- 
dle the outfit ind beside our old foreman 
who now was promoted to superintendent 
stood “the kid,” our little horse-wrangler. 

To see them all a-standing there, along 
with realizing what their presence meant 
was sure a surprise to us, more so with the 
transformed features of His Lordship. 

We all stood around sort of paralyzed for 
a spell, and then Bearpaw took the lead, and 
we shook hands all around, His Lordship in 
cluded, and for the first time 

“The Y-Bench has had a very narrow 
escape,” says His Lordship as we all gath 
ered at the bunkhouse that night, “all de 
to my inexperience, and I am very gratefil 
to you boys for what you done to save it 
From now on I'm willing to resign as cow 
foreman and be only the interested owner, 
and if Bearpaw here will take the position 
I tried but failed to fill, I would be vey 
pleased.” 

Bearpaw stood up and spoke 

“And I'd be mighty pleased to accept 
Mr.—” He stopped 

“My name is Montgomery,” says Bs 
Lordship, “and I would like to have that 
remembered by all of you.” ; 

“All right, Monty,” says Bearpaw, gar 
ning. 

And from then on His Lordship was a 
ways spoke to and as Monty, on the ¥- 
Bench range 


ne 


and 


——— 








Courtney Ryley Cooper 
This hardy mountaineer writing-man has recently 
completed one of the best of his “high-country 
stories for you, an absorbing drama of life high 
up on the roof of the world, such as only he could 


write. Watch for it in an early issue under the title 


“A Pair of Skiis” 
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foR YOU, TOO,-THE ALLURE OF CHARM 


C/t doesnt cost much in money 


—or time. But 


its results are priceless 





More and more, beau- 
tifully groomed women 
areusing MELBA SKIN 
CLEANSER. Spread it 
generously over your 
face and neck! Let it 
penetrate into the pores 
and loosen all impuri- 
ties! Then remove with 
soft tissue or cloth using 
an upward, outward 
motion. Your skin takes 
na new, finer texture. 





Z 











MELBA Manicure Alps —transform 

dull finger tips into exquisite, shining 

ones. Cuticle Remover, Polishing Cake, 

Paste, or Liquid Polish —you'll find 

them as helpful at home ai to the pro- 
Sessional manicurist. 





OUR happiness, now 
—and in the future— 
depends on your care 
of yourself. Today, many 
women are caring, are using 
the very simple Melba téch- 
nique of being prettier than 
Nature éver made them. 
Don’t let other women 
get ahead of you when Life 
distributes her prizes! Be 
the wife still adored—the 
girl always invited! Read 
and follow these simple ways 
to loveliness—gained so 
easily by the use of Me/ba 
Ads to Charm! 





After the use of MELBA 
SKIN CLEANSER, /ove- 
liness is greatly en- 
hanced by a delica tefilm 
of Mertspa Lov’: 
Face PowDER—made 
in your very own tint 
to blend invisibly! The 
smart woman accents 
he rlips arusti all u ith 
Me tsa Lipstick and 
heightens her charm 


with Me.sBa Rouce. 








Mesa Tatcum after the bath, ‘‘flicked 
all over you with a big wooly puff’ 
to make yovr skin velvety, cool. Then 
Mesa Torret WATER sprinkled 
delicately—scented with the winsome 
**Low'me** odeur! 





Parvumerie CM ELBA mc. 


NEW YORK CHICAGO PARIS 


ELBA AIDS TO CHARM 
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With hair as neat 
as Father’s 


Moruer didn’t scold when she found 
George junior using Father’s Glo-Co. 
She knew that Glo-Co would help her 
active youngster Keep his stubborn, 
healthy hair in place. And she knew 
that Glo-Co fights dandruff. 

Teach the children to use Glo-Co— 
it will help them keep their hair vig- 
orous through the years. And wash 
their heads with Glo-Co Shampoo. 

Ask for Glo-Co and Glo-Co Sham- 
poo at your favorite drug store, de- 
partment store, or barber shop. If 
you have difficulty finding the prepa- 
rations, mail the coupon. 


GLO-CO 


LIQUID HAIR DRESSING 


GLO-CO COMPANY, Dept. D-5 
6511 McKinley Ave., Los Angeles, Calif. 


Enclosed find 10 cents for trial bottles of Glo-Co 
Liquid Hair Dressing and Glo-Co Shampoo. 


Name 


neil —iiinnees — 


~GORHAM 
SILVER 
s POLISH 


CAKE 
CLOTH 


£ 


Gorwa* 
Saver 
Poot 


HAROLD F. RITCHIE & CO., Inc. 
171 Madison Avenue New York 
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(Continued from page 


she 


com 


maneuver 
within 
business 


understand. The 
since it was well 
customs; but the 
going after the diamonds, anywhere, any- 
how, seemed to stick in that wrinkled old 
throat of hers. Obaba didn’t know what a 
diamond was, had never seen and 
though she must have heard Jacob tell the 
incredible story of the Russian yacht a hun 
dred times, to various unbelicving hearers, I 
do not think she had ever fairly grasped it 
Yet the miserly instincts of the old creature 
were all on the alert; blindly she understood 
that something of value was to be found 
and taken away from Runa Island, and she 
was all agog to keep it back 

I told her she would have her share, 
though she had no more right to a share 
than anybedy else had—I, or Dimmi, or the 
Soviet of Moscow; but it was findings keep 
ings, in this case. My promse went over 
her head like the wind over the palm trees 
She stuck it out that nobody was to 
looking for her property in her waters; and 
meantime the white-gold sun was climbing 
down and down the sky, and the lugger 
from Thursday Island, manned by colored 
divers with proper outfits, might prick up 
over the rim of the horizon and bear down 
upon us at any moment. 

I grew desperate at last. “Look here,” I 
told her, using the pigeon-Engl.sh that is so 
easy to talk and so hard to reproduce, “if 
you want to have Dimmi killed, you're going 
the right way about it. He and I mean to 
try for the necklace, whether you help or 
whether you don't. If you wont come along, 
your Dimmi will be eaten, ten to one. Have 
it your own way.” 

She flung her withered 
scarred head—the mut 
horribly—and called down 
on me. Then I knew 
given in. 


get her to 
understood, 


mon native ol 


one, 


above her 
showing 
native 


had 


arms 
linger 
curses in 
that at last she 


lated 


J E got the canoe, and went over to the 

place where, near twelve years before, 
the fair-haired girl had leaped to death. The 
story all fitted, when thought it out 
Storm in the night—dragging anchor—yacht 
blown out to sea, and later wrecked in Torres 
Straits; there couldn't have been any att mpt 
at recovery. If the necklace had ever been 
there, it was there stl]. And if the wretched 
Dimmi had not inherited h‘s father’s long 
tongue, the colored men of “T. I.”—so much 
better fitted than whites to disentangle the 
boasts and dreams, and tales, half-truths, 
whole lies, of colored folk, would not have 
anything about the matter, and we 
should have had time and opportunity to 
carry out our search in the enly safe, proper 
way. 

Well, as it was— 

“See here,” I lectured D'mmi, when we 
were stripped, and had moored the canoe 
just above the spot where, in three or four 
fathom, the red diamonds were supposed to 
lie, “we'll go over it again, to avoid mistakes 
Make this clear first—you are not to 
down, if you don’t like. I'd be glad of all 
the help I can get, but— 

“Oh, I going, sir,” he said with a slight 
swagger. “I think you know a pretty damn’ 
lot about sharks, and as for that bad luck, 
well, I don't like it, but I don’ like those 
Thursday Islanders getting anything they 
don’ deserve; they wouldn't share with me, 
sir, I'll down.” 

He was afraid, greatly afraid, I could 
see; he had given in almost weakly, as half- 
castes do: but I reckoned we were sharing 
risks equally, and anyhow he had had fair 
warning 

“This is it, again,’ I said. “Listen, you 
and Obaba: We go down, and she keeps a 
lookout. If she sees a shark anywhere, she is 


one 


ro 


go 


RED DIAMONDS 
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OF RUNG 
58 
to put 
hoot 
sea-Suriace, 
noise 


her mouth 
like this.” 
and 


down to the Water, and 
I put my lips to the 


made a_ hideous TOaring 


“That carries under water; we 
hear it again. Then if she sees a g she 
is to beat hard with her paddle on the side 
of the canoe, to scare him away.” 

“Scare him away,” repeated Dimmi obedi 
ently. I don't know how much of this was 
new to him; at all events he had the cour. 
tesy to pretend that it all was. 

“If we hear the warning,” J went on, 
‘we lie right down on our faces on the 
bottom, and don't stir for our lives, ti 
she’s had time to scare him off. He aay 
you if you lie flat, but if you get up, 
even a little bit—” 

“I know that,” broke in Dimmi. “Every- 
one know that; but it’s hard, sir; I peck 
a man would feel his bones turn to water, 
as they say in the Psalms, if one shark 


see 


come.” 

‘Well,” I said, “that’s it, and that's al 
They told me about the dodge in Samant 
ahd they're good men with sharks about 
there—good skin divers, But I reckon 
we'll see no sharks. People always exagger. 
ate that And as for bad luck, if ther 
ever was hanging on to those things, 
why, we'll t, only let us get ‘em 
Now, off ind don’t anybody forget 
anything.” as 


too 


risk 

any 
change 

we go 


| REMEMBER the look of him beside me, 
a slim, splendid creature carved in bronze 
his deltoid muscles standing out like epm- 
lettes, his legs clinched over both sides of the 
narrow canoe, as the horsemen in the Elgn 
marbles clinch their steeds. He was tying 
up the knot of his loin-cloth ready for th 
plunge, as | went down 

I am a good swimmer and diver. To get 
down to bottom in twenty-five or thirty 
feet of warm water, well lit with tropical 
sun, is no very great feat for a fair pe- 
former, and I was in good practice. | 
bottomed it pretty easily, saw nothing ol 
sharks, and found the hole under the spiring 
rock, w.thout much trouble. After twelve 
years, I didn't expect to see the necklace 
hanging on a stone or anything of that sort 
I made a general reconnoiter, decided where 
I was going to look next plunge, and came 
up to the surface for air 

Dimmi had come up a little after me; wi 
striding the canoe again, his big brown 
chest heaving like the sides of a fish just 
landed 

“See anything?” I asked him. I was be 
ginning to like this Dimmi; slack-mouthed, 
creature that he was, he 
pluck stowed away somewhere after all. Hf 
I had been half as afraid of sharks and ol 
omens as Dimmi was, not a foot would | 
have dipped into the water. And he was nol 
greedy ; in the simplest manner he had 
in my adventure, without making terms 
any kind. He only wanted to make 9 
that those blankety-blanks of the 
would not get anything 

“It’s a place,” he answered me 
“There’s jus’ a little run of water there 
enough to keep the sand and dirt away; 
clean rock, sir. It all sloping down just 4 
little bit to that stick-up rock. T think 
don’ find it there, we don’ find it a 


I said, and lit # 
just reach.ng 
he paw 


uperstitious 


roo 1 


we 
where 
“That’s my opinion,” 
Dimmi = 
match, when 
remained frozen for a moment, han out. 
and head half turned. Following his a 
I saw something that induced me to 


whistle 
Dimmi,” I cried. 


cigarette. 
ward for a 


forth a long 
‘Down again, 
do them yet! 
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Lélégance F rancaise 


Awoman, exquisite, sought after, alert! Her keen individ- 
uality finds in the inimitable Dyjer-Kiss odeur a refreshing 
complement ; her knowledge of the Continental use of 
perfumes—that law which never mixes odeurs!—leads 
to her fastidious choice of Djer-Kiss in all her toiletries 
—face powder, rouge, talcum, sachet, bath crystals, 


eau de toilette, and compacts for carrying her powder! 
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| /KERKOFF 
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EYOND the palm-trecs, over the ho- 

rizon, there had arisen two little butterfly 
wings of sail. The luggers, with their ap- 
paratus of machinery and gear, were already 
coming ! 

We bottomed it much quicker this time 
There was plenty of light; our diving 
glasses, tightly strapped over our eyes, en 
abled us to see almost as well as on land 
We reached the rock pinnacle together, and 
with one consent began to circle round it, 
Dimmi taking one side, I the other. Heads 
down, hands groping, feet waving high up 
like fishes’ tails, we must have made a queer 
picture to Obaba, up there in the canoe. I 
for one was so busy keeping my wind (I had 
been down near a minute) and groping 
about under the stone, that I did not at 
first realize the meaning of the queer, trump 
eting sound that by and by, crept down to 
my ears. I believe I thought at first it was 
some sea-beast Then suddenly, the 
truth struck me like a blow. It was Obaba, 
with her mouth to the water, signaling 
“Shark!” 

Instantly I brought down my legs, caught 
them, after an effort, under -the edge of the 
big rock, and clawing into the small stones 
and crevices of the bottom, held myself flat, 
face down. You cannot, unless you are a 
professional acrobat, lie on your back under 
water. It is very hard to lie at all—not 
impossible, however, when you know that 
there is, somewhere within ten or twenty 
yards of you, a gray sea-devil with a gape 
full of tiger's teeth, trying to find you 

And now I knew that my life, and 
Dimmi’s, depended on just how far the 
stories I had been told were true—also, on 
just how long, with cracking lungs, I could 
hold my breath, lying there with face buried 
in the stones of the sea-bottom, and feeling, 
in every joint of my naked spine, the shud- 
dering certainty that something I could not 
would presently sight me and crunch 
me like a sardine... . It was then that 
I understood to the full Dimmi's grisly 
quotation about a man’s bones turning to 
water. 

All the din that Obaba had made before 
was nothing to the row she proceeded to 
kick up now. One would have thought—had 
one been capable of thinking—that her fierce 
blows would stave in the canoe; and every 
now and then, through the water, came 
again the unearthly bellowing sound that 
showed she had recklessly put down her 
mouth to the sea-surface, in the hope of 
scaring the shark away. I heard it all, with 
senses dulled by terrible pressure on lungs 
and heart. I was clearly conscious of only 
one thought, one impression—I must keep 
down. 


see 


HEY had always told me that the man 

who can hold his wind for a minute or 
two, lying prone and avoiding all temptation 
—and my God, what a temptation it was to 
raise his head and look about—would get 
away safe, if only the helper above did his 
duty. 

I clawed tighter and tighter into the 
stones and small gravel—they were sharp; 
I felt them cutting my embedded face and 
hands—and kept my wind, until I knew for 
certain that another twenty seconds under 
water would mean death. The sounds above 
had ceased; Obaba no longer banged and 
bellowed. “Now!” I told myself with a last, 
drowning spasm of conscious thought, and 
shot to the surface. 

Something else shot with me, making a 
torpedolike rush that swirled the water 
about so that one could not see anything 
save circling lines of light, with one huge 
shadow in the midst. My head popped into 
sun and open air; I snatched at the canoe, 
and swung myself aboard. With me came a 
head shaped like the nose of a racing speed- 
car, that flung itself out of the water, and 
snapped, just as a dog snaps—only the sound 


of the closing jaws was like the slam of an 
iron gate. 

They missed me—just. Obaba gave a yell, 
and I saw that Dimmi was crouched astride 
of the canee. He had come up before me; 
and Obaba whether by accident or des'gn 
I cannot say—though I rather think 
last—had her warnings as soon as 
she saw above water. Clearly, I 
didn't 


ceased 
her son 
matter. 


HUNG on to the canoe, sprawling, gulp- 

ing air, and not at all sure, for the min 
ute, where I was or what I was doing. The 
shark rose again, again snapped, with that 
fearful clashing sound. Obaba hit it vio- 
lently with the paddle, and then began work- 
ing to shore, screaming as she went, like a 
train running into a tunnel. Native women 
can paddle, but never before had I seen any- 
thing like the speed that Jacob’s widow hit 
in one stroke,-and kept going till we 
grounded on the beach. 

“Are you all right, Dimmi?” I cried. He 
was still perched astride the narrow canoe, 
facing me as he went; he had lobbed curi 
ously to one side, and his face was yellow 
underneath the bronze : 

“I think so, sir,” he answered me dully 
‘He bite me a little, though—something 
wrong with my maybe; I feel it very 
cold.” Immediately he toppled, and fell into 
the shallow water. 

I reached out and caught him 
seemed to stand still as I saw that the 
shallows were turning red Something 
dropped from my hands as I pulled Dimmi 
back onto the canoe—a fistful of little hard 
stones that I had mechan‘cally clutched, 
down on the bottom, and hadn't, until now, 
let go 

They tumbled into 
and lay there sparkling 

I didn't know, till long after, that I had 
seen them. In that moment I was conscious 
of nothing but the fine bronze body of 
Dimmi, lying across the canoe, with one leg 
gone. °° 

Obaba had done it. If she had not been 
so ready to cease beating and shouting when 
her son came to the surface,—if she had not 


leg, 


My heart 


the shallow water, 
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deliberately abandoned me and left me 
chance and fate,—that  gray-nosed fe. 
would not have followed me: missing 
he would not have snapped at Dimmi ms 
lessiy seated astride the canoe. ead 

Past helping, Past all remedy, Th 
mother could shout and wail, could beat he 
ugly Strangely like the hendhens 
face drooped over the gunwale of the cang 

tear her breast with her nails, cal] down 
curses on me, on the shark, on the whob 
island of Runa, without avail Dimmi, scare 
conscious of the shearing bite that had ton 
away a limb, had _ bled tatally before we 
knew of it; and his slack, gentle nature 
unit for any struggle, was already giving in 
to the end. I put a tourniquet on aS soon 
as I had him ashore, but the bite was right 
through the thigh and no amateur Surgery 
of mine availed to stop the fearful flow 
from severed arteries and veins, 

The tourniquet but tortured uselessly, and 
when Obaba angrily pulled it off, I let be 
be. So, in a minute, on the blood-marked 
sands beneath the palm-trees, silently Dimmj 
passed. 


now 


tace,—so 


BABA p.cked 
had the 


him up in her old arms 
Strength of ten in those 
limbs—and_ staggered with him 
toward the house, tearing the air with ig 
screams. I sat down, faint, on the u 

root of a palm, for I was badly shaken; 
and what I did for the next minute or tw 
matters to no one. I could have iw 
Dimmi; I liked him much... .. 

It was the sight of the luggers fam 
Thursday Island, coming in fast, that rou 
me. | up and turned, not without 
pugnance, to the shallow where the sim 
of stones showed dimly, under veils of fiat 
ing red. For quite a little while, I stom 
staring at it, seeking for spirit enough @ 
pluck it out. 

Chance had 


she 
lan, aged 


got 


brought it to me; I knw 
that I might have hunted fruitlessly, i@ 
days, about the foot of the big boulde, 
without lighting on what one moment's i 
clutch at the sea-bottom had 
given. It was chance, too—surely nothing 
else—that had given me the jewels ths 
stained—red diamonds, in truth. 

I picked up the string at last, washed 
it in deep clear water, and held it to th 
sun. So little, to mean so much! There 
were but sixteen stones in all; a “collet 
necklace, perfectly matched, the jewels, bri- 
liant-cut, about as big as shillings. It wasnot 
for weeks after that I learned just what 
value the market puts on flawless, mated 
jewels of a size. 1 had imagined 3 

large as walnuts, wort 


mass ol : 
perhaps ten thousand. The collet neckiact 
but it brought 


comparatively small, 
fifty thousand, in the end; and + 
get half its worth. 


zied 


such 


grems is 


Was 
near 
did not 
AVE I found my dream? Am I the 
master of 2 kingdom far away, captall 
of my life, tamer of new lands, rover, a 
venturer ? Why, no. A little stroke of luck 
would have done that for me; but w 
an invested income of two thousand a yeh 
could be wanderer any more? Im 
perhaps too Soom, 
am plump, respectable. Life is safe, eve? ” 
it doesn’t seem interest’ng. I pensione 
Dimmi’s widow. I don't know what became 
of the gems, after 1 sold them. They ond 
or may not have kept their name and rep 
utation; I hope, anyhow, they killed a 
one or two qi the scoundrels who cheate? 
me in the matter ol price 
Sometimes I see ‘ion in the night aga 
Sometimes I fancy e red indeed, ~ 
with the blood ‘of cram 
dreams. But in the I know ti 
is absurd. , 
Another of Beatrice Grimshews 
captivating stories of South 
life will appear in an early * 


who 
getting middle 


y | 
agea, 


they ar 
murdered 
morning 





Bare F3¢ 


Rg Egsaneret 


tring 
loat- 
stood 
h to 
knew 


= 


gear 


Why Camel leads the world | 


GOODNESS has made Camels the 
leader of the world that they are 
today. Goodness means the quality 
of the tobaccos from which they are 
made, the skill with which the to- 
baccos are blended to bring out the 
fragrance, to produce the mildness, 
to give that subtle quality and taste 


that smokers find only in Camel. 


Goodness means such a standard 
of uniformity that the billionth or 
the trillionth Camel is sure to be just 
as good as the first. It means the 
honesty, the truthfulness, the sin- 
cerity of purpose to make and keep 
Camel the leader—the cigarette most 
preferred by the greatest number. 


Have a Camel! 


R. J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO CO, WINSTON-SALEM, N. C. 
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NOW, of all times, you'll enjoy a tasty, 
nourishing breakfast. An energy-building 
peppy start for every day! 


The laziest appetite in the world wakes 
up to the delicious flavor of Kellogg’s 
Pep. Crisp flakes of golden whole 
wheat—including the bran. Flavored in 
Kellogg’s matchless way. 


You’ve never tasted anything like Pep. 
It’s deliciously, refreshingly different! 
Pep is health in a package! It contains all 
the bran, vitamins, mineral salts and 
healthful elements of whole wheat! 
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A great food for children! For every 
body. Easy to digest. Contains enoug 
bran to be mildly laxative. Helps prevet 
constipation. 

Give all the family Pep tomorter 
Ready to serve—with milk or cream. AG 
fresh or canned fruits or honey, if ya 
like. Your grocer has Pep! 

Made in the famous Kellogg Kitchens at Battle Creek 8 
the Kellogg Company, world’s largest pzoaucers on 
to-eat cereals. Makers also of Kellogg’s ALL-BRAI. a 
Flakes, Krumbles and New Oata. Other plants # ~ 
port, Iowa; London, Canada; Sydney, Austra. 
tributed in the United Kingdom by the Kellogg Comper 


of Great Britain. Sold by Kellogg agencies ehrouge 
the world. 
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FALLEN 


there’s bound to be a 
cause? Well, suppose we get — _—- 
Your name isn't James Roberts. } i 
served in France, you didn’t serve with : € 
pitying oer aa pate perme of 

y half. And so you are ring 
riggs enough; I'd be doing plenty 
wondering myself if I were in your place. 

He leaned back and glanced around the 
restaurant. Save for the waiter who, sens- 
ing a tip rather larger than usual, hovered 
discreetly out of earshot, and for the cashier 
who sat upon a high stool near the door, 
the place was deserted at this mid-after- 
noon hour. Assured against the possibility 
of an eavesdropper, my host leaned forward. 

“ye said your name isn’t Roberts. I 
don't care a damn what it really is.” His 
voice, that had been indifferent, suddenly 
hardened. “All that matters to me is that 
you're a desperate criminal, with ten years 
hanging over your head if you let your foot 
dip. In fact, your foot doesn’t have to 
dip. Just let word get to Mantolini that 
you were released because of an error, and 
Sing Sing has another boarder.” 

“And is the Judge likely to hear of his 
mistake?” I inquired. 

“Now, there’s a streak of everyday com- 
mon sense sticking right out of the philos- 
opher's hide. Is he likely to hear? Young 
fellow, he isn't likely, he’s certain, unless 
that streak of common sense proves to be 
just as wide as your carcass.” 

“Sometimes it’s a good method,” I said 
coolly. 

“Reading from left to right, I don't get 
that remark,” he said. 

“I mean that threatening in advance some- 
times is effective,” 1 explained. 

“Also meaning that you don't scare easy, 
eh?” 

,; “Go on with your story; you interest me,” 
said. 

“Don't worry about that; there’s one 
thing my worst enemy wont say about me 
—that I'm a bore. But, even at the risk 
of tiring you, I'd like to get the situation 
clearly in your mind. You're no fool. You 
tumbled right away that I was on your 
trail. And you don't panic easy, either. 
Many a man would have run himself into 
a lather trying to make a get-away. He 
+ ge Naan as you were, about the 
who and the why. 

“You've got nerve and sense—sense 
enough, I guess, to realize that I wasn’t the 
only one following you.” 

“The interest shown in me is flattering,” 
I smiled. 

“And it isn’t going to end, my boy.” he 
assured me. “If you like, you can plume 
yourself on the fact that no king or presi- 
dent is watched as carefully as you are.” 
Ky 
— . ssumed a nonchalance 
~ : assure you I was far from feeling. 

the impalpable evil that surrounded my 
tal witch tone to become something phys- 
on hee _ ed and soiled me. And evil 
nc ye, HO g00d purpose. What, then, 
Was evil doing with me? 
bP ee oe am ie synopsis too quick- 
all clear in _ bead” ~_— as 
ai pal x don't ae easily. Go ahead 

2 * your piece,” I said impatiently. 

All right,” he told me; “you're going 

married this wo > youre going to 

oon. 


there's an effect, 


Chapter Three 


MED you, tt needed more than a square 
rt to soothe my nerves. Even be- 
t dreadful moment when I had 

annheim down and crossed that 
b: behind which evil holds 


(Continued from page 47) 


sway, multiplying neuroses had undermined 
my mental stability. It’s a dreadful thing, 
comprehensible only to those unfortunates 
who have experienced it, to have the social 
and financial props kicked out from under 
one. The moral prop is apt to follow, and 
if it does not, the struggle to keep it in 
place is mentally exhausting. 
Oh, yes, my nerves were ragged. And yet 
I laughed in my fat host’s face. Dulled 
though my sense of humor was, his state- 
ment released dammed springs of mirth, and 
I rocked back and forth in merriment. 
My host contemplated the tip of his ci- 
gar. “Some take it one way and some an- 
other,” he sagely commented. “Myself, the 
only time I'll ever use a minister will be 
at my funeral. However, I suppose a happy 
bridegroom is according to the book.” 


WIPED my eyes. All the menace seemed 

to have departed from my companion. 

Melodrama had suddenly degenerated into 
gorgeous burlesque. 

“And I suppose I’m the long-lost heir to 

the throne of Slovania, and you're going to 

awaken my dimmed memory by love, gentle 


love?’ I laughed. 

“That's where you're betting on a 
scratched horse. This ceremony isn’t going 
to disturb your memory at all; in fact, 
you're going to forget all about it.” 

“Oh, it’s one of those affairs where the 
bridegroom is torn from the arms of his 
protesting bride?” I chuckled. 

He shook his head. “You're wrong again. 
You aren't torn, and the bride doesn't pro- 
test. You waltz right in, and you turn 
around, and you waltz right out again.” 

“Where are your studios?” I jeered. 

He smiled, but there was not the slight- 
est gayety in the mechanical movement of 
his thin lips; nor was there any jocularity 
in his voice as he answered me. 

“I know, a lot of people mistake me for 
Mack Sennett, only the ones I hit don't 
brush apple-pie off them, and they don't 
play in any more scenes.” 

Ever since I had discovered that I was 
being followed, I had been racking my brain 
for explanation. Now I wondered if my 
vis-a-vis were mad. But unless the posses- 
sion of criminal tendencies is in itself mad- 
ness, there was nothing insane about him. 
My mirth dissipated itself; my Gargantuan 
merriment thinned, died completely away. 

My host nodded wisely. “I thought you'd 
appreciate what a serious proposition mar- 
riage is, after you thought about it a min- 
ute.” 

“But you'll admit that there’s a certain 
amount of humor in the suggestion,” I ven- 
tured. “And now that it’s been suggested, 
and I have quit laughing, suppose you tell 
me all about it.” 

“Just an asking kid, aren't you? You're 
out of jail; you're full of food; and you're 
smoking the best cigar you ever clamped 
your teeth on. A lot of people in your 
position would be so glad at the things 
they’d escaped that you couldn't dig a ques- 
tion out of them with dynamite.” 

“Still,” I mildly protested, “marriage is 
a serious thing.” 

“So’s ten years in Sing Sing,” he retorted. 

“You mean it’s a choice?” I asked. 

“Quick-witted lad.” 

I pushed my chair back. “You're a 
stranger to me. You've—I'm taking your 
word for it—got me out of jail, and you've 
fed me. I just can’t endure further obli- 
gation. To owe you, in addition to my 
present debt, a wife as well—” 

“Stubborn, aren’t you? Just can’t get 
it through your head that I’m serious,” he 
said. “Well, the strongest argument is 
money. How would you like to have ten 
grand ?” 
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“The bride comes to me with a dot?” 
Despite the incredibility of the situation, I 
was beginning to believe in his seriousness. 
And if my words were light, my tone was 
not. 

“Dot or dough, they’re pronounced the 
same and they mean the same. Ten grand, 
young fellow. Ten thousand berries, and 
no one to holler at you that you've beea 
robbing the orchard.” 

“The cost of living has gone up,” I re- 
minded him. “One can hardly keep a wife 
on the income of ten thousand.’ 

“A forgetter as well as an asker. Didn't 
I tell you that this bride does no clinging? 
You marry her and get out. She never sees 
you again, and you never see her. Why, 
there’s a million husbands would jump at a 
chance like that.” Once again the thin lips 
curled in external gayety. 

“Sounds ideal.” I fell into his humor. 
“But somehow it doesn’t appeal to me. I’m 
much obliged and everything like that, and 
the memory of this meal will sadden me 
when you're hanged.” 

I had risen to my feet as I spoke, was 
even tentatively extending my hand to him. 
But at the glare in his eyes my fingers 
clenched. Instinctively I prepared to de- 
fend myself, for if ever red murder stared 
from a man’s eyes, it looked at me now. 

“Sit down, you wise-cracking yegg,’ he 
ordered. “Have you turned simple? Do 
you think you are taking part in a turn in 
a four-a-day house? What sort of a small- 
town yap are you? Do you think the 
hand that yanked you out of Sing Sing 
never wore a set of brass knuckles? If 
Mantolini can be redched, and Mannheim 
muzzled, don’t you suppose you can be 
fired ? 

“Do you suppose we went to all this 
trouble simply to hear you say, ‘No, thank 
you’? Because I've had time to kill, I've 
been willing to kid with you. I didn’t in- 
tend to pick you up until about this time. 
We just meant to keep in touch with you, 
to see that you didn’t go anywhere that 
we didn’t want you to go. But you forced 
the play by dancing up to me on the Avenue, 
and it didn’t do any harm to chin with 
you. You talked like you had plenty sense. 
But a sap that lets himself get grabbed by 
a clerk isn’t any too brainy. You don't 
seem to get it through your noodle that 
this isn’t some kind of a joke. Well, act 
as though it’s a joke. Walk out of this 
place, as you just started to do, and see 
how far you get. Turn around—take a 
look at the door. You'll see a tall, thin 
guy pass by in about ten seconds. Wait a 
moment after that and watch for a squat 
little man. Don't take my word for it ; look!” 


LMOST hypnotized by his quick feroc- 


ity, I obeyed him. The tall, thin man 
passed on, and a moment later a long-armed, 
chimpanzeelike man went by. And both of 
them glanced inside. 

“Arrest if I give the signal: that’s what 
they'll do,” my host promised me. 

“And when I tell about our talk—” I 
began. 

“Who in the hell will you tell it to? 
Your cellmate in stir? Or maybe you think 
Mantolini will call in the newspaper men 
to hear you shout that the judge was fixed?” 
He eyed me balefully. “At that, you're yap 
enough to pull a sucker play like that. I'll 
give another signal. And that signal will 
mean that you're to be killed while resist- 
ing arrest. And resisting arrest will mean 
that you've batted an eyelash.” 

Deliberately he produced a cigar, meticu- 
lously pressed upon its narrow end with his 
spatulate fingers, and calmly lighted it. 

“Go on, yap, and meet the smoke,” he 
said. 
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Now, I don’t think I’m any more of a 
coward than the average man. Nor am 
I any braver. Under the stimulus of wat 
fare, I behaved creditably, as ten million 
other men behaved. 

But this was different. This was looking 
at death from a different angle. To die 
for one’s country, or to give up one’s life 
in behalf of ‘another: I could still do that, 
I believe. But to walk out of this res- 
taurant and be shot down like a trapped 
animal required a coolness of nerve that I 
did not possess. 

And I was not imagining terrors. My 
host had put it clearly, and the fact that 
he had wasted few words but added to 
the menace of his statement. A power that 
could influence a judge on his bench was 
certainly not a power that would hesitate 
at snuffing out the life of so inconsiderable 
a person as I. Certainly, my host was a 
dangerous criminal; the brief glimpses I had 
just had of the two men who patrolled 
outside the restaurant were not reassuring 
Human life, in these post-bellum days, was 
cheap. Gangsters killed decent citizens on 
the off chance that the victim might have 
ten dollars in his pockets. And I, through 
the fearless and contemptuous frankness of 
my host, had learned things detrimental to 
a judge. I had been made aware that Man 
tolini was in some sort of league with the 
underworld. It was all very well for my 
fat friend to deride the possibility of my 
making public what little I knew, but he 
would not take any chances. I knew in- 
tuitively that there had not been any signal 
arranged for my detention; if I walked out 
of this place alone, I'd walk to my death. 

So I sat down again. 

“Smoke hurts my eyes,” I told him. 

“And ten grand are ten grand, eh?” he 
| gibed 

“No good business man dismisses a prop- 
osition until he’s heard all the details,” 
I said. 

“Well, you’ve heard all that’s necessary 
There’s a girl; you’re to marry her; you're 
to get ten thousand; you're to get out of 
the way.” 

“How far?” I asked. 

He shrugged his deceptively fat shoulders. 
“That's up to you. If you're seen in New 
York half an hour after the ceremony, you'll 
be bumped off. My advice to you would 
| be to get a railroad map and find the far- 
thest place from New York. When I got to 
that farthest place, I'd take a steamer across 
| at least one ocean.” 
| “You make it very clear,” I commented 

“Then you aren’t as big a yap as I 
| thought you were. Well, what about it?” 





T may seem strange that one who frankly 

admits that he has committed a felony, 
and committed it for profit, should speak 
about his unwillingness to lie. Duress, I 
know, is supposed to relieve a man from 
the consequences of a promise. Yet it is a 
mitigation that the Rance Rogers of a few 
years ago would have scorned to plead. 
But, I told myself, a few years ago I would 
not have found myself in a position where 
crooks could dictate to me. 

I looked the situation in the eye. If I 
refused to yield to bribery and coercion, I'd 
be .killed. I hadn’t the slightest doubt of 
this, and panic had no part in the formation 
of this belief. Through some quirk of fate 
I had been tossed into that underworld 
which for most of us consists of newspaper 
headlines, and which we only vaguely ap- 
prehend extends its boundaries into the up- 
per world. 

Don’t think I had any intention of ac- 
tually yielding to the bizarre demand made 
upon me. Marriage to me was—and is— 
a holy partnership. Even as I sat silently 
before him, delaying my answer so that my 
apparent thought. would convince him of 
my honesty, I contrasted this blasphemous 











ceremony, which he was trying to force up- 
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on me, with the vaguely beautiful ; 
—- which I had once held tes 
zike every other norms / 
sumed that some day T woul as 
girl, beautiful, charming, well-bred_+h,. 
must be gay mockery in her eyes pan 
pathy as well, and candor and Sweet ” 
and in the lovely home where wt 
dwell, there would be children— Wan 
the six weeks since I had become ee 
inal, I had put that vague dream m 
others, far from me. I had not looked { 
release, but had I known that | was ripe 
scot-free, I would also have known tha | 
— — ask a woman to share g lie 
that had been blasted by m : 
deed. ——— 
And now, because I was a criminal and 
could therefore be assumed to be subservien 
and amenable, I was asked to take part in 
the degradation of a dream. My fat frien 
assumed that because despair had driven m 
into Mannheim’s jewelry store, mony 
could drive me to the altar, and that if] 
faltered on the way, threats could direct my 
hesitant course : 


ET, because I must not seem too easily 

_cowed, lest suspicion be aroused, I ten. 
porized 

“I should think,” I sneered, “that if th 
lady must be provided with a putative 
father for her child, she might have dow 
better than a man _ under suspended so. 
tence.” 

“Now damn you, yap,” cried my bos, 
“another crack like that, and you shat 
hands with St. Peter!” 

I had thought that ferocity glared from 
his eyes awhile ago, had thought that mu- 
der stood in them. But now I realm 
that his manner had previously been mili 
for him. Not mere lust for killing, bt 
unnamable vindictiveness was in his voi 
and expression 

His fat hand, whose strength I had fet 
as he gripped my arm, clenched and touchel 
the table. The very softness with whid 
he brought it down was more frightening 
than any bluster could have been 

“Listen, rat,” he said, “you're not gom 
to know why we've picked on you. Your 
not going to know why a girl wants 
thing like you as a husband. So your 
going to do a lot of guessing, but don 
guess out loud.” 

He raised a hand, and the waiter cam 
over, to realize in full measure his expt: 
tancy as to the size of his tip. My hes 
looked at me. . 

“Make it snappy and in one syllable,” & 
ordered. 

“Yes,” I meekly replied. 

I walked with him to the sidewalk. Be 
any thought of immediate escape 
driven from me by the instant arrival of the 
two men who had been patrolling outside. 4 
taxi, which I had wit enough to know ¥# 
not chosen at random, drew up at the 
and I was bundled into it. We started o 
with a jerk. 

My fat man nodded 
sat on the extra seats. ° 

“Criney, shake hands with Mr. Roberts 

The tall thin man extended clawlike fi 
gers. I touched them briefly. A si 
ceremony was performed with the ~ 
stocky man, who responded » oe 
Mehaffey. I looked at my other | 

“And the purveyor of food, cigars 


wives?” I inquired. es : 
me Johnson, he sit 


“You can call . 
“And let’s can the chatter. There's bs 
There 


to the two men wh? 


plenty.” il 
I was not averse to silence. 

something so calmly businesslike about thet 
three men that hope of escape cute 
with every second. And yet I — 
a way of eluding them, oF be 
default of a plan, to seize upo® 
faint opportunity. 
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By MADAME JEANNETTE DE CORDET 
Fameus Beauty Specialist 


Sa together, these two toiletries give 
ay advantage to your skin, bringing 
Out hidden beauty and cleverly disguising 
Its lesser defects with a velvety flower-petal 

finish, ae 
Pompeian Beauty Powder gives a smooth, 
uniform tone from brow to throat and down 
_ the delicate curves of the shoulders. Ex. 
a Women use it for its purity, and for its 
“ety texture, which makes it adhere so ad- 

murably, 

Pompeian Bloom completes the effect of 
peauty when used with Pompeian 


Beauty Powder. Like the rich warm blood 
that comes to the cheeks.of a lovely child is 
the natural coloring given by this rouge. It 
brings a rose tint to your cheeks that your 
mirror declares must be your very own. 

You can prove the flattering effects you can 
obtain with Pompeian Beauty Powder and 
Pompeian Bloom by purchasing them this very 
day at your favorite toilet goods counter. Or, 
if you prefer to make some beauty experiments 
first, fill out the coupon and mail it with Four 
Cents in stamps. You will receive samples of 
the Powder and Bloom, each in its individual 
box, powder in loose form, rouge in a diminu- 
tive, dainty compact. 

New sMART PURSE-sIZE 
BLOOM COMPACT 


This beguiling new case 
encloses the unchanging 
perfection of Pompeian 
Bloom. It is a beautiful 
little conceit—one of the 
dainty accessories that 
women delight to carry. 
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Madame Jeannette, Tue Pompe1an LaBoraTories 
2710 Payne Ave., Cleveland, Ohio 

I should like to try the Powder and Bloom 
samples mentioned in your offer—enclosed please 
find 4¢ in stamps, as requested 


Name 
Address 


a 


Powder shade wanted —— 


Medium Bloom sent unless another shade requested 
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But my mind would not dwell upon ways 
of escape. It insisted on finding explanation 
of why I had been selected, at the exercise 
of so much influence, and why a girl should 
want, or have foisted upon her, such a 
husband as myself. 

The obvious softtion, when I voiced it, 
had aroused such murderous wrath in John- 
son, that against my will I was forced to 
dismiss it. But what manner of girl was 
this, that an aspersion upon her virtue would 
drive a man like Johnson almost into frenzy? 
She was the associate of men who would 
not hesitate at murder, any more than they 
had hesitated at corruption of justice. At 
least, it seemed only sane to assume that 
she was their associate. 

I forced myself to speak. Too long a 
silence, despite Johnson’s orders, would 
arouse suspicion as to my complaisance. 

“When do I get my hands on the ten 
thousand ?” I asked. 

If I were the rat he assumed me to be, 
it was only natural that I should express 
concern as to the time of my payment. 

From the moment that Johnson had 
guessed I was going to acquiesce in his 
preposterous proposal, his manner had def- 
initely changed. At first he had essayed a 
light humor, which had swiftly drifted into 
threat. But now there was contempt in 
his eyes and voice. I was not merely a 
criminal,—being one himself, though per- 
haps more subtle in procedure, he would not 
sneer at me for this;—but I was the sort 
of person who can be threatened and bribed 
in the same breath. 

“Well, if you train a rat to do tricks for 
you, you ought to feed him,” he said. 
“Here’s your bit of meat, rat.” 

Now, even in the days of my prosperity, 
when I had been able to spend what I 
deemed considerable money, I'd hardly ever 
had more than a hundred dollars in cash 
about me. But from his trousers pocket my 
fat friend drew a sheaf of bills an inch 
thick. His thumb flicked the edges with 
the swift precision of an expert card-player 
riffling the deck. I glanced at the bills 
thrust into my hands. Each for a thousand 
dollars, and there were ten of them! And 
the bundle from which they had been 
stripped was hardly diminished by their 
withdrawal. “Satisfied?” asked Johnson. 

I tried to make my voice light, but I 
know it trembled. “I’m not sure I drove 
a very good bargain.” 

“Better be sure of it,” he counseled. 
if you try to welsh—” 


UT I hardly heard him. Barely two 

hours ago I had been standing, awaiting 
sentence, in Judge Mantolini’s court-room. 
A little later I had been a hungry vagrant, 
possessed of exactly forty-five cents, and 
hoping fiercely that I might be able to ob- 
tain work as a laborer. 

Now there reposed in my pocket a sum 
which no laborer, unskilled as I was, could 
earn in five years. With a capital like, this 
a man might found a fortune. Ten thou- 
sand dollars was, I had come to appreciate, 
vast wealth. With it a man might pur- 
chase an interest in a business, might buy 
a ranch, might open the doors of success. 
And all I had to do was go through a 
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“What He Least Expected’’ and 
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will contribute one of his best 
to an early issue. Watch for it 
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would 


marriage 
seen, and 


meaningless ceremony of 
girl whom I had never 
never see again afterward. 

Driven by less pressure than now, I had, 
six weeks ago, walked into a jewelry store 
and held up the owner. Then I was merely 
hungry, merely weary of sleeping outdoors 
on park benches. Now I was a criminal 
threatened with death or, at best, a hue and 
cry that must inevitably result in capture 
and prison. 

And yet I knew perfectly well that I 
would not earn the ten thousand dollars in 
my pocket. All of us have our limits, and 
I'd crossed mine six weeks ago. Now I'd 
stay within them. 


Chapter Four 

AD I any longer doubted the earnest- 

ness of my captors, the money would 
have banished disbelief. But there were 
other matters even more convincing than 
the transfer to me of a comparative for- 
tune. The personalities of Criney and Me- 
haffey were enough to stamp with fraud or 
violence any enterprise in which they were 
engaged. The clawlike hands of Criney, 
the face on which the skin was so tightly 
drawn that there seemed to be no flesh 
beneath it, and the odd fixity of his eyes- 
he always turned his head to view any ob- 
ject although it might be only inches from 
the last thing on which his eyes had rested— 
gave him a cadaverous and sinister appear- 
ance. As for Mehaffey, with his huge chin, 
and half-inch forehead, and eyes that were 
placed almost flush with cheek and brow, 
he was the typical subnormal gangster 

And there was something beyond these 
things and persons: not the slightest effort 
was made to hide from me our direction 
or destination. There was no melodramatic 
drawing of the taxi curtains; nor was any 
bandage placed over my eyes. Apparently 
there existed in the minds of my compan 
ions no fear that I would lead a group of 
policemen to their headquarters later on. 
This cool indifference was more impressive 
than anything else. I was an inconsiderable 
tool which, having been used, would be 
tossed carelessly aside. 

Up Sixth Avenue to Twenty-third, then 
east across town, then uptown on Madison 
Avenue, then east again, until at last we 
came to a pause before a three-story house 
in Stuyvesant Terrace, that newly fashionable 
square on the East River. Where once had 
been farms and more recently slums, now 
pleasant gardens fronted the docks. Fashion, 
having neglected Riverside Drive until it 
had become too late to resurrect that neigh- 
borhood from dowdiness, had turned east- 
ward. Tugs shrieked triumphantly as they 
battled the tides; liners were maneuvered 
out of Long Island piers for all the world 
like fat old ladies being assisted from li- 
mousines; and traffic roared across the great 
bridges. Circling gulls aroused my bitter 
envy. They were free; crime and its pun- 
ishment were unknown to them. 

Johnson was first to alight from the cab. 
As he stood on the curb he spoke to me. 

“A wise guy like you, Roberts, might 
think that if he saw a cop and hollered, 
there might be a way out of doing some- 
thing that maybe he wasn’t crazy to do. 
Don’t kid yourself. We'd as soon bump 
you off in front of Police Headquarters as 
anywhere else.” 

I assumed a snarling petulance. “Take 
a bromide for your nerves,” I said. “Why 
would I want to be chatting with a cop?” 

He made no answer, but beckoned me 
from the cab. Criney and Mehaffey fol- 
lowed, and the three of them, as we marched 
across the sidewalk, effectually screened me 
from close observation, had anyone been 
minded to pay it to me. We descended 
two steps, and a beautifully carved semi- 
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basement door, ornamented by 
that was early Colonial, een 
approach. An immaculately gotten co 
ler bowed us in. Up but 

“The minister, Doctor Warden arriy 
few minutes ago,” he said. Pa 

“He's getting plenty; let him Wait a m: 
ute more,” said Johnson. “How oe 
Ruth?” R 

“All right, sir,” replied the Servant 

I eyed the man as we passed him. Er 
ternally he was all that a well-trained ‘ 
ant should be; but there was that _ 
film over his eyes that is one of the P 
indications of a lawless bent. But tia 
no more than a glance at him when John 
son’s deceptive hand closed upon my : 
and I was being urged into an electric a 
vator. Mehaffey and Criney did not folloy 
us, and we shot up to the third floor . 
ing into a hallway whereby we entered 
well-furnished bedroom. ; J 

Half a dozen suits of clothes lay, care. 
fully folded, upon a bed. Also there wee 
shirts, scarves, underwear and eyen shoe 
And all of them were obviously new and 
expensive. Johnson indicated the attire with 
a wave of his hand 

“Take your pick,’ he invited. “Can 
guarantee a perfect fit, but we did the be 
we coyld. You're not going to beef becaus 
we haven't a frock coat for you,” he laughed 
mirthlessly. ‘This is an informal wedding 


ERTAINLY I was not going through 

with his scheme. But there was no op 
portunity that I could yet see for escape 
Criney and Mehafiey, not to mention th 
butler, were downstairs. Doubtless ther 
were other men there to guard against any 
sudden dash for freedom on my part. There 
might be a stairway or a ladder leading from 
this floor to the roof, but I had not seen any 
as we crossed the hall. And a man is as wel 
equipped for struggle in new clothes as in 
old. I resigned myself to the exigencies of 
the moment 

There was a bath attached to the bet 
room, and beneath a cold shower I felt con- 
fidence stealing into my nerves. Clean and 
refreshed, and dressed decently, no obstack 
could frighten me. Funny that the a 
pearance of well-being should make for th 
real thing 

But finally I was dressed in a brown st 
that fitted very well. I had adjusted 4 
tan tie before a mirror. My feet wer 
incased in shoes that were not uncomfot- 
able. The ten thousand dollars had bem 
lodged in a pocket of my new trousers I 
turned to Johnson, who had waited patiently. 

“All ready?” he asked. “Think youl 
make a handsome groom?” i 

“We have to get the license, don't ? 
I inquired. 

“Don't be silly. If we could fix a jude 
how much trouble would we have with: 
clerk in the marriage-license bureau? Thats 
all attended to. We have an honest-to-Got 
license, an honest-to-God minister, and we? 
going to pull an honest-to-God weddie 
Now, if you've got any objection to ™® 
ter, spill it right here.” 

I canal an air of innocence. “Havett 
I agreed to go through?” : 

He nodded heavily. “But you mitt! 
change your mind. I don't quite figure y# 
You look all rat to me most of the time, 
but I’m taking no chances. 

“Your minister might refuse to many’ 
reluctant groom.” : : 

“Don't kid yourself. We hand-picked 
more carefully than we selected you 
the girl. If you balked—” 

“She wants a willing mate, eb?” a 

Once again the jeer in my tone ya 
him to ferocity. “Mate? A rat = 
Why, she’s so far above y 
going to explain anything, 
you that if you showed/ any D&S 
wouldn’t go through.” 
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How Famous Movie 





Stars 


Keep their “BOBS” so Attractive 





HE simplicity of the bob, and 
the modern styles of hair dress, 
make beautiful hair a necessity. 

The simple, modern styles of today 
are effective ONLY when the hair it- 
self is beautiful. 

Luckily, beautiful hair is now easily 
obtained. It is simply a matter of 
shampooing. 

Ordinary, old time methods, how- 
ever, will not do. To bring out the 
REAL BEAUTY, the hair must be 
shampooed properly. 





Why year after year discriminating 
women depend upon this simple 
method of shampooing. 


How it brings out all the natural 
life, wave and color and gives the 
hair that wonderful gloss and silky 
sheen so much desired. 


After rubbing in the rich, creamy 
Mulsified lather, give the hair a good 
rinsing. Then use another application 
of Mulsified, again working up a 
lather and rubbing it in briskly as 
before. After the final washing, rinse 
the hair and scalp in at least two 
changes of clear, fresh, warm water. 
This is very important. 


Just Notice the Difference 


OU will notice the difference in 








Proper shampooing makes it soft 
and silky. It brings out all the real life and 
lustre, all the natural wave and color and 
leaves it fresh-looking, glossy and bright. 
_ When your hair is dry, dull and heavy, 
lifeless, stiff and gummy, and it feels harsh 
and disagreeable to the touch, it is because 
your hair has not been shampooed properly. 

While your hair must have frequent and 
regular washing to keep it beautiful, it can- 
hot stand the harsh effect of ordinary soaps. 
The free alkali in ordinary soaps soon dries 
the scalp, makes the hair brittle and ruins it. 


COCOANUT .OIL 


That is why leading motion picture stars 
and discriminating women, everywhere, now 
use Mulsified cocoanut oil shampoo, This 
clear, pure and entirely greaseless product 
brings out all the real beauty of the hair and 
cannot possibly injure. It does not dry the 
scalp or make the hair brittle, no matter 
how often you use it. 


A Simple, Easy Method 


F you want to see how really beautiful 
you can make your hair look, just-follow 
this simple method. 

First, wet the hair and scalp in clear, warm 
water. Then apply a little Mulsified cocoa- 
nut oil shampoo, rubbing 
it in thoroughly all over 
the scalp and all through 
the hair. 


Two or three teaspoon- 
fuls make an abundance of 
rich, creamy lather. This 
should be rubbed in thor- 
oughly and briskly with 
the finger tips, so as to 
loosen the dandruff and 
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Mail This Coupon and Try it FREE 27-™-27 


THE R. L. WATKINS COMPANY 


your booklet entitled *‘Why Proper Shampooing 


your hair even before it is dry, for 
it will be delightfully soft and silky. 

Even while wet it will feel loose, fluffy, 
and light to the touch and be so clean it 
will fairly squeak when you pull # through 
your fingers. 

If you want to always be remembered for 
our beautiful, well-kept hair, make it a rule 
© set a certain day each week for a Mulsified 

cocoanut oil shampoo. This regular weekly 
shampooing will keep the scalp soft and the 
hair. fine and silky, bright, glossy, fresh- 
looking and easy to manage. 

You can get Mulsified cocoanut oil sham- 
poo at any drug store or toilet goods counter, 
anywhere in the world. 

A 4-ounce bottle should last for months. 


1276 West 3rd Street, Cleveland, Ohio 


2, all charges 


a generous supply of ““Mulsified” FREE, 
. is BEAUTY 





small particles of dust and 


dirt that stick to the scalp. [is Cannas address, THB 
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R. L. WATKINS CU., 462 Wellington St., West, Toronto, 2-Ont 
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“For ri uxuri 
Lovelines. 
Bourjois created Mane 
Powder to adorn luxurid 
liness in exquisite settings! 
Its diaphanous lightness and 
clinging smoothness embody 
an idea of excellence cherished 


devotedly by skilled generations 


of Bourjois artisans. 


Thus, the fastidious woman of 
today, prefers Manon Lescaut 
Powder for the gracious distinc- 
‘tion of her charm. 
Bourjois’ eight handmade French 
Rouges— including Mandarine* 
and Ashes of Roses*— suit every 


complexion, and harmonize with 
Bourjois Face Powders. 


BOURJOIS, Inc. 
Paris and New York 


"Reg. U. S. Pat. Off. 
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| “Then you haven't frightened her into it?” 
I asked. “Well, I haven't many scruples, but 
shell have to tell me that she’s willing.” 

“Hell's bells, she’s going to stand up be- 
fore the minister and say ‘I do.’ What more 
do you want?” 

“I've got to see her alone before we go 
ahead.” 

“What for? To tell her that you've been 
bribed into this?” 

“To hear her tell me that she isn’t forced 
linto it,” I replied. 
| He had been standing, but now he sat 
down. An automatic pistol, that seemingly 
[sprang from nowhere, rested in the palm 
of his right hand. 

“You've backed and filled and stalled long 
enough,” he declared. “I’m going to count 
three, and if you haven't swallowed your 
last objection by then, a couple of honest 
gravediggers will get employment.” 

It was not céurage alone that made me 
laugh at him. He was bluffing; he was not, 
after all the trouble to which he had been 
|put, going to act rashly now. 

“Count thirty, or don’t count at all,” I 
indifferently advised him. 
| He stared at me, and I met his glance 
with bravado. Suddenly he slipped the gun 
back into his pocket. He rose and stretched 
| himself. 

“I need you, yap, and you’re wise enough 
to guess it. So I wont gun you. I'll just 
beat you to a jelly, and then take you 
| downstairs.” 

I have spoken of my tendency toward 
impulsiveness. I regretted it half a second 
after he had spoken. For strong and active 
though I knew him to be, my own one 
hundred and eighty pounds are not flabby. 
|If I could come to grips with him, silence 
|him, and possess myself of his weapon, all 
the gangsters in New York would not keep 
me in this house. 

But he read correctly my eager step for- 
ward. The gun flashed in his hand again, 
j}the light of deadly purpose in his eye. 

“Stay right where you are, young fellow,” 
he ordered. “We'll postpone that beating.” 
| I knew that he would shoot if I came 
jon, but I also knew that he would not 
shoot merely because I refused to obey his 
orders. 

“And you'll postpone the wedding until 
| I’ve seen the girl,” I told him. 
| He was an actor, this Johnson; he could 
|be ferocious, bantering, aggressive or plead- 
ing, as the needs of the occasion demanded. 
Now his voice took on a whine that ill 
matched his hard eyes. 

“Look here, young fellow, use your head. 
Here you are all fixed up with a bank-roll; 
you've ducked ten years in Sing Sing and 
you're asked to do something that doesn't 
even cost you a minute’s work. There's 
some pretty important people in on _ this 
play, and you don’t want to rile them.” 

I shrugged carelessly. “I’ve given you my 
last word,” I told him. 

I will say this for Johnson. He was not 
one too stubborn to admit defeat. 

“Come on downstairs,” he brusquely said. 











UT there was more than balked wrath 
in his eyes; there was a wary watchful- 
ness that warned me. He had reweighed 
me on the scales of his regard, and de- 
cided that I was not the rat he so con- 
temptuously denominated me. He would 
not relax his alertness for a second, and it 
behooved me to be as watchful as he, if 
I hoped to extricate myself from my pre- 
dicament. 
We did not use the elevator, but descended 
a narrow flight of stairs to a living-room on 
the floor below. And I saw that I had 
made no mistake in assuming that there 
were other unsavory adherents of Johnson 
in addition to those whom I had already 
|seen. For a man loitered in the hall, and 
las we passed him Johnson muttered an 
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order. Out of the tail of my eye I g 
man knock upon a door at the end ' 
hall. Then I was in the living-room, the 
A window was opened, admitting a sal 
breeze from the East River, I walked y 
lessly to it. But it was at least an 
feet above the ground. If emergency ie 
drive me through this window, the = 
pavement below would cripple me. Ben. 
ever, it was not as high as the floor bse 
I had come this much nearer to freedom F 
And then I forgot thoughts of scay 
forgot the intricate chain of cecummene 
that had brought me here. For with ew 
sign of tender courtesy, Johnson had gone 
to the door, and was ushering into the 
room the girl whom I was to marry. 


OW futile are words! At best they are 

makeshifts whereby we endeavor to 
translate thought so that it may be unde. 
stood by others. But thoughts are so rarely 
clear. We cannot understand the kaleido- 
scopic impressions that dart across our minds 
and so it is that generations pass without 
the birth of a new philosophy. 

So how can I make clear to others feelings 
that have never been sharply defined to my 
own understanding ? é 

Say that she was beautiful, and what hs 
been said? Tell of her brown hair flecked 
with gold, and add that its bobbed end 
curled deliciously, and what have I tok? 
What meaning have gray eyes, that seem 
to shade to deepest violet, to one who hs 
not looked in those eyes? A mouth with 
mobile lips and dimples at either comer, 
faint shadows in the throat, and a figue 
that in movement was Diana and in repos 
was Venus! And above the physical a- 
tributes that made perfection pale, a qui- 
ity of simple candor, a gay understanding 
that would inspire fidelity when youthful 
charms had passed away. Such was th 
girl to whom Johnson presented me. 

“Ruth, this is Mr. Roberts. Jim,”—an 
his voice was unctuous,—"“this is Miss Va 
Leyden.” 

Ruth Van Leyden! More stunning tha 
the girl herself was the pronouncement a 
her name. For the whole world knew d 
the late General Van Leyden, finance, 
great merchant, and statesman who lad 
wound up an honorable and brilliant caret 
by representing his country as an ambast- 
dor. 

And it was the daughter of this mas, 
who was herself familiar to the newspape 
readers of two continents, to whom I ws 
to be clandestinely wed! In the brief me 
ment before she acknowledged the introdut 
tion, I remembered snatches of what Id 
read about her. Orphaned a dozen yes 
ago, her estate had doubled in these yeals 
She was unknown to society, her train 
having been supervised by an old-fashioned 
aunt, who had kept the girl at her studies 
in an age when other maidens of equ 
years were acquiring a fine taste m Bac- 
cardi cocktails. She had become almost? 
figure of mystery, and this fact had out 
her to receive more publicity than wou! 
have normally been accorded her. os 
publicity was all speculation, for poet 
a single snapshot of her had ever fo 
way into the newspapers. al 

And I was to be married to this 
whose entrance into society, it was ™™ 
prophesied, would be the most — 
début of a generation. I, Rance 4 
convicted criminal, at large by the age 
a corrupt judge, was to marry MB 
Under an alias, and because of threat 
bribe, I was to become her husband. 

If the first suggestion had seemed 


: 7 a strous, § 
ible, the actual fact became arog 


I looked at her and realized who be fa 
As her slim hand, firm and capa * 
all its delicacy, rested in mine, 
Johnson. 
“Leave us,” I ordered. 
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AW the stood behind the girl, and he aese 
Of the the pocket in which his automatic pisto 
n. _ Then without further threat he 
a salty wu. Reluctantly I released the girl's | 
1 can. walked to the door, and closed 
ghteen iter Johnson. Then I turned back to the 
should id 
hard “Miss Van Leyden,” I abruptly asked, 
How. ‘are you being coerced into this marriage? 
above, Bald and unreal my words sounded. But 
= this was because speech of any sort was 
escape, dificult for me. For I had known, from 
tanees the instant she entered the room, that ever 
every and always she would be the one woman 
gone in the world. ms 
0 the Don't sneer. Don't deride love at first 
; sight and call it passion, or by some other 
hateful name. I tell you that love, the 
ey are kind of love that makes you willing—aye, 
oF eager—to give up life itself in proof of 
under- devotion, is possible ! I speak by the book, 
rary for it had come to me. 
leido- She shook her head; into the depths of 
minds, her lovely eyes came m) stification 
ithout “Why, no,” she answered. Then mystifi- 
cation seemed to give way to hurt. “Why, 
elngs don't you want to marry me?” 
"7 A little child whose cars have for the 
™ first time heard harshness, a friendly puppy 
ae whose advances have been rebuffed: of such 
on things she made me think 
told? Incoherencies were on my tongue, but I 
seem held them back. How could I tell this 
ois girl that my heart would ache for her the 
with rest of my life? _* felon who had been 
ome, dragged into her presence! 
fewe “You understand that I'm to leave you 
repose the minute the ceremony is performed, _and 
1 at. that we are never to see each other again? 
qual The look of hurt deepened in her eyes 
nding “I'm sorry for that; I think I like you.” 
athful Before this childlike spirit my own soul 
5 the seemed a black and ugly thing. 
‘Tm a felon,” I told her harshly. “I've 
a been threatened with jail to make me marry 
Va you. And I've been bribed.” 
“Of course,” she said simply. 
tha ND then I knew! No wonder that she 
a r- seemed immature, even younger than her 
ooh cighteen years. No wonder that she con- 
"i templated without shrinking horror the blas- 
phemy ahead of us! For while the body 
won had come to the threshold of delicious 
—_ womanhood, and the lovely spirit had scaled | 
Br angelic heights, her mind was clouded, 
, dimmed by some fate that chose to protect | 
i her from the miseries of maturity. 
a _ Thad understood, in the moment of meet- 
+ ing her, why even such a person as Johnson, | 
Td ee God knew what evil against 
yeas z — neg hpees the lightest jeer 
yeas. cunrteny of _ understood the tender 
ining te iS manner toward her. Per- | 
nel ps even he felt shamed. 
sis = Was why the old-fashioned aunt 
equl . er in ‘Seclusion, had made her 
Bu- as boys, ese days when girls are as free 
as mada. ay cloistered life. But in God's 
ad w had Johnson and Criney and 
vould A Pr Pamansion of her person? 
+ the watchfol oe aunt i Where were the 
eve ever vigilant — who Should have been 
4 its pee to h er behalf? What was to 
© her after I went away? How 
ait. om os pam of Johnson endure ? 
reel te oo against her, and who was 
ant eon o vent the plan? 
ge on degrading myself by even a 
2 of : ee gave way to a sudden 
git! aman must ow owed her that duty which 
wi world, e the only woman in the 
eb arent Would use ‘me as the vile in- 
s hunted covots, Vile wish, would he? The 
- Hd fea erate Pigs his 
foe fe scene of his blasphem 
+t eagerly the profits of his wed 







ae Roberts, knowing that the 
w would reach out and seize 
of the gangster would 
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lay him low, if he ever re 

extortion or blackmail. onan in. 
who could be counted on to be of 

to this unfortunate victim. a 

But wasn’t it written somew 

last should be first ? Couldnt Traut 
this girl by pretending acquiescence wan 
through with this ceremony, than hy 
jecting to it now? I wouldn't live to lan 
the house. And another Substitute, less : 
pulous, would be found to take my red 
Whereas, if I went on, I would not = 


| preserve my own life now, but might jy 
| to serve her. For, you see, my Citar 
| fat friend had made one error. }; 
| a bit of underworld scum who would mu. 
| ry the Van Leyden heiress—it was Rane 


It was ng 


Rogers, who had once been a gentlema 
and who would remember that fact aK 
abide by his memories, whom Johnson jy 
selected 

“Then we'll be married,” I said to ber 


Chapter Five 


. O you, James, take this woman toh 
your lawful wife?” 3 
Directly behind me stood Johnson, a 
as the minister put the question whose g 
firmative answer would bind this gif ; 
me, something hard pressed against my bad 
Grotesquely melodramatic as the action ws 
it was the element that reduced the whi 
affair from the heights of the fantastic } 
the dead level of earnestness. If I shou 
answer in the negative, or if the girl shoul 
do so, not even the too unctuoys and shifty. 
eyed minister would dare go on with ths 
travesty 
Dr. Warden raised his eyes from th 
pages of the Bible and looked at me & 


| the hard contempt that must have been’ 


my glance, he colored faintly. Then, a! 
firmly uttered, “Yes,” his glance lower 
again to the Book, and he finished the reat 
ing of the ceremony 

I turned to look at the untroubled com 
tenance of my wife. For she was that! ! 
didn't matter that I had been married un 
a name not my own. This ceremony 
as legally binding as any that had be 


| performed since marriage became solemn 


by church and state 

Dr. Warden—how heavily he must hr 
been bribed—began a little speech of adve 
and congratulation. Not by any slurring @ 
the etiquette of such occasions would he 
escape from him an implication that the 
was anything out of the ordinary in & 
tying of this nuptial knot. 

But I didn’t hear him. I was stannmgé 
the sweet face of Ruth, and my ami 
slipped about her lissome waist. Theo ! 
realized who and what I was, how unwom) 
I was to touch her, and how vile—even lt 
I been worthy—it would have been to Jot 
a marital kiss upon the lips of this chil 
who had not the faintest conception * 
what the ceremony meant. 

My own decency reacted against a ® 
pulse not wholly unnatural, but Johns 
was almost as quick. His big hard shoulte 
thrust between us, and the eyes that gam 
into mine were almost maniacal. Ag®! 
marveled at the strange protectivent’ © 
showed toward the girl. Some chord ¢ 
inner decency beneath that hard and vious 
exterior must be touched by the b 
ness of her. % : 

“Your part don’t call for that, he wit 
yered. a 
' Then, pushing by me, he was signing 
documents produced by the minister. 
also signed, and Ruth and I @ 
signatures. For a moment I W 


” 
; be 
the impulse to write “Rance Rogers 


caution held me back from that a 
I was to depart unhindered, it was 
me to show complete acquiescent 
réle assigned to me 
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g had taken place in the liv- 
he second floor. And now, as 
es were blotted, Johnson 
wedding supper awaited us 
com below. We all descended 
ee and my fat friend deftly edged 
eb rear of the party. Ruth went 
ahead with Dr. Warden. 
Johnson placed his lips near to my ear 
“Don't try anything like that again,” he 


The weddin 
ing-room on t 
as the signatur 


_. to what he referred, to the abor- 
tive embrace which he had blocked. My 
lps curled in a self-contempt which he ac- 
cepted as complaisance. Rance Rogers was 
being told that he must not kiss his own 
wifel There were persons in the world who 
gould not have believed such a situation 
possible, and it would not have been, to 
the Rance Rogers whom they knew. But 
this was a Rance Rogers in whom self- 

d died 
oe being reborn. Better that I 
should be rotting in Sing Sing than that I 
should make no effort to solve the mystery 
in which I played so unheroic a part. But 
none of these thoughts, I hoped, were read- 
able on my countenance as, linked to John- 
son by an arm thrust through mine, I 
descended the stairs. 

The farce was played out by capable ac- 
tors. A wedding-cake was cut; toasts were 
drunk to the bride and groom, and an air 
of spurious gayety pervaded the room. The 
only one whose nerves were not on edge 
was Ruth, my bride. To her it was a party 
She exclaimed with delight at the cake; 
ever and again she turned upon her finger 
the little band of diamonds which I, having 
received it from Johnson, had placed there 
She held it up and laughed with pretty 
glee as the stones sparkled in the candle- 
light. No more realization of the gravity 
of the ceremony had penetrated to her cloud- 
ed intellect than would have reached the 
consciousness of a child 

And I was to abandon this child to the 
mercies of this gang! How long would the 
incongruous gentleness of Johnson be main- 
tained? I was still asking myself this ques- 
tion when the minister arose, paid his 
hypocritical respects to Ruth and myself, 
and departed. 

“Time you people got ready to start,” 
Suggested Johnson 

Ruth looked at him, childlike pleasure in 
her expression. She clapped her hands to- 
gether lightly, 

“Oh, I'm glad,” she cried. “I thought 
that Jim was going to leave me, and that 
I'd never see him again ?” 

Johnson shot me an ugly glance, but the 
look he bestowed upon Ruth was kindly. 

We've changed our minds about that,” 
e said. “You and he will take a little trip 
ey And I think he ought to pack 


LOOKED at him, trying to read the 
ge cw of his utterance. For if he had 
~ ready to strike me because my nand 

touched her waist, and my lips had 
tn to hers, what chance was there 
th 9 us to go away together? 
me, despite the slight scruples I 
tad shown, to be as low as my final sub- 
, ‘ger armpan he would not trust me 
my wife. He must have been 
fea, te watt ponent her mental in- 
, e would not look ival- 

rs coaduct: fron as ook for chival 

I understood. My wi 

of - My wife—I thought 
ae that, regardless of her condition 
4 agree I had made before the 

pain Showing a childish liking f 
pas s ng for 
with nye times she had patted my hand 
almost impersonal affection which 
Children od toward those who please 
e “9 that Johnson had reasoned 
ight show distress if I abruptly 
iore his unexpected an- 
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| nouncement of a trip that we were 


| minutes, she would volunteer no obj 
| when I left the room. 





| and were armed. There was no 
| be gained by sacrificing myself now. 
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together. Expecting to see me ack 
ection 
“I'll help you pack,” said Johnson, 
And now my bride showed the 
Imperiousness Ol a no , . 
child ea Spal 
“You aren’t going to leave me for 
second, Uncle Ted,” she declared, “This 
the nicest party I ever had, and you'r “ 
stay right with me.” . 
“Uncle Ted!” My lips must have pure 


| at her naming him thus. [| 
g r S. aM No grat 


believer in family resemblances. More oftey 
than not members of the same family 
as unlike in appearance as they a 
tastes or character But if ever Pe ag 
Shrieked denial of any relationship, th 
moonlike countenance of Johnson did so 
“I want all my nice uncles to stay wit 


|} me,” she went on 


I almost laughed, and would have, had 
the situation been less fraught with anriey 
So the cadaverous Criney and the apelike 
Mehaffey were also related to her! Tha 
my urge toward laughter was erased by 
anger at the deception played upon her. 4 
clouded mentality is incapable of reaye 
It has no memories to warn it against th 
acceptance of this statement, or to advise 
it to give credence to that. And so the gi 
had been imposed upon 

But the lies they had told her reacted 
now upon them. Johnson, who, in o 
brief acquaintance, had shown a wit capabe 


| of meeting almost any emergency, was no- 


plused now. He glanced helplessly at Crine 
but that worthy was as bewildered as k 

My heart leaped with excitement. Thy 
did not want me to leave the room alm 
But equally they did not want to d@« 
say anything that would arouse or excite 
or annoy my wife. At least, Johnson did 
want to. For Criney made a move to am, 
and the puzzlement in my fat friend's ha 
eyes gave way to a warning light. Cring 
sat down again 

3ut I—I rose to my feet. Johnson glari 
a threat at me, but I professed to be m 
aware of it. I spoke to my wife. 

“It wont take a minute,” I assured et 
“You can be saying good-by to your de 


| kind uncles while I’m gone.” 


She couldn't read the irony in my tos 
but it gave me a slight satisfaction to aro 
the wrath which I saw upon the fac @ 
Johnson. Then I was through the dining- 


room door. 


ROM the third floor I had descended t 

the second, gone thence to the first, a 
now to the hallway that re = wi 
door. A dash and I would be free. ! 
reluctance to make that dash rendered le 
gard my feet. And yet I could not sm 
my wife by remaining here. I would ms 


desert her, but these men a 


Then a glance showed me that aun 
not the simple thing that I had thought. 
might have known that Johnson would bat 
anticipated some such contingency 3% 
For two men guarded the door. If! 


| try to overpower them and make my ¥# 


to the street, the first sound of # 
would bring assistance to them, an assistant 
which, indeed, they might not need 
I turned, without —-. eet 
There must be a way of egress 
and from the roof I might come cleat. = 
of those doors in the upper hall mut 
stairs or ladder reaching upward. yee 
And then shrewdness, or com#hon 
reasserted itself. Johnson had 3 “ 


gain with me. He had agreed to ee 


| ten thousand dollars if I would 
| part given to me. 


He had showa 
faith, if the term is applicable © : 
dealing, in giving me my money ™™ 
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said that it was part of the agree- 

that 1 should immediately leave New 
= He had said that if I delayed my 
la more than half an _ ayers 
would be taken to assure that I never wouk 
tered yet I was racking my brain in an 
efiort to find out some way whereby I 
could escape from this house. Why, they 
would be only too glad to get rid of me 
Nervous, a prey to terrors that were partly 
of my own imagination, I was in a state ol 
c that was entirely uncalled for in the 





Ss) ~a 

oeaaen and his henchmen had been less 
alarmed at my departure from the dining- 
room, doubtless, than they had been over 
being left with Ruth. Child though she 
was in everything save stature, some sort 
of explanation must be forthcoming from 
them to her, and it was the wish to post- 
pone this that had made Johnson and Criney 
anxious to accompany me from the room 
God knew I had reason enough for nervous 
tremors without conjuring up added reasons 
from the depths of fear 

I slackened my pace up the stairs. As I 
turned at the first landing, I could see the 


two guardians of the door. Neither of ” 
them had made the slightest move to fol- Th h d 
low me. And when at the top of the next é dan y 


flight, I looked back, there was still no : 
sound or sight of pursuit. I entered the | — A D 
room where, because my shabby blue-serge > co ispenser 


had seemed incongruous, I had been sup- 


plied with presentable clothing. | | s ro means fine, fresh film 


LTHOUGH common sense seemed to in- 

dicate my alarms were needless, an inner 
caution spoke to me. It was wiser not 5 OU can buy no better film than Ansco— 
to gamble too heavily on what at the mo- That's Ansco Speedex you're lucky to get as good. Ansco Speedex is 
ment seemed an obvious thing. I might not percentage—in any well the product of America’s oldest photographic 
be as secure as I thought. So, on tiptoe I | handled camera. It fits manufacturing experience. And now the new 
went along the hall. There were four doors, the light, dull or bright — = “ee xp = 

Ansco Dispenser, in stores everywhere, assures 
i \ 


and three of them opened into chamiers | and makes successful pic- - 
somewhat similar to the one where I had ture-taking possible ear- everyone a constant supply of fine, fresh film. 


changed. The fourth was locked, and from re and later in the day It’s part of a new idea in film selling—an Ansco 
a eee idea that further simplifies picture-taking. The 


its location at the rear end of the hall, I all “pad 
- regardiess of make ; 
figured that it must mask the exit to the Dispenser means that Ansco film stocks never get 


toof. There were no servants’ stairs. old. It contains just the proper assortment of fast 
Ps a, F' ee” smash the lock of | selling sizes—and every single Dispenser is “‘just 
Aye od er ps a oe paso around the corner” from one of 105 fresh film 
again - - ny sense , : o M thic 7. - ers iche 
into ascendancy in my thoughts. These | distributing centres which Ansco has established 
at strategic points throughout the country. 


men would make no attempt upon me here. . : : 
Indeed, the reason Johnson had suggested Ge Sueniiectenchdl Ansco Speedex is the film’ that made good 


that I pack a bag was to afford an excuse Gold Medal for Excel- picture-taking easy under the widest possible range 
for separating me from Ruth, and he. had | lence in Camera Design of light conditions, Camera users everywhere 
yn to go with me and deliver to me and =e — know it for a certain clearness and sparkle it gives 
j S . awarded to ° . —_ s . ° ; 
Bag instructions or threats deemed “ to their pictures. There’s no surer indication of 
Tie Wiles for me to do. then. was t ANSCO pure excellence in film. 
hee , en, wa 0 Ansco C eras hav , > sc ispenser! 
ape to the dining-room, announce that pawns Bie power ee Buy from the Ansco Dispenser! 
Y preparations for departure were com- Gold Medal in any com- 
pleted, and leave it to Johnson’s wit to get petition they have en- Ansco Readyset Cameras 
Sag the house without disturbing the tered. No focusing. No adjusting. Automatic Finder. 
Tcht in nuded, of course, that I had been The easiest camera in the world for non-profession- 
na = paten that they feared als to use 
abrupt disappearance on my part ; 
would disturb her. - : ve At good stores everywhere 
In compliance, then, with this idea, I $7.50 to $13.50 


=n toward the stairs. A yard from 


roe pee I Stopped. As sweetly as the 

er made by a tiny brook in spring came 
uth’s voice from the floor below. 

‘i No, indeed, Uncle Ted, you mustn’t fol- 
W me any farther. I want to tell Jim a 

rad Not, and her voice was childishly 
yiul now, “that we'll keep it secret from 


It’s a surprise, and you 


t 


werk Wis 





star 
“ Ri Peep, and you mustn't listen.” The early history of photography in America is woven about a few outstanding pioneer 
a the heard Johnson make reply to her, and names—among them Anthony, Scovill, Adams, Goodwin— all now represented in Ansco. The 
hid food humor in his voice was under- record dates back to 1842. The distinction of originating roll-film, of putting the first hand 
bya hint of worry. and studio cameras on the American market and of being the first to establish a full line of 
_< - all Fight, Ruth—only don’t be professional supplies, all belongs to Ansco. 
” you?” 
ae 4 
sy sad ht /Ath of a child who has _per- ANSCO PHOTOPRODUCTS, Inc. 
a . into granting a favor, Ruth Binghamton, N. Y. 
: 


4 word of assent. Then I heard h , 
feet on the stairs. A Pade y Fen Ansco Cameras—Cyko nd nator sir. ole on ss omnenee bebe 


© face, slightly flushed by the exer- 
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tion of the rapid climb, appeared above the 
balustrade. 

She looked straight at me, but raised her 
voice as though she did not see me. 

“Oh, Jim,” she called. “May I come in 
your room?” 


back, wondering if the fog 

that dimmed her mind had _ suddenly 
clouded her eyes. A fierce resolve never to 
leave her, to shelter and protect her so long 
as I lived, came to me. I held out a hand 
to stop her, to make her realize that I was 
not in the room but standing here before 
her. 

Impatiently she brushed my hand aside 
Six feet beyond me was the closed door of 
the electric elevator. She stepped to it and 
pressed the button that would bring the lift 
silently to our floor. She darted back and 
glanced down the stairway. Then, at the 
top of her lungs she screamed. 

“Don’t touch. me! You mustn’t! Uncle 
Ted! Oh!” The last monosyllable was a 
veritable cry of innocence outraged. “The 
roof! Uncle Ted, he’s going to the roof!” 

In sheer, dumb, bewildered amazement I 
at her. From below came cries of 
vengeful rage. And then the elevator door 
swung silently open. 

“Kid, for the love of God make your get- 
away!” she whispered. 

Gone was the look of bewildered 
cence. The violet eyes flashed with the 
light of sudden purpose. Courage, and an 
understanding that was uncanny in view of 
what had been my previous impression of 
her, were in the expression of her deter- 
mined countenance. 


STEPPED 


innc- 


THE WIFE OF 


(Continued from page 


Captain Musker withdrew his eyes. Se- 
fora Marino was speaking in expressive 
broken English. The rich husky voice gave 
the Captain a queer sensation. The same! 
Her superb physique had always enthralled 
him when he thought of her, and out of it 
her vo'ce had come in thrilling, vibrating 
tones to dominate his heart, to hold him for 
those few days while the Andromeda had 
been held on her rock, and to echo through 
the caverns of memory. Now he sat there, 
very quiet and thoughtful, while Sefora Ma- 
rino, the wife of the Dictator, talked to him 
of her visit to New York. 


P on the bridge, looking out from be- 
neath the awning upon a star-strewn sea, 
Dolores Marino sat up in her deck-chair and 
peered at Captain Musker’s glowing cigar. 
“How do you know my name?” she de- 
manded uncertainly. 

“How do I know you worked in the Can- 
tina del Sol?” he replied. “Once I had a 
fight with you, Dolores, mi querida. Have 
you so many fights with men that you for- 
get the Cantina del Sol?” 

“So that was the trouble,” she muttered 
in Spanish. “I wondered where I had seen 
thee before. It was a long while since I 
was in the Cantina del Sol. Por Dios! 
Thou art my lover Henriquez! Well!” 

Captain Musker knew perfectly what she 
meant by that last exclamatory sigh. He 
had left her, climbed aboard the floating 
Andromeda and sailed away. And now, with 
the amorous vindictiveness of strong women, 
she wanted to know what he had to say 
for himself. In a way, such a woman never 
forgives a man for a single minute he be- 
stows on the world away from her. Lov- 
ing or fighting, she demands his _heart’s 
blood. Suddenly Dolores flung over the rail 
the gold-tipped trash she was smoking. 
“Give me a puro,” she demanded brusque- 

“T have no fancy for these things.” 


ly. 
He passed her a cigar, and her strong 
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Into my hand she thr 
pistol similar to the one with ‘whieh mae 
son had threatened me. OO Joke 

“I nailed this when I hy 
uncle a minute ago,” she said 
if they try to stop you, for they’ 
ribbed up to send you out in the ss 
They're going to pull it now.” = 

I heard Johnson on the stairs But 
grasped at her 

“But you—” I protested, 

“They think I'm goofy,” she answered 
“And you're too white a lad for me to ie 
them bump you off. If you hadn't talked 
me, told me what you really were— rN 
your way!” 

She pushed me into the elevator, and I be. 
gan descending as my enemies reached the 
top landing. With a break in the Jud le 
be out of the house and around the comer 
before they realized that she had misled 
them. 

But oh, it hurt me to leave her thr 
competent as I knew she was to meet thy 
situation. For if I had loved her whey | 
had thought her to be a child being Pushed 
along pathways she did not recognize, | wy 
mad for her now. For the girl she hy 
seemed to be was unattainable even thou 
married to me. But this girl, of wit, ani 
daring, and slangy speech, was not unattaip. 
able. And while we may adore that whid 
we can never reach, every drop of blood is 
our veins responds to that which we perhay 
may gain. 

(The next installment of this fascimating 
novel sustains the swift dramatic pace, Be 
sure to read it our forthcoming Jun 
issue.) 


Ged my dee 
“Use it, lt 
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teeth bit the end. In the flare of the matd 
he saw her eyes, hard, brilliant and amusd 
The spark from them suddenly ignited » 
inflammable charge in his heart, lying ther 
under years of useless lumber as though 
waiting for this moment to explode. Andi 
was this, that here without doubt, grom 
out of the turbulent girl of the Cantina d 
Sol, was the woman for whom he had be 
seeking. The match went out, but his beat 
shook with this detonating discovery. 

“The General is a big man, these days’ 
he said, as though thinking aloud. 

“He!” She gave a brief laugh. 

“Why did you marry that—small persm 
Dolores ?” 

“You ask too much, but I will tell the 
my Henriquez. I married him because ® 
could do as he pleased with me or any othe 
woman in Costaragua. At the time of t 
revolution, when he shut that old bod 
worm, that gray-bearded cabro, Miguel Ca 
tovar, in the president's palace and took ov 
the government, he was a man to bef 

“Castovar was a goat, eh?” said the Cap 
tain. “What do you call yon ea 

“A weasel, a comadrejo,” she la 

“Where did the weasel find you, Dolores?” 

“My husband was Administrador of 
Customs and Minister of Haciendas, if y# 
know what that means,” answered 
Marino. , 

“It means he was rich,” said the ge 

“Very rich. And a_peculator. He r 
bribed himself into the ministry, and 
course he took bribes. He was 4 
by Castovar.” 

“Where is he now ?” 
with some curiosity - 

“I am not sure, but some Say he 5 
waiter in Tegucigalpa across the “ 
The Dictator took over his offices and 
out the divorce-papers 

“Like that, ch?  Doleeth how you ms 
love your dictator!” 

‘ at this, and te 


There was a silence 


THE 


asked Captain Must 
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Utomati : e Captain gained a con- | 
Ch Joby, dps dowel. Ti sot love her dictator 
eee and he put this conviction 
my ; ispered in her ear 
54 we vty Washington,” she said som- 
eye al So secure recognition for this new 
© smoke bal t he has appointed. I shall remain 
— York. I have heard of it. Once 
But | - i o, my other husband, took me to 
Umber New York like Paris, Henriquez? 
“Far better,” said Captain Musker. “I 
inswered, dull see you every day while the ship is 
ne to le : Do you remember the house be- 
talked to rips palms on the lagoon, Dolores?” 
e— Oe “Why ask me?” she sighed. “I remember 
it wel. I was happy, and you left me as 
nd | be ou Jeaves his shoe on the trail. 
ched the * Well and now you are a rich woman, 
luck I ousted 10 a great man.” 
e come “He lies on his back and snores like a 
1 mised pig,” she remarked calmly. “He has a mis- 
oT ther, . ape going back to San Benito?” 
meet te asked the Captain. 
when | “He never discloses his plans. But I think 
; ased he understands that the new president is | 
| wa ing a revolution on the Pacific side, 
she had where the people are discontented because the 
thew Dictator revoked the concessions for a rail- 
wi a way. And he has not left Costaragua with- 
—_ out providing for the future, my Henriquez.” 
at whic “How happy you must be, Dolores, with 
blood i your dictator!” Captain Musker said softly. 
pettus HE stisten, my friend,” came the thrilling 
— voice at his side. “Do not speak to me} 
es. like that, or I shall grow angry.” 
ue, hh “Grow as angry as you like, Dolores, but | 
§ Jee BE don't forget I am in command of this ship | 





and of you too, for that matter. This is | 
not the Cantina del Sol.” And reaching out 
in the darkness, Captain Musker laid hold 
of the woman's firm smooth shoulder. Sud- 
denly he heard her laugh. She bent over and 
bit his hand. 

“Henriquez, thou art the same murderous | 
man! You shall show me New York.” 












nited a 

ng there ND as the ship sailed north, the idea | 
though burned and burned in his brain. He sat 

And it at his table, contemplating General Cipriano 

| grown Marino, absorbed in his Latin moroseness, | 
tina del and wondering that such people existed in | 
ad been the modern world. General Marino knew 

is heart no English and spoke to no one save the 

ery. purser, who had communicated to Captain 

» days. Musker the news that the General had 





placed in his care several heavy strong-boxes 
too large for the office safe. They were in 





















person. the bullion-chamber, under seal, he said. 
And in the mind of Dolores, a strange 
oll thee, piratical mind for a woman, the same idea 
ause be bumed. Only with her the idea took the 
y other shape, sharp and clear, of a new life under 
of the northern skies. All her life, which had been 
f of ro d perilous and subjected to the 
passions of unscrupulous, desperate and nim- 
ok over ble-witted men, blown hither and yon by 
feared the winds of war, she had accepted treachery 
¢ Cap % an integral factor of existence. Captain 
ral? Musker had loved her and left her; aud now, 
hed. Since fate had flung them together again. 
ores?” ned it was her turn. To her an- 
‘3 tutored nace, this commander of a 
/ Ip was as omnipotent as a 
Sefion ey of armies. Her imagination illu- 
a .o future with grandiose adventures 
ng : ape pd vast wealth, toward 
~s Were sailing at marvelous s . 
and of = halve prudence she veiled her ae 
pointe! we ain Musker, and listened to his 

vn he told her of his plans. 

‘et to do him justice, Captain Musker 
contemplated the future with an unusual 
eb Pleasure. To him Dolores, with her fierce 
— ina trament nt and superb vitality, was a spir- 
d Which encation. She had that quality in 






on he delighted beyond measure, a vig- 
— t Personality, uncontaminated 
Sophistication of so many mod- 

seg to men who are too | 
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FROWN LINES cnet 
SMILE WRINKLES D/SAPPEAR / 


Blemishes Sh —shinr grows } 
4 pre a ae aoe ated 


—_— 


SMILE adds immeasurably to your 
charm but it does sometimes leave 
lines. Of course, you must smile . . . but you 
need not have lines and wrinkles that mar 
| the beauty of your face. ..that make you old 
|... before your time! 


| Thousands of beautiful women—social 
| leaders, stage beauties, screen stars, write us 
that one cream . . Ingram’s Milkweed 
Cream, is all you need—the only one they 
have used for 10-20 years or more. 


Right now begin giving your face constant 


oO 





fo simp? 


Get at least seven 
hours sleep four 
nights out of seven 

— Eat fresh fruits and 
vegetables (those that 
may be eaten uncooked 

are best for you) — Use sweets sparingly 
—You need only one cream —Ingram's 
Milkweed_Cream — You can do your own 





care. And here’s the best way—the easiest 
and quickest. 

First read the five common-sense beauty 
rules given here. They are simple, workable 
rules, easy to follow. 


Then buy a jar of Ingram’s Milkweed 


Cream. Over a million jars used last year by 
beautiful women who care enough for their 
skin to care for it properly. 

Frederick F. Ingram Co., Est. 1885 146Tenth 
Street, Detroit, Mich., also Windsor, Ont., 
Canada. 


facials — beauty 
treatments—at 
home — Wewill 
show you how if you 
read carefully the little 
book that comes with each 


jar of Ingram's Milkweed Cream. 
$0c the jar— $1 size more economical — 
Theatrical size $1.75. 


Ingram Milkweed Cream 


THERE 1 


BLAUTY 


IN EVERY JAR 


Ingram's American Blush Rouge + Hand Made + One Shade + For Any Maid * 50c 
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UNKNOWN 
BEAUTY 
Not the faces 
known to Fame, 
but loveliness 
unknow n -incity, 
town and hamlet 
—has made Amer- 
icathe Kingdom of 
Beautiful W omen. 
It is the exquisite 
powderinTre-Jur 
that keeps their 
charm forever 
fresh. 


Face Powder 
Four perfect shades 
50c 


ye-/ur powder 


there’s a difference in its 


“‘Thinest” 
Single $1 
Double - $1.50 


; “Twin” Compact 

T was q great artist who said, $1 
‘Not in the perfect features but 

in their perfect blend, lies the thing 

called ‘Charm’.”’ 


In Tre-Jur Compacts, is a powder that 
has won its way to fame—not: only 
because its Quality is superb, but 
because in its blend lies Inspiration. 


Here is a powder of ideal weight and 

substance, mating smoothly with the 

skin, unworried by wind or weather Tre-Jur Lipstick 
* It's on every lady's 


—lasting — perfecting unseen. lips! Five inviting 
Shades — one invit- 


Women admire Tre-Jur Compacts for ing price—50c 
their beauty—praise them for their 

fragrance—but inevitably choose them 

for their marvelous powder. 


There’s the ‘‘ Turnest’’—the ‘‘ Purse- 
Size Twin’’—the ‘‘Little One’’—each 
a gem of convenience. We sketch 
them on this page. 
If not sold nearby, any Tre-Jur item will be es m 
. : : Little One 
forwarded by mail, upon receipt of price. A . 
“nl Compact 50c 
enerous sample of Tre-Jur Face Powder sent ag 
10c—stamps or coin. House or Tre-Jur, 
Inc., 19 West 18th Street, New York City. 
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So they dreamed each in the w 
inspired them, and so absorbed wom . 
in their dreams they never noticed the 
- ees Marino was ente at Coy 
dream of his own, a dre; fe 
sensate jealousy — ae of ais 

Mr. De Courcy again! That Very effices 
young officer was on the bridge With ie 
Popham, the chief mate, looking 
Hatteras. He knew the Captain call h. 
away. He had been aware all the — 
up, that the Old Man was spending tis 
with that spiggotty woman, the wife it 
General. He had heard old Drinkwater 
chiet steward, tell the doctor that the 7 
tary party in Suite Seven was mu 


ay life bag 


a . £OINg car 
rhe electrician, sent to fix a fan. had hag 
gun poked in his face as he opened the rt 
of Suite Seven Mr. De Courcy heard . 
lot on the Bi kr He was very disne 
It paid, with Captain Musker. 
strictly to one’s business. He never inte. 
fered with his officers’ affairs ] 

So that night, Hatteras expected any mo. 
ment, Mr. De Courcy wasn't at all suri 
to discover Captain Musker, in his dress i. 
form, on the bridge all of a sudden 

_ “Look at the log, will you,” said tk 
Captain, and Mr. DeCourcy at once by 
ried along the top deck to where the le 
extended from a boom on the rail. He by 
a flash-light in his hand, of course, but 
didn't need to see that the two private ded 
chairs by the Number One boat were ba 
empty. “She's gone down,” he said to biz 
self and gave the matter no more attentia 
intil General Cipriano Marino stepped o 
of the shadow of a ventilator with a rw 
ver in his hand. “Looking ugly,” sid 
De Courcy, when he divulged the matter? 
Captain Musker later. What he did waa 
keeping with his alert and competent mal 
drilled by five years of naval disciplm 
He turned his flash on the tormented featus 
of the distinguished passenger, who was & 
concerted by finding nobody save this say 
youth whom he had never seen before, al 
who snatched the blue-barreled revolver ot 
of the hand which wavered uncertainly 

“Look here, old chap, that's not allowed 
you know.” The thing suddenly dese 
in arc over the rail 

Ihe passenger glared 

“Looking pretty sick about something! 
you ask me, sir,” said Mr. De Coury! 
the Captain, who hadnt 

Captain Musker, indeed, had made nts 
single comment upon his junior officers a 
fidential report of the passenger's sudés 
iberration in the dark. That was his = 
Mr. De Courcy admired the way. He 
solved to copy it. Least said, least lied abou. 


UT in spite of his silence, Capa 

Musker was keenly alive to the sgi® 
cance of General Marino's presence up tt 
on the top deck. It only hardened bs @ 
termination to see the adventure throw: 
Husbands who were wise behaved differest) 
The Captain was much too clever, ant 
this case much too alive to his reg ‘ 
ties, to justify revenge of that nature kk 
sent the doctor, who understood § 
lto the General's suite. And he told Dol 
Marino exactly what he had heard Ines 
Mr. De Courcy. She turned lazily in 
chair and regarded him through half 
eyes 

“My Cipriano 
said. “Sick with jealousy __ Hast 
discovered that, Henriquez? . 

Captain Musker, celebrated for bis os 
ry, suddenly comprehendeu that this wo 
fed on jealousy as some spirits feed oa 
eydew. He ought to have known she mt 
not take these things in a avi for re 
That was part of her immense ne ae 
He experienced a stab ol doubt of 
come. He could not be expected to 
each day’s run from Costaragua af 
lished the lifelong caution and ‘eet 


is sick—that is tyue,” 
thou |& 





Beets i ee hacs 


brie oag ed 


# 
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in the breast of Dolores Marino. 


y I 
4... ty eat overdecorated dictator was less 
that Gey * Captain Musker now, and she was un- 
“ainung able to understand why the latter should be 
of wi in awe of her husband at all. 





“why do you not put him in prison?” 






y =: a 
an “Ss many questions on arrival,” he told 
OU fp . “The Terme _after him. 
4S Not iy he to Washington— 
1 Vorag = She will not go to Washington, 
his ting she replied. “He said tonight we shall never 
fe of thy reach New York.” ~ 

Water, th “And you are not afraid? 





“Ip San Benito, with his army round him, 
1 would be,” she muttered. “IT was six 








ad had ; in a fortress, underground, because 
the do be thought I had tried to kill him. That 
heard ; was before he married me,’ she added. 

dhiscrer “You! In a prison.” 

0 attend “Well, I did try to kill him,” she said 
er inte. . “The others were shot.” 





“Good God!” said Captain Musker to him- 
sii. To her he said nothing—only grasped 
her arm, firm, solid and powerful. 













































SUIprised 
Iress un “Now I know what to do, my Henriquez.” 
en It was time to go. She stood up and went 
Said the to the rail. Her long black hair was 
nce by. down, and blowing in the cool wind off 
the lig the shore. With a dexterous movement she 
He had rolled it up and secured it. Captain Musker 
» Dut be admired long hair. He liked a woman to 
ate deck be a woman. That black mane of hers 
ere beth fying in the night wind was a symbol of her 
to hin- emotion for him. She turned, and in the 
attention darkness shot by fugitive gleams reflected 
ped ont on the painted deck, he saw her fierce eyes 
a revo ing. 
said Mr “You remember, Henriquez, how I taught 
matter | you to say Vaya Usted con Dios?” 
1 was i “I remember,” he said. “You said it to 
nt mini me, and I went.” 
iscipline “Say it now, then,” she muttered, looking 
features down suddenly, “and I will go. And I will 
was de see thee in New York.” 
is sharp 
ore, and R. DE COURCY, just off watch at 
Iver og midnight, tapping at the Captain's door. 
inly Captain Musker, lying down in his clothes, 
allowed a single light deep-shaded, said “Come in,” 
scribe: and lay there in enigmatic immobility, like 
an efigy of some crusading knight, hands 
on his breast, a mysterious presence. 
thing i Mr. De Courcy had a communication to 
urcy | make. He had a flair, as the French say. 
While along to see the log again, leaning 
e nett over the rail to haul it in from the boom, 
rs coe he had seen something, far down, emerge 
sudds pe. ben a porthole and fall. Just a 
is way min ago. 
He Captain Musker lay still. His unusuall 
| abort keen hearing had caught the sound of an - 
; familiar scrape of feet outside. He waited. 
Captsa Then Mr. De Courcy, wondering, caught the 
hs rng There was a knock at the outer 
his & A curt gesture from the Captain sent Mr 
hroug: De Courcy silently into the iaavunen clos- 
f : , 
= ing the door after him. The young man 
i Pow at the chart, gleaming like a pool of 
te ce under the hooded lamp 
t. bk and Scrat his lip. He was worried by 
pans. 4 suspicion whether the little chap from 
Dolor whom he had snatched the revolver and flun: 
| ie t overboard, had not been meditati : 
in et ide rather than murder The : ae of thes 
dost er. sight of that 
en bundle, resisting and clinging for 
oe “=n ro “ fropping a= the dark 
ui wer they saying in there? He coddenly do- 
sat nome 80 round and turn in. The secret of 
on a ship, he believed, was to mind 
“ Me Dees and he wished to succeed. 
wail in the § ay 5 had plenty of adventure 
mM Mle, promotion and eupre ne, * Jeb for 
ae But to and Rrumauaticn. 
: ‘ usker sitting up and 
to Soy are his purser, doctor and steward, 


Come to report the Suicide of an 
Passenger, the problem was not to 














by turning in. The Sefiora Ma- 
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‘They have learned to keep 
the radiant 


MOUTH of YOUTH 























DER, 





How enchanting you seem to others now! 


Gleaming smiles and joyous laughter, win the admiration of all who 
know you. You know you are more charming when you use Pebeco. 





Where the mouth 
glands are slowing up 


The numbers show where 
they are, three on each 
side. When their fluids 
cease, decay begins, gums 
start to soften. 


PEBECO 
keeps the Mouth Glands young ¢ « ° 


T= dazzling whiteness of your teeth, the pink 
and healthy hardness of your gums are ei 
ous charms of youth. 


To keep them always lovely you must care for 
six little mouth glands. They are the real guard- 
ians of your whole mouth, producing the natural 
fluids which neutralize the acids from food decay. 


But even from childhood our soft, modern diet 
is gradually slowing them up from Jack of exercise. 


Pebeco’s principal ingredient renews the nor- 
mal action of the mouth glands, keeping them 
vigorous day and night. You can taste this im- 

ortant substance in Pebeco, its sharp, clean tang, 
its pungent, slightly salty taste. 

Made by Pebeco, Inc. A Division of Lehn & Fink Products Com- 


pany. Sole distributors, Lehn & Fink, Inc., Bloomfield, N. J 
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rino was in a state of collapse in the 
pital, he was informed. General Ci 
Marino had climbed through the 9 ‘pray 
dow, and just as his wife entered r my 
|had plunged into the sea. When ml 
|asked the Captain. That was just the th 
| ble, said the physician. Sejfiora Marin ped 
| incoherent with grief. How long eS 
fore she rang for assistance could only te 
conjectured. They were searching bd 
= a matter of form, said the purser, bet 
sec med useless to discredit an eyewitn . 
The doctor said the General had lee 
}traught in his manner while being attends! 
i jthat evening oe 
| “Better write a report,” saic t 
PCRFUME / ker, and the officers retired. a 


But Captain Musker could not lie down 


. 1 ~ again. It was not imple as these peosl 
| imagined e had eline 3 al 
up half stunned, just after some terriig 


. ° }explosion, wondering where he was ané 
the lucky darting of Laris Z| hether ne" was alive now er i sme pe 
vious existence. As the great ship vibrate 
AT ALL GOOD SHOPS faintly to the thrust of her propellers he 
PERFUMES . EAU DE TOILETTE seemed to come to the surface again in 
POUDRES tyre SACHETS world of extraordinary clarity and alp 
pay un re r, celebrated and even envied 
lor his gailantry, seeing wha e Im 
Other favorite Vigny Perfumes a , lself in for, suddenly afioed ae a 
CHICK~ CHICK and FLEUR CELESTE past can never come back. Only the joyoy 
= | buoyant y of youth can enable us to si 
- — — — ———— — through the rapids and naelstroms of a pas 
WRITE THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE for School information. Be sionate romance 
sure to state whether for boy or girl, age, location desired. Address For him, he reflected, commander ¢ 
Director, Department of Education, 420 Lexington Ave., New York City. the Biskra, twelve thousand tons, there wa 
TB tee —_______ ——— —————" no return to the young Harry Musker, x- 
ond mate of the poor rotten old Andromeds, 
ashore in Puerto Balboa. And yet there wx 
a tremor in his heart as he thought of wha 
he would be giving up, of what that ma. 
nificent creature might do if she for a mo 
ment suspected him of treachery. He had 
bade her “Go with God,” and she had gon 
She had made him promise to come to he 
in New 
her lover of old, to come 
And as they came up the channel and k 
felt the tentacles of the land reaching out to 
clutch him in the persons of pilots and im 
migration officials and Customs men, he was 
at a loss He knew Dolores. When se 
wanted a man, she got him. She would neve 
understand that he couldn't do anything fe 


Mellin’s Food her now This wasn't Costaragua. Sk 


would have to go back there, anyhow 


They can fight sore throat all day! 
A Milk Modifier He was pondering the subject when th 


superintendent entered his cabin. 


. 
Gargling alone Cow’s milk contains all the nutritive “Bad thing this, Musker,” he said, st 
“Nothing 


elements necessary for maxftenance and ting down and taking a cigar 
bd growth. If these elem@its were in the to do with you, though We'll take it W 
1S not enoug same proportions as jn human mk apd with Washington, after the inquiry. No 
of the same chqfacter and as digestible, you're for vacation, as you know, and #4 
S j d ds poe * — . eee - the aaees rule we'd be keeping you here to look afte 
ore throat deman cou e substituted for human milk wi things until she sails for Egypt But the 
the assurance of successful results and the . ngage . eiteenees Ge 
matter of the artificial feeding of infants Sonambula 1S sailing this afternoc Vardi’ 
would need no further thought, erpool to refit, and you'll take her. %4 sh 
lcoming here to relieve you. And you @ 


ERM-LADEN schoolrooms. However, while all the essential food do what you like for a month on the other 
Dangerous weather . .. Danger elements are present in cbw’s milk, there Wich I ‘ag with you. Now 
; : os : nad i deoenn Rootes side is was going with you. %® 
of grippe, influenza, tonsilitis! is a marked differemce in relative propor- : poe vay the 
& PP : . tions, in physital character and in digesti- soda for me. I take it just the way 
Physicians now say: To cure sore bility as compared with human milk and Scotch make it.” 
throat an occasional gargle is not for these reasons cow’s milk must be ; +e of a bot 
enough. You should fight sore throat modified before it can be applied success- IGH up in a palatial suite . . free 
all day long ! fully as nourishment for the bottle-fed like a vast Babylonian — — 
With Formamint the throat is kept con- baby. whose window of could be —S “f hi 
tinuously bathed ingen antiseptic of proved The purpose of Mellin’s Food is to curves of the bridges and = ignts 
germicidal power, Yet Formamint cannot adjust these differences and this purpose lgoing down the rivers to the sea, 
harm the delicate throat tissues. is accomplished by following the plan Marino lay on a gilt and crimson loune* 
And children Jike Formamint. Let them which directs the use of Mellin’s Food as and gaze j out upon this monstrous 
take one of these tablets every hour or so a milk modifier and gazed out up different from 
to treat sore throat; every two or three a ; gorgeous city of light, so alle : 
hours to help prevent it. All druggists. The plan is a practical one, for the chill and somber silence of San Benito. 
Basen Ye Se entire day’s feeding may be prepared in a |lay there in a mood of calm conte Oe 
few minutes by simply dissolving Mellin’s lticipation, regretting nothing and un 


Doctors endorse it Food in water and then adding milk. lof the future. She lay there with an 


| - 
Write today for a Free Trial Boule of Mellin's | casional glance at the gold ans * woo 
ns 


Food and a copy of our book,” The Care | besi siting f Captal J 
- -s | beside her, waiting tor Cap 
and Feeding of Infants o as the Sonamb 


ae 
mint at that moment, a: ae ae 
Mellin’s Food Co., 177 State St., Boston, Mass. |eastward, was staring reflectively t 
ure-harbors on Fire 


lights of the pleast 
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ZALZALZA 


- 
(Continued from page 100) 
misera t the frieze of skeletons. The l T) 
ong & screamed and fallen across his 
int. 
one EY = d the man at the window, 


“Tekek !” moane 


- has it. We are lost.” 
5 tool continued to blink. A definite 


idea had been slowly coming to life in him. 
Maniacs! A Society of Maniacs! He sat 
watching the tremendous nose. The creature 
bed a gun in his hand A canniness born of 
terror and despair came into Timbleton’s 
brain. His conscious faculties overcome by 
ic, Timbleton’s desire to live was think- 
ing for him. The gun was lifting itself. To 
be shot, to be murdered in the midst of 
these nightmarish things, to be left dying at 
the mercy of the maimed Thing in the corner 
—it was gone but it would return! Timble- 
ton, white inside, sat with his teeth together 
and his arms quivering. He would leap— 
vibrated “Zalzalza will never forgive,” the man of 
lers, he the tremendous nose whispered suddenly. 
in ina “After so many centuries— 

Timbleton shouted. His hands leaped 








1 calm 

| = toward the gun. But the shot was over. The | 

let him- man of the tremendous nose had pointed it 

hat the at himself and fired. Timbleton stared while 
the creature’s eyes rolled wildly around the | 


oa room and a skyrocket cry escaped his lips: 

“Tekek! Find him!” 

The man sank to the floor and lay inert. 

“Dead—dead!” moaned the woman, and 
Timbleton was aware that she had opened 
her eyes at the sound of the gun. She lay 
with her head in his lap and her beautiful 
eyes gazing piteously at him. The yellow- 
faced man stood up and came toward them 
on the couch. 

“Hopeless to struggle any more,” he said. 
He picked up the revolver and looked at it. 

“No, not yet,” he murmured. 

Turning to Timbleton, he said quietly: 

“Come. Follow me. Here's your over- 
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with a praiseworthy fidelity to his job, that 
he had an appointment to interview a man 
from Tibet at ten. The magnificent door- 
man hailed him politely as he approached. 

“I beg your pardon, sir,” said the man, 
“but you dropped something when you got 
into the machine a little while ago.” 

And the magnificent door-man handed 
Timbleton a green disk, that looked like a 
tea-tile. 

Timbleton found himself in the elevator, 
being gently lifted toward the room in 
which Sir Richard Frazer was waiting 
He stepped out as the elevator boy called 
“Seven,” and stood hesitatingly in the hall. 
It occurred to him that he wasn’t doing the 
right thing. He should go to the telephone 
and bulletin his office. But about what? He 


heard himself beginning to tell Holland, the | 
city editor, a miserably practical-minded per- | 
had just been kidnaped by a | 
group of maniacs in quest of a green disk he | 


son, that he 


had found on Madison Street, and that while 


in captivity he had seen— It would ruin | 


him. Holland would grunt twice and hang 
up, muttering something nasty about moon- 
shine. 

If the police raided the place, that would 
be another matter 
the ghastly details of the scene and then re- 
membered with a curious excitement the 
beautiful woman. She had kissed him. Her 
eyes had pleaded. She had 
arms. 

“Wait a minute, wait a minute,” Timble- 
ton muttered to himself. “Go easy—” 

He moved slowly toward Room 757. He 
was thinking rapidly, however. Whirling 
through his mind were the preposterous in- 
cidents of the last hour. He was endeavoring 
to arrange in sane, chronological order the 
sinister absurdities which had been occupy- 
ing him since he came out of the cigar-store 
at Clark and Madison streets and noticed a 
man in a brown suit looking for something. 


IFE, after all, is not the invention of a per- 
verse mountebank, idly busying himself 
with the manipulation of events. Life, as 


| the poet says, is real, life is earnest. Purpose | 
| and reason lie behind it—to a certain extent 


Timbleton was trying to figure out what it 
was that had happened. He stood pensively 
in the carpeted corridor, his brows knit. The 
cool, cynical sanity of the newspaper man— 


the superficial but unblinking eye of the re- | 
A lead is | 
the beginning of a newspaper story. It is | 
the smooth and perfunctory finality which | 


porter—was searching for a lead 


Starts the chronicle of some event—one of 
the day’s Important Incidents which have 
achieved the dignity of newspaper print. 


Thus, “Eight men and a girl were killed to- | 
day by a falling wall in a fire which de- | 


stroved the five-story furniture factory oper- 
ated by—” or, “A nation-wide search was 
started today for Helen Hazelbaum, who 
was lured from her home at 546 East Max- 
well Street by two men in light-colored 
clothes and straw hats—” 

But no lead suggested itself to Timbleton. 
The incidents in which he had participated 
remained the brazenly incoherent and grue- 
some absurdities they had seemed. A sud- 
den hopelessness seized Timbleton. Something 
had happened. He had seen Something. But 
he didn’t know what. It refused to solidify 
into sanity. It is impossible even for a news- 
paper reporter to reason that life is insane. 
Accordingly the affair slipped tiredly from 
his brain, detached itself from his life and 


| became for the moment the bewildering but 
| nonexistent fabric of an impossible dream. 


He knocked at the door of Room 757 and 
was answered by a voice calling, “Come in.” 

Timbleton stepped into the room. A man 
with a drooping yellow mustache and an 
adenoidal turn of speech requested him to 
be seated. 

“I’m from the Times,” said Timbleton, 
sitting down and running his hand over his 
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derstand that you're visiting 
ior several days and are going to 
on before the Woman's Club on Tibet, 
are a cigar,” said Sir Richard. Timble- 
ton took a cigar and looked indifferently at 
his quarry—a man of fifty with a hawk face 
and blue twinkling eyes, in a dressing-gown 
with yellow stripes, and a pair of Oriental 


“The paper thought there might be a story 
in your experiences, OF anything you're going 
to say about your travels, or something 
unusual.” 


IMBLETON was speaking automatically. 

It was the interviewer's ty series 

garbled uestions strung together, minus 
“7 Senener or intelligence. It invari- 

evoked a sapient cough from his quarry, 
followed by a garbled, grammarless and un- 
intelligible series of replies. Timbleton sank 
back in his chair waiting for Sir Richard to 
remark: “Oh, I see. Indeed! Very interest- 
ing. I have had some connections with news- 
papers. That is, years ago. About my travels: 
Well, let me see. What paper did you say 
you were with?” 

Instead, Sir Richard rose to his feet and 
looking down at the slightly slouched figure 
of the newspaper man, replied: “What's 
wrong, lad? You look rawther done up. 
Have a drink? Always carry me own flask, 
you know.” 


“Right-o,” Timbleton answered quickly, 
and eyed the British nobility with mild 
astonishment. 


“Deuced bore, I fawncy,” went on Sir 
Richard, “having to come here and awsk a 
lot of questions of a silly old ass like my- 
self. Here you are.” 

Timbleton accepted the glass and stared 
good-humoredly at the rather exceptional 
savant from Tibet. 

“T've had a bit of a jolt,” he said, falling 
with ease into the idiom of the British no- 
bility. “Say,"—he paused with the glass to 
his lips—“you're a scientist of some sort, 
aren't you?” 

“Of a sort,” smiled Sir Richard. 

Timbleton swallowed the drink. 

“I picked up something in the street,” he 
went on, “that might interest you.” 

‘Td like to see it,” said Sir Richard, eying 
him. “Here, there—steady, me lad. You 
are done up.” 

“I don't know what it is. It’s something 
devilish,” said Timbleton, flushing. “And it’s 
Sure given me one rough hour.” 

He stopped, fished in his pocket and 
brought out the green disk. Sir Richard took 





it in his hand, carried it to the window and 


studied it. 

“By Jove!” exclaimed Sir Richard. 
Jove!” 

Timbleton stirred uneasily. A curious ex- 
pectancy had taken hold of him. The sight 
of the Breen disk had revived miserably the 
memories of his morning. He half expected 
Sir Richard to do something—begin barking 
or float gently out of the window. 

“Unusual workmanship,” Sir Richard was 
saying. “Wonderful color. And what an odd 
ry Sulphur, I believe. Rawther warm, 
. An inscription. Hebrew. No, by Jove! 
Not Hebrew at all. More like Assyrian. No. 
’ _ Assyrian either. Cawn’t make it out.” 
in Richard tapped the disk with his 


ant makes it warm?” he asked sud- 
yt You haven’t had the thing near a 
“Warm when 1 
when I picked it up,” said Timble- 
ton, “about an ho: ill w 
pa mabe of orm. Still warm. What 
Richard turned abruptly on him. 
voice hel " you find it?” he asked. His 
on : Ww ‘ed changed. It had become 
= * greet.” said Timbleton. He 
t. The chloroform, the drink 
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The art of smiling charmingly is the art of caring properly for one’s teeth. That is why Pepsodent, urged by dental 
authorities, is also universally placed by experts, these days, near the top of the list of modern beauty aids. 


Cleanse Teeth of Dingy Film 
To Brighten Smiles Quickly 


The new way to combat the film on teeth — the source of many footh 
and gum disorders—whith numbers of leading authorities shogest 


Send Coupon for 10-Day Tube Free J 


HEN teeth lack gleam and white- 
ness, it is usually because they are 
film coated. 

Ordinary brushing has failed to com- 
bat film successfully. Thus thinking 
people, chiefly on dental advice, are 
adopting a new way in tooth and gum 
care called Pepsodent. 


Now an effective film combatant 


By running your tongue across your 
teeth, you will feel a film; a slippery 
sort of coating. Ordinary brushing does 
not remove it. 

Film absorbs discolorations from food, 
smoking, etc. That is why, according to 
leading dental opinion, teeth look dingy 
and “off color.” 

Film clings to teeth, gets into crevices 
and stays. It invites and breeds the 
germs of decay. And that is why it is 
judged so grave a danger to the teeth 
by authorities. 

Film is the basis of tartar. And tartar, 
with germs, is the chief cause of pyor- 
rhea. That is why regular film removal 
is urged as probably first in correct gum 
protection. 

Most dental authorities urgently ad- 
vise thorough film removal at least 
twice each day. That is every morning 
and every night. 

For that. purpose, obtain Pepsodent, 
the special film-removing dentifrice 
which leading dental authorities favor. 
Different from any other tooth paste. 

Pepsodent curdles the film, then re- 
moves it; then polishes the teeth in 
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gentle safety to efamel. It combats 
the acids of decay and scientifically 
firms the gums. It multiplies the alka- 
linity of the saliva. And meets, thus, 
in all ways, the exactments of modern 
dental science. 

On dental advice, people are adopting 
this new way of tooth cleansing. Ob- 
tain Pepsodent, the quality dentifrice, 
at drug steres. Two months’ supply at 
a moderate price—or send coupon for 
10-day tube. Use twice every day. See 
your dentist twice each year. 





FREE—10-DAY TUBE 











FREE — Mail coupon for 10-day 
tube to The Pepsodent Company, 
Dept. 1156, 1104 S. Wabash Ave., 
Chicago, Ill, U.S. A. Only one 
tube to a family. 
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| “Sit 


and the Impossible Room were echoing in 
his nerves. 

“What’s the matter with you?” 
Sir Richard in the same harsh tone 

“I don't know,” answered Timbleton, “ex- 
|cept that—that thing you're holding. Some- 
body tried to take it from me.” 
| “Who?” 

The question came like a shot. Timbleton 
jumped. Sir Richard was confronting him, 
his blue eyes no longer twinkling 
with a strange light. 
| “Who?” he repeated. 
| “There were three people,” 
| gan slowly as if under the hypnosis of mem- 
ory, “in an impossible room with—with 
Things in it. One of them was a tall yel- 
low-faced man. Another was a sort of dwarf 


pursued 


with long hair and a big nose; and the 
third was a woman, a beautiful woman.” 
He paused and then added: “I was kid- 
naped in front of this hotel and chloro 
| formed.” 

OLLAND, the sordid and practical city 

editor, would have guffawed. Sir Rich- 
ard, however, stood as one riveted to the 


floor, his hawk face tense, his mouth opened, 
his eyes gleaming at Timbleton. Timbleton 
had risen. 
down,” said Sir Richard. Timbleton 
sat down. The Englishman moved quickly 
to the door and turned the key. He hurried 
back toward the window, and opening it, 
thrust his head outside. After several mo- 
ments during which he seemed to be inspect- 
ing the walls of the hotel, the street below 
and the sky above, he drew himself in, closed 
the window, locked its catch, pulled the cur- 
tains together and turned to the newspaper 
man. Timbleton, sitting silently, reached for 
the flask on the table. 

“Pardon me,” he mumbled. 

“Go ahead,” said Sir Richard. 


it. 

“It’s the chloroform,” he explained as his 
fingers shakingly returned the glass. 

Sir Richard was staring at him. 

“If I show you something, will you tell 
me your story—everything?” he demanded 
hoarsely. 

Timbleton nodded 

The Englishman dropped to his knees, 
drew a suitcase from under the bed and 
opened it. After a pause he brought forth a 
package, carefully wrapped and tied. Timble- 
ton watched him open the thing. 

“Here you are,” said Sir Richard, and 
handed him three green disks. They were 
warm to the touch, and emitted a faint smell 
of sulphur. Timbleton held them for an in- 
stant, observing that they were inscribed 
with the same kind of letters which marked 
the rim of the disk he had found 

“They're the same sort of things,” 
tered. “Well, I'll be damned.” 

“They’re the same sort of things,” re- 
peated Sir Richard. “I found one of them 
near the second cataract of the Nile twelve 
years ago. I found another on the Hill of 
Rocks in Tibet four years ago. And I found 
the other while crossing the Strand near 
Trafalgar Square in London last month.” 

The Englishman drew a chair up to 
Timbleton and in a restrained voice added 
hoarsely: “Now tell me your story. It’s im- 
portant. There’s nothing more important in 
the whole world than your story. If—if 
anything has happened to you this morning, 
it’s more important than anything that has 
ever happened to anybody else—since the be- 
ginning of time.” 

Timbleton stared and drew a deep breath. 

“Tell me every detail of everything you've 
seen—and done.” 

“T was walking over from the office around 
nine o'clock this morning,” began Timbleton, 
“when I came out of a cigar-store at Clark 
and Madison streets and saw a man in a 
brown suit looking for something—” 


he mut- 





Timbleton poured a drink and swallowed 





but ablaze | 
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Timbleton be- | 
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He continued talking for a_ half-hour, 
the strained and silent face of the Eng- 
jishman drawing him out, the gleaming, fas- 

ted eyes of the traveler from Tibet in- 
err him with a desire to detail all of the 
0 ood absurdities which had befallen 
him that morning. When he had finished, 
Sir Richard poured him another drink. 

“Good God!” muttered Sir Richard. 
He began to pace the room, rubbing his 
hands together nervously and in turn tug- 


ing at his long mustache. 
“What is it?” asked Timbleton after a 


pause. “What in God’s name is it all 
about ?” 


“These disks,” said Sir Richard, stopping | 
short and pointing to the things lying on | 


the bed, “these disks fell from the sky. You 
w that.” 

woThe sky!” repeated Timbleton. 
“The sky,” said Sir Richard. He stared 


at the newspaper man and then spoke with | 


a sudden snarl. ae 
“Oh, what a triple-headed idiot our science 
is! Science! Science!” 
He flung his arms out. “A madhouse full 


of stupid lunatics! A human race, indeed!” | 


Contempt and rage were in his words. 

“Freedom—liberty !” he went on, Timble- 
ton listening in amazement. “Bah! A world 
in bondage. A race of slaves. A race held 
chattel by—by Zalzalza.” 

He stopped short, and Timbleton sighed 
nervously. Sir Richard was beginning to 
fit into the morning. A mad morning, and 
apparently, madder than he had suspected, 
even during the half-hour in the Impossible 
Room. He sat looking helplessly at Sir Rich- 
ard, who had resumed in quieter tones: 

“But light’s coming. Fort has given ’em 
an opening.” 

“Who is Fort?” inquired Timbleton. He 
could think of nothing else to ask. In fact 
he could think of nothing at all. 

“Fort,” snapped Sir Richard, “is a scien- 
tis. The first scientist. Charles Fort. 
Never heard of him, eh? I fawncy not. The 
first faint gleam of reason that has ever 
— the darkness of the race mind—that's 
ort.” 

Sir Richard laughed without mirth. 

“Scientists! Men of wisdom!” he snarled. 
“Fead! The profound imbecility of the pack 
of them! Peeping through their damned 
telescopes and seeing less than moles under- 
ground. Planets, comets, algebra—damn it 
all. Knocking out every sane clue given 
them. Reading out of their court of idiocy 
every intelligent phenomenon pointing the 
great truth. Darwin! Hanging’s too good 
for him. Newton and the rest of them! 
And the anthropologists. Gad! What a lot! 
Worse, damnably worse, than the astrono- 
mers. Fort beat me out. But it doesn’t mat- 
ter. Nothing matters now—or ever will.” 


D Nc this strange tirade Timbleton 
contained himself with difficulty. He 
was beginning to think. Four mad persons 
- one day is somewhat of a record—even 
or a newspaper man. And yet—here was 
ae A man of science was talking, 
kind of a man who could talk before a 
woman's club. Considering this, it would be 
chard listen, best not to interrupt. Sir 
re ee paused for breath, but Timble- 
pod his tongue. The Englishman after 
He oly at his guest resumed: 
you ever heard of fishes fallin 
tn, SY.” he demanded, “or of ~~ 
ane Or of balls of fire? Or of the 
4 re-wheels seen rolling over the sea? 
~ ever heard of coal falling from the 
through #4 the things people have seen 
wey adh rag things that are damned 
pe 4 ings science says no to? Have 
er heard of the cup-marks scattered 
world, and the Chinese inscrip- 
are found in Ireland, and of the 
are excavated—things that don’t 
os And textbooks, or systems? 
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‘No man has seen her powder-puff 
... Since she found this CLINGING face powder 


ACRED to the boudoir is mi- 

lady's poudre— because she 
now uses Fioret, the face powder 
that clings. Unless you should 
glimpse hermaking her toilette in 
the privacy of her bedroom, you 
might never know that clinging 
Fioret poudre is the secret. 


And clinging is not all. While it 
clings, Fioret poudre blends so 
gently and delicately intoanycom- 
plexion-giving full expression to 
the natural beauty of 


the skin. While ic clings, Fioret 
poudre gives such exquisite pleas- 
ure in the allurement of the fa- 
mous parfum ‘‘JOUIR’’-the Fioret 
odeur with which this clinging pou- 
dre is scented. 
You may obtain Fioret face pow- 
der, priced at one dollar for each 
of the four shades, at select drug 
and department stores. Little 
enough to pay for a face powder 
that clings, clings, clings! FIORET 
677 Firrn Ave., N.Y. 
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A Dog’s Life! 


What is the life of yours? 
Happy, romping, cheerful 
and lovable—that’s his natu- 
ral disposition. A true-born 
athlete, withthe heart ofaboy! 
And, like any other athlete, 
needing to keep toned up, 
in good condition, his body 
cared forandhis ills relieved. 


Glover’s Imperial Medicines are 
standardized remedies for every 
known dogailment. They have 
been tested and proved, safe and 
sure, by breeders, fanciers anddog 
Over half a century. 
Sporting Goods and 
Stores and Druggists 
in the U. S. A. and 
them. 









ess Dept. G-82 
H. CLAY GLOVER CO., Inc. 
119 Fifth Avenue, New York 


Send for special bookleton 
GLOVER’S treatment 
for the human scalp. 


GLOVERS| 


IMPERIAL DOG MEDICINES 


book. 


of Your Dog. 



























Write for free 
Tells 
about the Feed- 
ing, Symptoms 
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| be able to start with a finality. 


Sir Richard fixed Timbleton’s attention 
with a gesture—which was unnecessary. 

“Because the world is insane,” he answered 
himself, “because science is the ultimate in- 


| sanity of an insane world.” 


Sir Richard sat down and poured himself 
a drink, which was just as well. 

“This thing you've found,” he went on, “is 
one of the thousands of things that have 
fallen from the sky. The records of scien 
tific journals are filled with them. In 1883 
there was a virtual bombardment: stones, 
coals, meteorites, axes, disks, cup-marks, gela- 
tinous substances. And in Nova Scotia a 
group of terrible monsters—a variety of cut 
tlefish, the scientists proclaimed. Yes sir, 
cuttlefish! Cuttlefish that had never been 
sighted before in the history of the world 





that when killed and dissected were found to | 


contain minerals unknown to geologists. 
“And what did science say to all this? 
Whirlpools, science said, pick them up and 
drop them again. Birds get into terrible 
fights above the clouds and kill each other, 
shedding blood that falls in a rain. Vol- 
canoes send up clouds of cinders that fall 
five thousand miles away as unburned coal 


Cyclones lift up a hundred thousand frogs, | 
each two months old, out of a pond in Il- | 


again some 


The ex- 


linois and dump them down 
where in China! Interesting, eh? 
planations of science! 

“Gad! Have you ever heard the cluck 
ings of an infant not yet able to talk? 
These cluckings are infinitely more profound 
than all the bombilations of science. More 
learned, more truthful, in that they mean 
nothing! The bombilations of science, my 
dear fellow, mean less than nothing, infinitely 
less 

“This thing you've found, says science,— 
oh, I’ve had it up before the London Acad- 
emy, and I know,—th’s thing, says science 
with an eye on its systems and theories, is 
a tea-tile or something similar.’ An old 
woman dropped it from her shopping-bag 
The reason it’s warm is that it’s been func- 
tioning under a warm teapot. Yes—a tea- 
tile made out of a metal no metallurgist has 
ever seen before, inscribed with words no 
philologist can decipher. A tea-tile that keeps 
warm for twelve years and gives off an 
odor of sulphur. Marvelous men of science!” 


IR RICHARD slipped out of his dress- 

ing-gown and moved about the room 
wildly in quest of clothes and linen. Timble- 
ton, who was watching him, caught a glimpse 
of an open suitcase under the edge of the 
bed. Sir Richard had darted into the bath- 
room for a moment. Timbleton remained 
staring vaguely at the suitcase. He was not 
thinking of the suitcase. His thoughts, in 
fact, were describing 


illegible circles in a | 





green mist, pursuing each other in a dizzy, | 


wordless fashion. 

Yet the superficial and unblinking eye 
of the newspaper man was looking at a 
suitcase. There were bundles of paper in the 


| suitcase—notes, manuscripts, odds and ends. 


There was one paper, folded into a square 
that lay on top of the pile. A word now 
bizarrely familiar showed its heavy ink 
through the back of the folded paper; 
Timbleton picked it up and, almost un- 


| conscious of the act, thrust it into his pocket. 


“The police first,” cried Sir Richard, 
emerging from the bathroom with his hair 
combed. There was a violent certainty 
about his manner now. 

“T still don’t know what it’s about,” lied 
Timbleton. For as a matter of fact, he did 
know. But he knew something his brain 
refused to believe; hence the wordless circles 
in the green mist. It was something vast, 
twisted and ferocious. To a newspaper man 
all things are possible. The pinion of the 
great god Norm does not quite obscure his 
horizon. But they must adjust themselves 
into a lead. One must, in thinking of them, 
And the 


| 
| 





| 
| 
| 
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finality refused for the moment to 
itself into words. 4 is hey 
spaper man on observing tha 
ores mackerel to remark off 
at and convincingly that the moon is a 
gait mackerel. Itisa matter which requires 
dort. Timbleton was making the effort. 
sir Richard, observing his blank face, paused 
in his toilet and went on: 
“Since the beginning of time, so far as 
this world reckons time, he said, “things 
have been falling out ol! the sky. What I 
will tell you now has always been theory— 
yntil today. It is Fort’s theory and mine 
also. And there are perhaps another half- 
dozen men who hold it today—this theory. 
I have tracked phenomena for twenty-eight 
years. I've seen things which officially don't 
exist--which prove that modern wisdom is 
the flickering of a match against the gulf of 
night, that reason is a stagnant dream over- 
grown with moss, that the human race is 
but a faintly animated spawn!” 
Timbleton marveled at the Englishman’s 
language. Its persuasive redundancy beat 


pleasantly on his ear. 


“But what you've seen,” Sir Richard was | 


saying, “the things you've seen—” 

“What have I seen?” interrupted Timble- 
ton warily. He was going to the police. This 
fact had suddenly placed a pleasingly tan- 


gible handle to the uncertainties. He had his | 
lad, the finality with which all uncertainties | 


must be introduced. Thus: “The police to- 
day raided a house in which—” And now 
if Sir Richard would get down to brass tacks 
and tell him what he had seen, the matter 
could be intelligently communicated even to 
a policeman, and— 

“You have seen,” said Sir Richard slowly, 


“the two men and one woman who own the | 


earth! Who control the earth!” 


“And the other things?” Timbleton in- 


quired calmly. 


“Mysteries,” said Sir Richard, “minor mys- 


teries which will clear up in the next hour. | 


The great fact is what I’ve told you. The 
two men and one woman who own the 
earth.” 

“I don't understand,” said Timbleton. But 


he did, in a hopeless, unhappy way. He was | 
merely thinking of the police. There would | 
have to be explanations to the police. A | 


wagonload of harness bulls is a wagonload of 
harness bulls and not a purple barque loaded 
with Jasons sailing a golden sea upon a 

The superficial but “unblinking eye 
ring newspaper man kept this fact well in 


7 “Sit down,” commanded Sir Richard. 
Til take you entirely into my confidence. 
You deserve it. There's no use keeping you 
in the dark. You've already seen what no 
man has yet even dreamed of seeing. You 
and I are about to conquer—a universe.” 


APTAIN MORGAN of the South Clark 
Piper Police-station came miserably into 
unbfinking eye. Timbleton sighed. Con- 
ey a universe would be a difficult mat- 
| to put up to Captain Morgan. He would 
use. Timbleton sighed and longed for 
a He felt dizzy. 
Ages ago, Sir Richard was now saying, 
Strange ships sailing through the heavens 
our planet. The Strange ships were 
nw adventurers from, let us say, 
rn wut it wasn’t Mars. It was a coun- 
in sie, system . La Place. It was 
Melzaz. iS a planet that La Place 
Saw abe Saturn. The creatures in these 
> een the earth, attacked the people 
vod ever and conquered them. Have 
hills ‘of rd of the Vitrified forts on the 
red Whatltnd—ruins that are made of 
of fie fron 9 per them to glass? Bolts 
_ @ attacking ships of the sky. 


Senos thinking desperately of the po- 
Contin longing for brass tacks. 
Constructions—or Superconstruc- 
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Kesin ol Se Oap Wins 


professtonal favor 


The effect of its Resinol 
properties brings warm 
praise from nurses 


RISP, immaculate, clear skinned and wholesome, traineg nurses 

are quick to recognize real merit in a toilet requisig and to 
adopt its use when they find it produces comfort or otherfbeneficial 
results. Resinol Soap has won their endorsement throyfgh its dis- 
tinctive Resinol properties. 
They realize at once that these Resinol ingredients make the luxu- 
riant lather soothing as well as cleansing and help to keep the skin 
soft and natural. They freely express their satisfaction, and in their 
letters are such statements as: 


“Has always been my preference because it 
has such a soothing feeling on the skin.” 

“Am delighted with the wonderful lather, 
and appreciate its healing qualities:” 

“IT recommend it to those who are seeking a 
smooth, natural complexion.” 

“Use it for my patients because it is so re- 
freshing.” 

**As a cleansing agent, [like it very much.” 


Why not follow the example of these nurses and begin today to 
use Resinol Soap? Your druggist sells it. Of course we will be glad 
to send a trial size cake, free, if you will mail us the coupon below, 
but a full size cake gives a more satisfactory test. 


If you are now annoyed by blotches or similar disorders, 
apply a touch of Resinol—that soothing ointment which 
is so widely used for various skin troubles—and see how 
quickly the blemishes disappear. It has been prescribed 
by doctors for more than thirty years. 


Dept. 9-D, Resinol, Baltimore, Md. 


I have never used Resinol Soap and Ointment, s 
please send me sample of each. 





Pace 160 The Red Book Magazin 


NOW 18 THE TIME 


F you should ever stop at a little inland town in the Ozark hills, miles 
from a railroad, you can hardly missa sight of old Uncle Zebedee sitting 
at his cobbler’s bench in his tumble-down shed or hobbling up Main 
Street. He is sure to stop for nothing pleases the old man more than an 
opportunity to have a word with a “stranger.” Encourage him ever so 
little and you will hear his favorite outburst against the monotony of life: 
“Yes, sir, it must be great to travel around and see the world! When I 
was a young man, I was quite a wanderer myself. I had an old horse and 
wagon and I used to roam around over these here hills, sometimes clean 
over to Black Ridge, a’most twenty miles from home! Then I got married, 
and Delilah, my wife, she didn’t care about rovin’, so I settled down. | 
always wished, though, I'd gone over to Lebanon once, when I was still 
young and spry. It’s a long ways—fifty miles—but I wonder sometimes 
why I didn’t just go ahead and see it before my travelin’ days were done.” 
You may smile at the old mountaineer’s outburst but there is something 
pathetic in the glimpse it gives of the pitifully restricted lives of the hill 
people of his generation. To them a journey of fifty miles seemed an 
impossibly daring adventure. Modern facilities for rail and motor traffic 
have brought these isolated communities nearer the world but too late 
to be of any benefit to the older mountaineers. They, like Uncle Zebedee, 
feel themselves rooted in their native soil and can only look longingly back 
on unrealized dreams of youthful ventures “a’most twenty miles from 
home!” 

Yet, how many of us are inclined to “settle down” and let a preoccupation 
with routine and the crowding affairs of daily life hold us back from the 
great experience of travel. When we do this, it is usually too late to appre- 
ciate life to the fullest extent. Too many of us are in danger of coming to old 
age with regrets for the journey we always planned but never took, the 
places we always dreamed of but never visited. Too many lives are the 
poorer for lack of the formative influence of travel during the years when 
the individual is most in need of its broadening effect. 

We do not have to reckon with the physical obstacles which made old 
Uncle Zebedee’s progress, over steep mountain roads, so slow and painful. 
The modern traveler can enjoy comfort and luxury at moderate cost. He 
has an unparalleled opportunity to store up for himself the treasures of 
rich and colorful memories. 


Travel Department—The Red Book Magazine 
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. still sail the skies. 
Even scientists have 


' us call them 
oo “g seen. 


Scientists have decided that they 


i from their moorings 

od touring the sky. They ‘ve also decided 

that the wheels of fire seen by scores of 

‘nc_—-wheels of fire rolling majesti- 

out of the clouds into the sea—were 

not wheels of fire and were not seen. Thus 
do scientists further the wisdom of the race. 

Sir Richard digressed for several moments 
on the subject of scientists. He resumed his 
garrative with an abrupt oath. ; 

“For centuries somebody, something, has 
een bombarding the earth with messages 
There's a code that runs from Tibet to San 
Francisco. I've seen it. Hundreds of others 
have seen it. Cup-marks, things that stand 
wut on rocks, spaced like Morse-code sym- 
bol. They spell something. A prehistoric 
race left them there, say the scientists. A 

toric race, mind you, that reached 
from Tibet to San Francisco, and spoke an 
identical tongue. And is still alive. For the 
cup-marks are all alike, and are still appear- 
ing in places where they w erent. And the 
messages on axes and disks on the rim of 
meteorites, carbonaceous meteorites that give 
of an odor of sulphur. They don't exist, 
says science. There are no carbonaceous me- 
teorites. A meteorite not constructed of true 
meteorite material is not a meteorite—and 
therefore is not allowed in the museums. But 
well talk only of the messages. For whom 
have they been intended? For the human 
race? Beautiful conceit! Fawncy the super- 
men of the heavens caring to communicate 
with the little moles who creep over the 
surface of the earth! 

‘Til tell you for whom. Zalzalza, ruler of 
a planet called Melzaz, conquered the world 
and established a guard upon it—a group of 
Melalzians to hold the world for him. Of 
what use was the world to Zalzalza? Of 
what use is conquest to anyone? Never- 
theless, since the beginning of history there’ve 
been on this planet a group of creatures 
guarding it for Zalzalza, perhaps guiding its 
destiny. God alone knows their powers 
The men and woman you saw today are 
those people. Of this I'm now convinced.” 


seen 
were balloons escapec 


IMBLETON remembered the man in the 

brown suit looking for something with 
a4 compass and a telescope. He recalled 
again vividly the kidnaping, the Impossible 
Room, and the Adventure. His thoughts, 
like excited flowers, began to grow and 
wave about. _ His mind had fallen into a 
ei exotic state. He was saying to 


“Is it true?” 

And the question was answering itself with 
= of what he had seen that morning, 
oes other questions. What do we 

y know? Has it all been wrong? What 
we scientists with telescopes? Nobodies? 
Sir Richard was 
PR beginning centuries ago, something 
~ Pney in the skies. A war started. 
oor yy indeed! Great ships with 
: t) zen om guiding them, with 
n ets guiding them, fought 
oad oe the skies. Grain has fallen 
aad gent coal—and balls of iron, 
tinous things, and monsters that re- 
Sea » Rains of blood all over 
n - Snows. And all the time 
a » Stone axes. It’s obvious, 
Great heavens | It’s obvious! The 
ee contain instructions. For what? 
Ferfop ues of the earth? Who knows? 
us, our planet, charging 
through space to wipe out 
: ows ?” 

said Timbleton. 
orth! the Enemy. You 
; esperate. The mes- 

. al ive been miscarrying— 

rival missionaries—crea- 
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Stacks smoking and gangplank down. You've been dream- 
ing. You've said: “‘When that shipcomes over the horizon 
and heaves herself into port, I'll go to Paris. Maybe I'll 
go around the country in England. I think I'll go down to 
Santa Margherita where the boatmen sing Neapolitan 
songs while they haul. Anyway, I'll go to Monte Carlo.”’ 


Wake up. The miracle has been nosed in by ten tugs to 
her berth. She's here. Cunard Cabin and Tourist Third is 
your adventure, my adventure, everyone's adventure. The 
staterooms are comfortable. The decks are wide. The food 
is excellent. The people you meet will be amusing, wig 
in the knowledge of the Seven Seas. 

If you are touchy about getting the best of everything, 
if, in short, you like to be a person of consequence instead 
of one of a crowd, go before mid-June or after mid-July. 


It’s more fun. 


Cabin: $145 
Tourist Third Cabin: $95 


CUNARD LINE 


CABIN CHANNEL SERVICE 


Plymouth - Havre - London 


EIGHTY - SEVEN + YEARS + OF + SERVICE + 1927 
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“The Storied 
Northwest” 


A Vacation Book 











| istent kind of an avenue. 
| himself, sought the sky. 
| and the spring haze obscured the sun. 


| 
| 
| 


is book of pictures and stories 

is yours for the asking. The glamour 
nd@ the beauty of the Pacific North- 
st—the romance of historic tradi- 





tions—are caught within its pages. 


If you want a vacation you will re- 
member all your life, follow the route 
of the Northern Pacific—along the 
path of the pioneers. 


“The Storied Northwest” will give 
you an advance taste of vacation 
pleasures: Fill out the coupon below 
—now, while you think of it! 


This will enable me to help you 
make your vacation plans. —A.B.S. 


| He perceived the shape of the earth, 


Northern PacificRy. | 


“First of the Northern Transcontinentals” 
168 





Mail this coupon to A. B. Smith, 
721 Northern Pacific Bldg., St. Paul, Minn. 


MY VACATION TRIP 











Round Trip summer 
Fare from Chicago 
$ 59.35 
61.95 
85.05 


Oo Jolowsene Park 

0 Rocky Mts. (Helena—Butte) 
Oo iene Empire (Spokane) | ° 

O Pacific Park.) Ace ee 90.30 
Oo _ 90.30 
OA 


9 Park 

ska (Skagway) : . 190.30 

oO Dude Ranch Vacations $57.95 to 66.90 
O Burlington Escorted Tours 

(all expense) $156.60 to 394.26 


I'll gladly make your Hotel or Pullman reservations. 
“Route of the North Coast 
Limited” 
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tures like Tekek—have been seizing on 
them.” 

Sir Richard paused and stared at Timble- 
ton. 

“Sounds insane, eh?” he inquired bitterly. 

“No,” said Timbleton. “I'd like to go 
back. I'll go back with you.” 

“That's the spirit!” cried Sir Richard. 

“All I remember,” said Timbleton, “is 
that there was a chimney with the 
‘Jenny's Toasties’ painted on it. We'll hunt 
up the chimney—there can’t be many like it 
in the city; and then—” 

“We'll find it,” interrupted Sir Richard 
“We must. We'll need two hundred po- 
licemen.” 

“Two hundred!” gasped Timbleton. 

“And as many firemen as we can get— 
several hundred, with hose, ladders and 
things. There'll be trouble. God knows 
what'll happen. We must be prepared. If 
—if we could get the army!” 

“The nearest police-station is 
Clark Street,” said Timbleton hastily. 
unblinking eye was functioning of its own 
accord. 


on South 


walked in silence through 
It seemed a little 


IMBLETON 

the teeming little avenue. 
avenue, a tiny, unimportant, almost nonex- 
His eyes, despite 
It was after twelve, 
Tim- 
bleton shivered. People passed—a tiny, non- 
existent kind of people—little infinitesimal | 
blurs drifting around in space: these were 
people. 

“What paper did you say you were with, 
Timbleton ?” suddenly asked Sir Richard. 

“The Times,” said Timbleton. 

“Hm! What time do you go to press?” 
inquired Sir Richard. 

“We've gone,’ answered Timbleton auto- 
matically, his mind on wilder things. “It’s 
too late for anything but an extra today. 
The morning papers'll clean up on it.” 

They walked on. It was the most memo- 
rable walk in Timbleton’s life, perhaps in the 
life of any man. He was no longer think- 
ing. He had transcended thought. Ideas, 
huge and flaming, rocketed through his head 
like cannonballs in flight. His vision, the 
superficial but unblinking eye of the news- 
paper man—for the moment seemed to pierce 
the little film that is known as Life and 
Reality. 

Beyond the tiny confusions of the street, 
beyond the miniature blur of faces swarming 
he perceived the monstrous shapes of 
the Unknowable, the demoniac figures and 
leaping nightmares of the eternal mystery. 
the 
uncharted vastnesses of the heavens. The 
terrific tumult of a wordless scene was in 
his mind. A universe had focused itself for 
Timbleton. An Ultimate Explanation nibbled 
at his consciousness, He was walking face 
to face with an Apocalypse. 

Yet he did not go mad. He did not even 
lose the cool, cynical sanity of temper which 
distinguishes the newspaper man. His eye- 
the insatiable eye of the reporter—had ad- 
justed itself. A new fact had been added to 
the world; a new story had broken. ‘ 

He walked, tense and practical, toward the 
South Clark Street police-station. He re- 
membered the station clearly. It floated like 
some miniature puppet house in the back of 
his brain. It was a place where the tawdry 
miseries, the infinitesimal maladjustments of 
a puppet city passed in daily review. Thus 
he thought of the realities—realities he had 
for fourteen years faithfully reported. They 
had become, in an instant, meaningless trifles, 
nothings. For his quick reportorial brain was 
vaulting through an Apocalypse, grappling 
with the titanic shadows of ideas, reducing a 
nightmare and an infinity to a “lead.” 

And then the whirling little storm-center, 
the three and a half inches of gray matter 


that belonged to Kenneth Timbleton received | 





words | 


His | 
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Timbleton, obeying the frantic 
8 swarming from some excited point 
“ade his skull, came to a dead stop. The 
messages said to Stop They said nothing 


~ y Timbleton stopped and found 


ored ph of a woman that decorated 
the entrance of the Fine Arts Building. Still 
messages said nothing else. 
= his mouth opened, and Sir Richard 
tugging at his elbow. ach 
“Good Lord, man,” said Sir Richard irri- 
“we're losing time!” 
we alae continued to stare, but slowly 
his mouth closed. His head had begun to 


ache violently. 


away voice. 
Sir Richard laughed shortly. 

“Youll be all right,” he said. 

Timbleton turned and gazed at the Eng- 
lishmian in silence. 

“You're wearing a false mustache,” said 
Timbleton. And without further word, he 
tumed and walked past the lithograph poster 
to the box-office window of the theater in- 
side. As he mounted the steps of the audi- 
torium, he turned and peered back into the 
street. Sir Richard had disappeared. 


FATED in the gloom of the theater, Tim- 

bleton watched the figures of the moving- 
picture film going energetically through the 
shadow drama. A woman appeared, enter- 
ing a bedroom and removing her hat and 
furs. Timbleton sighed. It was the woman 
of the Impossible Room—svelte and beauti- 
ful and dramatic. Timbleton sat and watched 
with interest. After fifteen minutes he sighed 
and arose. He felt somewhat stiff. He mois- 
tened his lips and walked slowly out of the 
theater. In front of the theater he stopped 









veelf staring at the full-sized, gayly col- | 


He remained | 


“] feel rather faint,” he objected in a far- 


illmaa and stared at the lithograph: “Jeanne Faith | 
; —in ‘Two Husbands.’ ” 
design Timbleton nodded half-consciously to him- | 
with sli. He desired to smile but accomplished 
aa it only indifferently. The woman on the 
ervice; lithograph was the woman of the Impossible 
‘adit Room. The superficial and unblinking eye | 


of the newspaper man promenading through 
mati a roaring of worlds down a nonexistent ave- 
nue, had perceived it, registered aloofly the 
fact and given Timbleton a headache. Turn- 
ing vad Richard, the same unblinking 
eve observed for the fifth time—a f: 
eke i ime—a false 
rs a Richard was gone. Timbleton thrust 
is hand into his pocket and withdrew the 


— in Sir Richard's room. He opened it 
ssn | dearing his throat several times of a 
curious dryness, read in silence the excited 


nix, a0 
ARR "PS 
le servic 
TRAL ZALZALZA 
The Great Superdrama of the Universe. 
ddress 7 Jeanne Fairu 
| ~- talented Craftfilm Star in the beau- 
Llp me transcending Spectacle of the 
orld conquered by the Floating Man 
is, : oe Milky Way. 
S SCIENCE Wronc? 
1s i 
See the Czar of the Heavens, the great 


ZALZAL2A, leading his Fleet of Super- 

Se — into Cosmic Battle. 

ay, Hosts from the Interstellar 

Spaces in the Titanic War for the Pos- 

e Session of the World. 

- the Monsters from Melzaz dragging 
Earth out of her Orbit, a 

Planetary Captive. 

_ sapomce BEEN ASLEEP? 

reath-taking, Marvelous! 

The Yellow Men from Vuturta. The 

Disks of the Gods. 

Don’t Fail To— 







Have tHe 










MR 

ae ETON ‘stopped reading, refolded 
puvemen t and resumed his way 

Wenue alone. It was quite a 














folded sheet he had picked from the suit- | 
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Attractive Fares to 


5 Orient Ports | 


and return 
Note these roundtrip fares to the Orient 


$600 Yokohama and return. Sai! From San 
Francisco for Honolulu, Yokohama, re- 
turning to Seattle. Or return to San Francisco via 
Honolulu. 


$692 Shanghai and return. Sai] from Seat- 
tle for Yokohama, Kobe and Shanghaj 


returning mf to San Francisco via Hong- 
lulu. Or return direct from Yokohama to Seattle 


$750 Manila and return. Sai! from S 
cisco for Honolulu, Yokohama, Kobe, 


Shanghai, Hong Kong and Mazgila, returning from 
Japan direct to Seattle. Or rerurn from Japan to San 
Francisco via Honolulu. 

Go on palatial President Liners. Decks are spa- 
cious. Outside rooms with beds, not berths. The 
cuisine is excellent. , 

A Dollar Liner sails every week from Los Angeles 
and San Francisco for the Orient and Round the 
World. 

Every fortnight from Boston end New York for 
the Orient via Havana, Panama and California. 

An AmericapMail Liner sails every two weeks from 
Seattle to the ‘Orient. 

From Naples, Genoa and Marseilles fortnightly 
sailings of Dollar Liners for Boston and New York. 

Liberal stopovers of one week, two weeks or longer 
at any port. 

A new field for work or play awaits you across the 
Pacific. Go now. 


Complete information from any steamship or railroad ticket agent or 


Dollar Steamship L 


American Mail Line 
Admiral Oriental Line 


112 W. Adams Street . 


32 Broadway... . - -« New York 
604 Fifth Ave. and 25 B’way, New York 
177 State Street . Boston, Mass. 
Dime Bank Building,. . . . etroit 

Robert Dollar Builc‘ng, San Francisco, Calif. 


101 Bourse Bidg. 














ter 
‘A 


4 








Jee NX 





. Chicago, Ill. 
Philadelphia, Pa. 
514 W. Sixth Street, Los Angeles, Calif. 
1519 Railroad Ave. So., Seattle, Wash. 





HIRTY centuyes ago, these 
redwoods werd young. And 
this summer, if you plan your 
trip to California wll, you can see 
them. 

A scenic highta¥, 400 miles long, 
runs through the heart of all these fa- 
mous groves, north from San Francisco 
into Oregon via Grants Pass. Whether 
you travel by rail, auto stage or your 
owncar, the world’s oldest living trees 
will shade your journey. 

Giant ferns and rhododeridrons; 
cool, sparkling strgamd;)modern ho- 

, tels; camping itd fnsbpanes fish- 
ing, swimming nd boating are every- 
where along your way. 

You’ ll see so much that is Wew and 
delightful in the Redwe6d Empire 
that you wilh @lways want to come 
backjgnd make \jt youf hgme. Send 
this d4upon, today, for the Yllustrated 


Sookfets on this vacationwonderland. 
Plan your trip with these valuable 
helps; whatever you finally decide, 
you ought to have the information and 
assistance they will give you. 











Redwood 
Highway 
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good-sized avenue. He walked along with 
a faint smile on his lips and a normal gleam 
in his eye—his unblinking eye. He observed 
a stout woman almost get run over, and 
paused professionally for a moment. He 
noted a familiar face and nodded. He 
stepped into a cigar-store and invested fifteen 
cents in two inferior ropes. It would go 
on the expense account as “Telephone.” He 
walked on puffing with a meditative air un- 
usual to him. As he walked, his thoughts 
themselves into cool, finite sen- 
tences—miserably mundane sentences. 

“A plant,” said his thoughts. “Spotted 


me when I left the office. Well—” A long 
pause and a number of puffs. “Spotted me 
| and planted that damn’ disk! Well!” An 


| and 
/A man in a 


other pause and more puffs. “Framed it 
cold from the start. With an English press- 
agent at the hotel. Ouch! Of all the half- 
witted, fat-headed idiots! Of all the 
kidney-footed imbeciles!"” 

Another pause, during which 
endeavored vainly to summon up 
unflattering identities for himself. 

“The floating men of Vuluria. O-o-h!” 
Timbleton laughed out loud. “And Sir Rich- 
ard!” Another laugh. 

He kept on walking. The universe was 
pleasantly out of focus. There was no Apoc- 
alypse. The Loop was the Loop—a dirty 
aggregation of streets, elevated girders, faces 
traffic-cop whistles—and nothing else 
brown suit was a man in a 


Timbleton 
further 


| brown suit. The sky was the sky, and life 








was life—a succession of incidents crowding 


|a specific and goodly number of chartered 
| square miles. 
a false yellow mustache couldn't alter such 


Even a movie press-agent with 


things. 


WE LIVE 


BUT 


“But what a story it ; ‘ 
said Timbleton, “if I'd ove a 
Wow! What a yarn! What a call t 
land would have murdered me cold, 
hundred police and three hundred { ~ 
looking for Zalzalza! Seven-colum 
War of the Worlds! And th i head 
tomorrow—Zalzal 2 . dénover 
om ulza, the Super-movie he 

Timbleton entered the local room of 
paper and aes guiltily at the det. 
was one olland, the sordid-minded «. 
editor, looked up atone * 

“Where the hell you been?” 
Holland, still eying the ded a: om 
vince himself of a dubious fact. “Did vy 
see Sir Richard Whatshisname?” _ 
Prin 9 luck,” sighed Timbleton “Chase 
nim all over town. Had hi ar 
ody Had him paged in & 

He was thinking of the EXpense-accoup: 
“Paging Sir Richard —fifty cents" 

Runk, the assistant city-editor, looked y 

“A dame been trying to get you op t 
wire, Ken,” he remarked. “Says she’s Jeanne 
Faith, the movie star. Here's her nunbe 
Pretty soft—” 

And Runk grinned significantly. 

“Go on, get out,” snapped Holland goo. 
humoredly “See if you can pick up anythig 
for tomorrow. It's duller than hell tody 

And Timbleton, clasping a telephone np. 
ber—one that would not go on the expens. 
account—sauntered listlessly out of the offic 

“She owes me an apology and—and aq 
of tea, at least,’ Timbleton murmured » 
himself as he stepped into the street ai 
looked about him for a telephone-booth- 
a private telephone-booth in which he migt 
talk freely, and perhaps feelingly. 


ONCE 


(Continued from page 87) 


“Valerie!” her mother gaSped 

“You think I am swept away by insane 
sensuality.” 

“My child!” her father roared. 

“You think it’s just sex-mania.” 

“That awful word!” 

“But my real love for Blair is as sexless 
as the love of a man for his country, and 
I'm as willing to die for him. I love him 
as a woman loves a man, too, of course— 
terribly! But that’s only a part of it—the 
least part of it, too. Oh, what's the use of 
wrangling? I love him. I know he is 
what I need to complete my life. I believe 
I can complete his life. I feel for the 


first time in my life that I have a real 
ambition and a real chance to do what 
I think is my sacred duty. Don't, for 


God’s sake, hand me out a lot of trade- 
marks and mottoes. The one question is, 
will you give or lend me the money I need? 


ER father answered the scorn of her 
generation with the scorn of his: 

“We are not the only ones who deal in 
trademarks. But there are certain funda- 
mental—” 

“The money—do I get it?” 


“Positively, absolutely not. Never!” 





“Then I'll take my own money,” sil 
Valerie. “I’ve got some, haven't I? Abu 
twenty-five thousand, I think it was, tt 
Uncle Lemuel willed me. You have ita 
trust. I'd like it, if you please.” 

“Oh, my darling! I implore you-” 

“Will you give me my money?” 


“What if I wont?” 
“Then I'll sue you for it.” _ 
“Good Lord, listen to the child! Wi 


nothing stop you from this insanity?” 
“Nothing.” 
“When you've spent all your money, wit 


will you have?” 
“Blair Fleming.” 
“What if you lost him?” 


“Then I don’t want anything else.” 

This threw her mother into a parry 
of tears. But Valerie would not be é 
verted by tears, arguments or threats. He 
final word was: 

“Do I get the money?” 

“Of course. It’s yours.” 

“All right. Shall I draw on you, or Wi 
you deposit the money to my account @ 
the bank?” 

“T'll deposit it tomorrow—or today. Fe 
it’s morning now.” 

“Then you poor dears had better gt" 

—————s—i 








“WHEN THE GODS SMILE” 


In an early issue will appear a story 
with enthusiasm and long remember—a 
of American life abroad by the distinguished author 
of ‘‘The Grim Comedian, 
osseum’’ and many other noted tales-— 


RITA WEIMAN 


you will read 
vivid drama 


“When Falls the Cok 
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»ou'll forgive me for being 
be soni an bringing your gray hairs 
in sorrow to the grave. But I've got to 
. own life. If I succeed in being 
” ar) not blame you for opposing me. 
if 1 come a cropper, you can say, ‘I told 
‘oy so!’ and I'll never bother you again. 
70h ‘nm baby! You wouldn't desert us 
i a. we tried to do what we thought 
-" You'd always come home, wouldn't 


” 
a you'll let me, I will. Just leave a 
mp in the wintlow, and I'll find my way 
back, carrying the fatherless child in my 

” 
2 joke about such things '* her father 
gormed. “Go your way and God bless you 
| hope that all my prophecies prove false, 
and that you find the greatest happiness the 
world has ever known. But I doubt it 
Otherwise I'd invest in it. So run along to 
bed and pray the Lord that you wake up 


cured of this mania.” 
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ALERIE laughed, and embraced her | 


father and mother, and kissed them again 
and again. They felt, that she was going on 
a long journey on an uncharted  storm- 
haunted sea, and they were beaten out with 
the fatigue of the vain warfare against her 
imperious resolution. 

Her father murmured “Bon voyage!” as 
he left; and her mother said: “Heaven help 
you, my baby!” 

When they had gone, Valerie raised a 
curtain and glanced out upon a garden where 
the climbing sun had already nearly despoiled 
the roses of their dew 

She yawned, and climbed the stairs to her 
room. But she was no sooner abed than she 
was awake again. How could she rest be- 
fore she had made sure of Blair's freedom ? 
She leaped from her sheets, bathed and 
dressed, and puttering about in the pantry 
while the servants slept, made herself coffee 
in the electric coffee-pot and took from the 
dlectric ice-box enough for a breakfast. She 
was used to short rations of sleep and food, 
and early excursions. She had often danced 
until dawn, only to run home and change 
her ball-gown for the riding habit of a day- 
break hunt. Now she was out for big game. 

She hurried to the garage and took out 
her car again, after filling the tank with gas- 
oline, and seeing to the oil and the water. 

Then she drove softly down the lane of 
tall trees to the highway, swung south and 
gave her car a chance to show what it 
could do. 


Chapter Thirty-one 


Tae was almost nobody on the road, 
least of all a traffic officer, and Valerie 
sent the arrow of her speedometer quivering 
pt ag - fifty miles an hour, to sixty, 
y to seventy-five. For one long 
stretch she touched eighty. . 
© ocean was dazzling in the fire of the 
ppm Sun, and the waves spilled caldrons 
molten silver on a strand of gold The 
eucalyptus trees made aisles of gigantic 
_— and the sidelong sierras slid back- 
a a8 she pressed her furious way toward 
pol Through sleeping Ventura she 
denny away from the sea to the 
, Which rose and fell beneath her 

= : 
a tow under a sloop scudding 
sean made such haste that when she came 
told hee — Susana Pass, her wrist-watch 
would reach Los Angeles before 
Nesay Was out of bed. That would do 
kill the hos now her riddle was how to 
ab that must be overpassed some- 

before she might decently call u 

; ) pon 
prod She had no haven but the 
ee, wut, and so she drove: thither 
mhed the butler by encountering him 


ALOLO 


{ F I Y I N G I I s iH } 
the giant yacht that brings haw 
thirty six hours nearer 








all 











A corner in the dining saleen on the great MALOLO 
‘V4) ‘ , , . 
V HEN Diamond Head looms every refinement found only in the 
tawnv-hued in the sunshine above most famous hotels —all are em- 
a sea swirling with color—the coast bodied in this modern dream ship, 
ot California is only four and one- devoted solely to the comfort of 
half days astern. A fairy vision, the first-class passengers. 
Isle of Oahu comes out of the sea Bound tight with the ramapce of 
thirty-six hours sooner than it the Pacific and the develépment of 
should be expected. Hawaii an@ the Sith Seas is the 
The great Mato.o— largest and Matson fleet of nine splen die ships, 
swiftest steamship ever built in the Malolo, Maui, Mafsonia, Mana 
United States — has accomplished Withelmina, Lurline; Sierra, J- 
this miracle of the Pacific. A giant noma apd Hentura. 
vacht, she glides across the sea with / Frequent sailings from San Fran- 
almost unbelievable smoothness. cisco—seven every month. Régu- 
The MAaLo to is in effect a vast, lar sailings from Seattles too. W or- 
luxurious hotel, swept by gentle derful.all-expense tour’, $270, up. 
ocean breezes on a sea ‘ Send the coupon to 
as blue and lovely as the our nearest office or ask 
sky in June. Alithecom- any travel agency for 





fort—all the luxury — full particulars. 


Matson line 


THE SHIPS THAT SERVE 


Matson Navigation Co., Please send illustrated literature on a trip to Hawaii. 


Check here [ } 


Here is gc in stamps to cover mailing literature especially prepared for use in schools. {] 
Name Address 
215 Market St. go E. g2nd St. 140 So. Dearborn St. sto W. Sixth St. 1319 Fourth Ave. 
San Francisco New York Chicago Los Angeles Seattle 















If you have, don’t worry about 
it. Get it off your mind in a let- 
ter to any of the travel organiza- 
tions whose interesting advertise- 
ments appedr_in these pages. | BARBADOS - 


Have You a Vacation Problem? | 


ifferent 


In less timé than it takes to |]) = s 
tell, they'll Have the problem Rigi Boke Pe ahirs ap 


solved in the happiest way for Re Bs teks elev 

your Lagi ad needs = a S.S. VOLTAIRE S.S. VAUBAN- 
Your problems are their pleas- || . < 

ure as well as their business— ypmetmnpaen Rawat — 


and they solve them free of || LAMPORT & HOLT LINE 














charge. | 26 Broadway, New York, or local agent 














UTH ~~ 
AMERICA 


A Wh ay dnd that &, J 


RIO DE JANEIRO 





! 


AIRES 
d Trinidad 

























Pace 166 


| 














vo 


ay 


Pras 


Follow the Trail of the 
Heroes of Old 


Niagara to the Sea 


TARTING on the swift waters of the 

Niagara River ... steaming across Lake 
Ontario... threading the narrow passages of 
the Thousand Islands ... plunging through 
the foaming Rapids of the St. Lawrence River 
. «. Swinging into the sheltered harbor of 
Montreal ... thence on to ancient - ews 
and the glorious Saguenay. Athousand miles 
of travel, a thousyhd thrills of pleasure. 


No water trip in all America can 
match this for thrilling enjoyment 


For booklets, rates and information, address the office 
nearest you. CANADA STEAMSHIP LINES, Ltd.: 
New York, 110 West 42nd St.; Boston, 216 Old South 
Bidg.; Philadelphia, 202 Liberty Bldg.; Chicago, 112 
West Adams St.; Detroit, 312 Dime Bank Bidz.; 
Cleveland, Union Trust Bidg.; Pittsburgh, Union 
Trust Bidg.; Cincinnati, Dixie Terminal Arcade; 
Rochester, 705 Temple Bidg.; or C. C. Bonter, 
Passenger Traffic Manager, CANADA STEAMSHIP 











- 








LINES, Ltd., 9 Victoria Square, Montreal, Canada. 


— oh 











) —Great Lakes Service. 


~~ GANADA STEAMSHIP LINES 


Owning and operating St. Lawrence River Route—“Niagara to the Sea”. Northern Navigation Division 
Hotels—Manoir Richelieu and Hotel Tadousac on the Lower St. Lawrence. 
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THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE'S Department 
of Education will help you solve the problem of 
your child’s future training—see pages 








Amazing New 
Way to Shave 


Astonishes Experts 


IHINK of it! 365 keen, cool shaves a year from the 

same blade! No more bother about remembering to 
buy new ones. No more “raking” with dull onesf 
Slick,, velrety shaves é0rever—that’s KRISS-KROSS{ 
This amazing blade rejuvenator ap per-stfoppéer pro- 
longs the life of any make razop blade for ‘Months and 
Strops on thgjdiagonal. Employs master 
ilt {pto Mechanical device before. 
to notify you when blade is 


even years. 
barber’s secret nefer 
Automatic jig fi 
ith keene 


y cutting edge that steel can take. 
Generous Intr tory Offer 
luce KRISS-KROSS - . which fits al) blades ex 








Now— 
e ham, the inventor will gi new kind of pazor without 
~ charee, Bally 3 in a stantly adjus- fe 
ie. jutely ique erént. 
Also—big money ager and demonstra’ “ MYSTERY 
H. King mad ip'wne day. J, ©. K = 
200 in/F-days, n spare-timeMorkersmake [RAZOR 
$12 extr: vening. Get epmiid limited 
ree ro nptigsion: once. 
Don’ - rite M. Hy Rhodes, Pres.. at G I V E N 
addrass below—tonight! 











RHODES MFG. CO.,W 22h 2iltonsts, 


ee SS ES rrr 


1418 Pendleton Ave., St. 
Without obligation please send details of your amazing | 

KRISS-KROSS Stropper and mystery razor you are giving 

away this month. | 


ouis, Mo. | 


| 
| 
] Name < ow wwe wm ewe cence ese senses eeseseses | 
| 


eee ee ee ee 


8-23 





Clark’s Famous Cruises 
BY CUNARD LINE BIG NEW OIL-BURNERS 
at rates including hotels, guides, drives, fees. 


NORWAY weoirengancan 


52 DAYS, $600 to $1300 
ss “LANCASTRIA” July 2 








Third cruise includes Lisbon/ (Madrid), 
Spain, (Granada) Tangier, iers, | Italy, 
Riviera, Sweden, Norway, Scotland, 


Berlin, (Paris- London). 

Jan. 16, ’28; Around the World 
Sth Cruise; 12fwlays;, $1250 to $3000. 
Jan. 25,’28 To the Mediterranean 
24th Cruise; 65 days; $600 to $1700. 
South Africa—india Cruise: Jan. 25, '28 
FRANK C. CLARK, Times Blidg., N. Y. 











How About a Cruise? 


A cruise is just as delight- 
fully luxurious as the word 
sounds and it doesn’t have to 
be taken on one’s own private 
yacht. 

The cruises offered by the 
various steamship lines and 
tourist agencies are the last 
word in luxury, comfort and 
pleasure. And they’re not a 
bit more expensive than an 
| ordinary pleasure trip or va- 
| cation. 
| 
| 


———— ao = 


Write to the travel adver- 
tisers who use these pages 
for complete information con- 
cerning their cruises. They'll 
reply promptly and send you 
descriptive literature which 
| will tell you everything you 
| want to know. 


















The Red Book Moggi, 
unshaven, in his shirtsleey . 
pipe as he perused the monies 
a jaundiced eye. She whispered ach 
“Under no circumstances wake 
I'll sit in the living-room and i 
ing paper. If I should chance to fal 
call me at nine.” 
She stretched herself out on 
glared at the headlines with end 


saw nothing. Her heavy eyelids {gl i 
lifted them with effort, but thy 
a 


It seemed that almost instantly the 
voice was begging her pardon for its is 
nine o'clock. She stared up to 
spick and span, and wondered where she 
and why she was so lame of muscle anf 
drugged with slumber. 

She fell back asleep with such dey 
that the butler had not the heart to go hy 
yond the letter of her directions She ial 
told him to call her, but not to call he 
Later Mrs. Pashley stole in and gazed at 
and stole out, giving orders that she all 
not be disturbed. Mrs. Pashley had jy 
long enough to come to the conclusion thy 
there is nothing on earth quite worth » 
ing a good sound sleep to accomplih 

It was high noon before Valerie Woke wit 
a start, lifted her wrist, stared at the ii 
clock on it and decided that it must iy 
stopped at midnight—then remembered tig 
midnight had found her in Santa Bahai 
and morning again in Los Angeles. | 

She got to her feet determined to havea 
butler’s life, but encountered Mrs. Patina 
who took the blame and insisted upmg 
explanation. 

When Valerie described her mission, Ms 
Pashley expressed her horror forcibly, af 
proclaimed the wisdom of Valerie's fale 
and mother. Valerie interposed: 

“Save your breath, Aunt Ada, daring 
I've heard it all. I've gone over it alm 
self. Everything you've said and are gig 
to Say is perfectly true and wise and lov, 
but it wont change me in the least. ig 
mother and father couldn't bring me tom 
senses, you can’t, can you? I love yuie 
your intentions, but my mind is locked” 


iM 


ceaeaeo mm < 


sr oa 


oagwnskese ee'= 


N RS. PASHLEY saw ai a glance tt 
argument was futile. Having ba 
young and rash herself on at least om & 
casion, she understood Valerie’s obstinacy. I 
occurred to her that since the girl could mt 
be dissuaded, she ought to be helped, ani# 
she said: 
“I think you're stark, staring mad, id 
there’s no reason your cell shouldn't be pe 
ded. Perhaps you're wiser than all f& 
They called Columbus crazy, and you mi 
be a bigger discoverer than he was. | dat 
think so, but I want to save you any lat 
ship I can. 
“Now you say you're going over to fort 
or bribe Mrs. Fleming into going to Pas 
She turned you out once, and she may a 
let you in at all this time. Then you'll las 
your temper and tear her house dm 
Your temper is something magnificent; #* 
even more reckless than you are, and y# 
better watch it. ; 
“You say that you got your idea of sek 
ing Mrs. Fleming to Paris from my im r 
tion to you to cross with me. 
to show you how much I love yo ® 
what I’m willing to do for you, Til inv 
Mrs. Fleming to go along with me in you 
place, and I'll do my best to keep ‘ 
over her and see to it that she gets “ 
vorce instead of spending all your mou 
clothes the first week.” wo 
Valerie fixed blank, wide eyes om her 
and reached out to touch her as she si 8 
“Am I still asleep, or am 1% le 
everybody says? Did I really hear yous 
to take that atrocious woman to 
your wing?” 3 
“That was my suggestion. 
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Wed Book Magazine 


You cannot afford to visit 


Europe without a trip to/ 


England — where the lan 
guage is yours, where y 
will understand and be uf- 
derstood better than in apy 
other part of Europe. 


It is the home Of x#on- 
drous York — city of the 
famous Minster which this 
yearcelebratesits 1300th an- 
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of interest. 
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“But, Auntie, people don’t do such things. 
You couldn't mean it. Knowing you, and 
what such a woman means to you, I know 
you don’t realize what you're promising.” 

“It wont be much fun, but I've spent 
a longer time in a hospital, and I'll put it 
down as a major operation.” 

“But darling, even if you could be such 
an angel—such an archangel—as to undergo 
such an ordeal, I couldn't be fiendish enough 
to subject you to it. Why, I'd be worse | 
than Mrs. Fleming. I can't tell you how I 
love you for offering it, but it’s wildly im- 
possible, unthinkable. I seem to be dragging 
everybody through hell along with myself, | 
but I simply refuse to destroy you to make 
a holiday for me.” 

Aunt Ada smiled and insisted: 

“When a woman gets as old and fat as I | 
am, my dear, there isn’t so much difference 
between being happy and being miserable. 
Amy Fleming would be only a fleabite; but | 
the feeling that I was helping you out of a 
tangle would make every hour with her one 
grand sweet song. You can’t deny me the| 
blissful feeling that I am doing something | 
for you. I beg you not to. I've got my} 
heart set on it.” | 

She and Valerie wrangled like a pair of | 
early Christian martyrs contending for ma- 
jor honors in suffering. Mrs. Pashley finally 
convinced Valerie that it would break her 
heart to be denied her share in the plot. 
She was fairly gloating over the fun of con- 
spiracy, and Valerie accepted her as an ac- 
complice. 

Mrs. Pashley grew radiant as she wove her 
net: “I'll invite Mrs. Fleming over here to 
luncheon, and then you'll have her at your 
mercy. You can lock her in and not let her 
out till she listens to reason.” 


ALERIE admitted it was worth trying, 
and Mrs. Pashley had her butler call Mrs. 
Fleming to the telephone. Then she took his 
place and assumed her most irresistible voice: 
“Mrs. Fleming, this is Mrs. Pashley. How | 
do you do? You don’t? You did? Oh, 
how unfortunate! But everybody has a cold 
now, it seems. 
“IT hope you'll forgive me for calling you 
so informally and on such short notice, but | 
I wonder if you wouldn't be good enough | 
to run over and heve lunch with me. | 
There’s something I so want to talk to you | 


about. I'd come to you, but I’m not feeling | 
my best. It will be just we two. Could 
you?” 


Amy suspected instantly that Valerie had 
something to do with the matter, but her 
curiosity was aflame to know just what. | 
Besides, an invitation to Mrs. Pashley’s had 
been her high ambition for so long that she 
simply could not reject this first chance to 
sit at table with the great lady. 

She accepted, called a taxicab, ran back 
upstairs to change her clothes, and presented 
herself at Mrs. Pashley’s door on the dot of 
the hour. . , 

She looked about for Valerie, but there 
was no sign of her, and no mention of her | 
throughout the luncheon. Mrs. Pashley 
talked mainly of Paris and her approaching | 
journey. | 

“You've been there of course—often, my | 
dear?” 

Amy was tempted to boast of one or two 
visits, but she thought the truth safer, and 
confessed with a sense of degradation and 
infamy: “No, not once!” 

“Oh, how unfortunate! You must lose no 
time in running over. Can't you persuade | 
your husband to send you?” 

“He was talking about it only last night, 
but—well, he can’t get away and I hate to 
leave him. Besides, going alone wouldn't be | 
much fun.” 

“You could come with me,” said Mrs. | 
Pashley. “I'm going over alone this time. It 
would be pleasant to have your companion- 
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25 OO THE BEST STORY it pretty well. This will be my twentieth | 
| voyage, I think—though I've rather sass 
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6 extra blades 


a“ 


Curyed to Fit 


No. 4—$5.00 Gold Plated Raazor and Blade Box in 
Handsome Velvet Casé—12 Blades. 


No. 6—$10.00 Deluxe Outfit—Studded with Beautiful 
Replica Jewels—i2 Blades. 


URVOT 


he Womans Razor’ 


At all drug and dept. stores 


If you can’t get Curvfit from Dealer 
send coupon with price of outfit wanted 


CURVFIT SALES CORP., 71 W. 23rd St., New York 


Enclosed find $ . Send post paid 
your outfit for ($1.50), ($5.00), ($10 00). 


Name. 


Address 


THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE’S Department 
of Education will help you solve thd problem of 
your child’s future training—see pages 8.23 





Careful, conscientious 

training by members of 

our faculty enables our 

graduates to earn up 

to $500 a month. The 

Present splendid opportu- 

nities in the illustrating 

field have never been ex- | 

celled. Publishers and | 

commercial organizations 

everywhere are in con- 

Stant need of artists. If 

you like to draw, let your talen e your fortune. De- 
velopit. It takes practice, but, “ge $s anything worth while/ 
The Federal Course i roven Result Getter 


The Federal Authors ifciude such nationally 
artists aS Neysa Mein, Norman Rockwelf) Charles 
Livingston inl, Clare Briggs, Fontaing’ Fox, Sidney 
Smith, and fifty others. Exclugive, original lessons and 
drawings especially prepared these famous artists are 
included in the Federal Home Course. No previqus 
training is needed. Ev step is clear and simple Stu- 
dents get persona) in ction and help, oxfginality is 
ean urageg and évery, aidyis offered for Alp achievement 
“$ “ess. 
Yates cal Shows werk of students and 
testinonial letters. 


ian abi € cox With all the detail 
imme of course Wi al e de 3. 
Just write your name shed ablitees in the margin and send it to us. 


of Illustrating 


$177 Federal School Bidg. Minneapolis, Minn. 


She could only mur- | 


mur that she would like nothing better, but | 


it was too beautiful to be possible. But her 


little heart 


razor for women only | eagerness. 


| 


was tumbling over itself with | 


Aunt Ada spent the rest of the luncheon | 


in teasing Amy with accounts of the fas- | 
d limb. It's economi- | cinations of Paris, and the vital importance 


| of seeing it, especially at this season. 


Before they left the table and Amy was 


led captive into the drawing-room, she was 





almost maniac with impatience to go. 

Then Mrs. Pashley said: 

“And now, my dear, I must confess that 
I've played a little trick on you—but with 
the best intentions for everyone. My invi- 
tation to you is sincere, and I'll keep it open 
until you have heard the rest of the story 
from my niece.” 

“Miss Dangerfield? I thought she was in 
Sapia Barbara, or I'd never have—” 

“She was. But she has come back, and 
she wants to talk to you. Before I leave 
you two together, I just want to say that 
her plan seems to me the wisest, sanest, de- | 
centest thing that can be done. Please listen | 
to it with an open mind, and don’t let any 


| false pride or false conventions ruin three 
| lives.” 


|_a trapped rabbit 


| almost choked. 


| 





yown | 


She walked out, leaving Amy to gaze like | 
at Valerie, who came in | 
with the authority of a white she-wolf. | 
Amy’s heart, tumultuous with the zest for 
Paris, beat so hard with fear that she was 


She was cruelly demoralized. Blair had | 
coldly offered her exile in Paris. Mrs. Pash- 
ley had warmly painted it as heaven on 
earth, a shameful thing to miss. And now 
Valerie came in to force it upon her. The 
whole world was a league of nations against 
her. 

The coincidence of Blair’s and Valerie's 
hitting upon the Parisian solution was noth- | 
ing remarkable, since the newspapers were 
full of Paris divorces. Reno had ceased to 
be even a joke. Paris was the newest and 
prettiest thing in putting asunder what jus- 
tices of the peace and others had joined to- 
gether. Paris offered escape from the 
frightful drenching of publicity that attended 
an American divorce. Establishing a resi- 
dence was the pleasantest of tasks. The best 
people were making use of it. It substituted 
for painful scandal a pleasant distinction. It 
was in everybody's mind. 

Amy could see no argument against the 
voyage to Paris except the hateful fact that 
the odious Valerie would also recommend it. 
That spoiled all the fun. She did not rise 
when Valerie came in; but women were not 
rising to greet one another nowadays, and 
the insult lost something of its tang. Amy 


|\also refused to speak. 


| 





ALERIE closed the heavy doors with 
terrifying earnestness, and ignoring Amy’s 
disdain, set a chair opposite her and began: 
“Since you can't possibly hate me any 
more than you do already, Mrs. Fleming, I 
may as well take the blame for my aunt’s 
attack on you.” 
Amy, eager 
move, bridled: 
attacking me.” 
“Well, call it what you like. But my aunt 
invited you over because she has her heart 
set on the one thing that everybody con- 
cerned thinks is the only wise thing, except 
you. You and I have already talked over 
our common interest in your husband.” 
“*Common’ is the word for your interest 


“T was not aware of her 


to oppose Valerie’s every | 








in my husband,” said Amy, right cleverly. 
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y” said Valerie with a smile. 
j vulgar, indecent, infamous 
biey ae. But common sense says that 
+ igwell, not nice for a wife to hang on to 
. who wants her to 7 a go. 
and our low tastes and think o 
po ga pride. Your husband and I have 
kissed each other—yet.” 


“ sniffed incredulously and stung Val- 
, erie into forgetting her vows of self-control. 


back: 

2 4 oe it is impossible for you to be- 

| lieve it, since you gave your lips So very 
" playfully to Mr. Jimmy St. John. 
“How dare you!” 

“How dared you—without making sure 

that nobody could see you? Well, you had 

Mr, St. John, but you lost him. You want 

NE to keep your husband and have your lovers 

on the side. There are millions of women 

like you. You think divorce is shameful, no 

matter what happens. I think your way of 

living is so indecent that divorce is as clean 

antiseptic in comparison. 

“4 ‘ge husband so deeply that I’m 

going to have him or die trying. But before 

I take him, I’m going to try all the decent 

and honorable steps first. If they fail, then 

lll take him anyway—you can’t stop me.” 


“Very good 


“<70U think you can compel me to let 
him go?” Amy asked scornfully. 

“You've let him go already. Your own 

heart let him go. If your love had not 

died, you would have died before you could 

have endured Jimmy St. John’s hands on 





{ you. Instead of playing round with that 
ef imbecile on the sly and going in for chil- 
dren's kissing games and dilly-dallying with 

‘Op a littl fire, you'd have killed Jimmy St. John for 
1, instantly thinking you would even look at him askance! 
hortly yos “Where there’s perfect love there can be 
Y our drag no temptation. Temptation comes round 
estan td hike microbes where the resistance is low. 
es oad You can think what you please but I tell you 
your living with your husband after taking 

. betwee Jimmy St. John’s kisses is the indecentest 
s, withor thing you can do. I’m not blaming you 


for flirting, An idle heart has to have 
something to keep it going. I’ve flirted in 
my day and I've flirted with married men. 
I'm ashamed of it, but I don’t deny it. 
“The trouble with you is that you're such 
a hopeless little liar about everything, that 
the truth is simply impossible to you. You 









| 
- | can't see it, let alone say it. Most of the 
Prog world is like you, and the truth has a hard 
ppiness Ume getting heard. 
endl “But me—I’m simpiy viciously truthful. 
high I've told you frankly that I want your hus- 
oan band. He's told you frankly that he doesn’t 
le, and want you. You take refuge in lies and 
= fake respectability. You think I’m mean, 
sd — don't know how mean I can be. 
ave m mean and I’m rich. I can hound 
ational the life out of you. I can make you so 
te the contempti , c 
es | : ptible that you'll come and beg me 
ap te © take your husband off your hands. You 
ay | om Scare me with gossip or headlines. If 
ok we j newspapers make America too uncom- 
“a ortable, I'l go somewhere else—and I'll 
ws your husband with me, for I'll make 
-~ eae just as impossible for him as it is 
ZINE von what will you get out of all that? 
City he be an abandoned pauper. You'll 
ve to go to work. And what work can 





you do ely ae, ainty hands and that 
md of yours? You'll be 
- saleswoman, or a fine laundress, or a 
wane, Age baby clothes for other 
pale €s, or crocheting doilies. You 
ts how much you'll earn. 
ten of me to take advantage of 
gd of purse and intellect, but 
pe use of money if it doesn’t get 
“all his A Me A father and 
nd pi 
to medn nothing? ties 


iY fight me, and you'd best not 


you just as willingly as 
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I'd step. on any other little—violet that I 
had to tread underfoot to save a life. 
“You are in my way, Mrs. Fleming. 
stand between me and the wonderful hap- 
piness of the man I love. You'd better get 
out of the way, for your own sake. 
you're going to be selfish, 
be selfish intelligently.” 


MY sat white 
4 Valerie’s assault. Her hatred was ap- 
palling, but she could not find a counter-at- 
tack within her resources. Valerie felt pity for 
her, but no mercy. She was glad, however, 
to take up the more pleasant phase of her 
campaign. Having threatened, she bribed: 

“I told you all this before, but I had 
nothing to offer you in place of your hus 
band that seemed attractive. Now I have 
I offer you Paris, luxury, beauty, freedom, 
money—and a chance to get a dozen lovers, 
éhy one of them worth a dozen Jimmy St. 
Johns. All you have to do is go over there, 
lease an apartment, call it your residence, 
leave a nightgown and a pair of stockings 
there to hold it, and gad about at your sweet 
will. After a time you sue your husband 
for divorce; it is granted quietly, and you 
are free. Think of it, Mrs. Fleming: I am 
giving vou a pair of wings and Paris for 
your amusement. 

“You have never been to Paris, Mrs 
Fleming. You ought to lose no time in go 
ing. You need Paris. Paris needs you. You 
have a certain exquisite beauty that is French 
of the French. Frenchmen would go mad 
over you. Counts and vicomtes and noble 
men from all the nations will make love 
to you in a dozen dialects. Painters will 
beg vou to sit for them. Jewelers will call 
on you with works of art designed for you 

“You could marry a title. You should 
be a marquise. Really, you have the mak- 
ings of a marquise. You were born to the 
title. 

“If you'll do this wise and decent thing, 
my aunt will be glad to take you over with 
her. That means you wont go as any cheap 
tourist living in greasy pensions and bobbing 
round Paris with a gang of school-teachers 

“You'll see the Paris that few Americans 
see, the France of France. You'll meet the 


| nobility of Europe instead of the guides and 


Ve yu | 
get a 
afterward 


get your 
handsome 
and 


ns. 
You'll 


live on 


globe-trotting Am 
divorce painlessly. 
sum of money to 
Spend as you like. 
* _*If you stay here, vour husband will leave 
I'll guarantee that much. You 
will condemn yourself to a shabby exis 
tence. You will die without ever having 
‘seen Paris—without ever having seen life. 

“In heaven’s name, can’t you realize how 
necessary, how beautiful it is for you to go 
to Paris and pick your freedom off the 
Pose-bush? Can't you?” 

Valerie paused in an excruciation of im- 
and Amy answered with all the 
condescension possible: 

“My husband has already suggested it.” 

# “He has! When?” 

“Last night.” 

“Didn't you accept it?” 

“Of course not!” 

“And why not?” 

“Because he can’t afford it. He hasn't the | 
money. I wont rob him of his last cent.” 

“But I have the money. Surely you 
wouldn't mind robbing me.” 

Amy reared herself on the couch 
a little trembling adder, mad with rage: 

“Are you trying to bribe me—to buy 
with money ?” 

“Of course not. Can't you see that 
trying to be your friend? I’m 
keep from hurting you. I couldn’t hurt a 
fly wantonly for the fun of it. But neither 
could I let a fly ruin my life and poison all 
my food. There’s no real reason why you 
and I should be enemies. 


you flat. 


for God’s sake | 
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Reduce and Shape Your Limbs 
with Dr. Walter's 
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like | 
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I'm | 
trying to | 


If you ever really | 


loved Blair, you ought to be glad to have | 
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asI do. He is suffering agonies 
will hurt you in some way, for 
I’m not. If I can make you 
a new life to you, that will 
lease me, and we'll all be 


happy and oe * 
pe id wise and decent. Can’t you see 


| a ome | 
pangs * 
ergs 


was unwilling to see | pom —_ 

F presented to her gaze. e answered: 
= may be rich, but you haven't got 

money to buy me, I tell you! 

“Brava! Spoken like a true American and 
; virtuous wife! But everybody has a price, 
they say. Surely you can't be altogether 
" ?” 


“Perhaps not. But you can’t buy me! 
Somebody else might, but not you! . 
The heroism of making the great renuncia- 
tion drained Amy so that she had no 
strength left to rise and sweep out. 
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Chapter Thirty-two 


i; 


ALERIE was nonplused. Nervously she 
began to twist round and round on her 
finger a diamond of such purity and depth 
that its size was atoned for. It sent flashes 
of recurrent light into Amy’s eyes like the 
of a revolving lighthouse. Valerie 
noted that Amy was staring at it with the 
fascination of a hypnotist’s victim. She had 
plainly the lust for diamonds that is born in 
woman. 

In a sudden devilishness of audacity, Val- 
erie leaned forward, caught Amy's hand and 
slipped the ring on her finger. 

Amy started to brush it off. It stuck. 
What a pity that her pretty little hand 
should always have been, should always be, 
naked of diamonds! Valerie played 
Mephisto: 

“That ring seems to belong there, some- 
how. It doesn’t suit my big old hands. 
Till give you that to seal the bargain.” 
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A™ was already corrupted by the gem. 
It gazed at her with basilisk power. 
She tried to take it off, but it winked and 
she toyed with it a little longer. She was 
panting as if she had run a long way. 

The heartless Valerie tried to nail her to 







a : 

‘Til give you the ring as a token of my 
everlasting gratitude, and I'll give you a lot 
of money besides.” 
_ Amy had not the faintest idea of accept- 
ing, but it amused her to torment her tor- 
mentor: 

“How much money do you call a lot?” 

Is necessary.” 

“Half a million ?” 

“Francs? Yes.” 

“Dollars,” 

“God, no!” 

Amy asked idly: 

How much is half a million francs?” 


“About twenty-five thousand dollars, I 
i as francs are quoted—perhaps a little 


















Say that all?” she sniffed. 





Valerie was angered at her ignorant con- 
7 for real money: 
"s better than nothing. Which is what 





Youll get if Blair divorces you,” 
you. 
“How could he divorce me?” 
can divorce anybody in this 
seeks Your husband is a lawyer. He's 
of people divorces in spite of bitter 
ao Better take the money and Paris. 
never have another chance at both.” 


al 2 a reveling in the diamond’s sheen 
dramatic power over the frantic 










husband would never let me accept 





hot. But you don’t have to 
you? That can be our secret, 
yours and mine.” 

he help finding out ?” 








advice ? 


8 out of 10 
advised 
Nujol type 
of treatment 


F you suffer from con- 

stipation—even if it's 
only occasionally—you 
will find that Nujol is 
the safe corrective. That 
is why such a large pro- 
portion of physicians 
advise its use. Among 
several thousand doctors 4 
recently interviewed on 
this important question, 6 
seven out of ten con- 
demned the continued 
use of laxatives and cathartics as in- 
jurious, habit-forming, irritating and 
inflaming to the intestinal tract, 
weakening its natural function. 

But Nujol may be taken at any 
time by any person. “‘It is the most 
natural aid to normal activity of the 
bowels,"’ said one doctor. ‘In chronic 
constipation Nujol type of treatment 
is especially successful,'’ said another. 


nn 


Wont you fol 


the doctor's 


Because 


1 A lubricant is 
than a laxative 


2 Nujol is not habit- 
forming 


3 It’s a more matural 
method 


Does not cause distress 
It is non-irritating 


Nujol gives lasting 
relief 
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Nujol acts entirely dif- 
ferently from cathartics. 
It contains no drugs, no 
medicine. Its action is 
mechanical, It merely 
softens 4hé dried waste 
matter im the intestines 
and lubricates the pass- 
age so that the muscles 
of the jntestines can ex- 
pel, the waste matter 
régularly, aaturally and 
f thoroughly. 
Naja@l appeals to the medical man 
ébecatse it is a simple, scientific and 
Safe remedy for constipation no 
matter how severe the case may be. 
It is gentle in its action and pleasant 
to take. Children love it. 

Get a bottle of Nujol from your 
druggist today. Doctors advise it for 
constipation whether chronic or 
temporary. 


better 


Nujol 





1927 
Standard Oil Co. (N. J.) 


City .. 


“Regular as Clockwork” 








ever tell him. Why should you? 





Accept This TRIAL Offer 


NUJOL LABORATORIES, Room No. 825-H, 26 Broadway, New York City 
(In Canada, Address Nujol, 165 Dufferin St., Toronto, Ont.) 


®1G.US PAT.OFF 


FOR CONSTIPATION 


Send me 4-day trial bortle of Nujol, the drugless remover of hidden constipation. Enclosed is 
10 cents to pay shipping costs. Send also 24-page, illustrated booklet, ‘‘Outwitting Constipa- 
uon."* (For booklet alone, draw a line through 10 cents above, and send no moncy.) 
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Dog Crosses Alaskan Range 

to Save Men 

“LITTLE SQUAW, Alaska, Dec. 25th, 1926 
(AP). Carryingfa scribbled note from two 
miners crippled by fn explosion, one of them 
blinded, a malemutefiog crossed a 3000 foot pass 
in the Brooks mofgntain 
range at night wi the 
mercury 40° below zero, 
to his master’s bin.”” 








All dogs have worms 

Puppies particularly | 
should be wormed. | 
Reasons are given on 
page 15 of the Polk 
Miller Dog Book. Use 


Just another paragfaph in 
the great story gf dog 
heroism—a narrative that | Sergeant’s Sure Shot 

reaches back into the ‘apsules. 1 | 
shadows of time. ———_—__—_—__———_! 


Save Your Dog 

Your dog is a faithful friend, He deserves all | 
the care you can give him. Every year, lives 
of thousands of valuable and—beloved dogs 
are sacrificed unnécessafily. Their owners) did 
not know how to care for them, Eyery’ dog 
owner can, witlgut cost, 
find out how to treat dog 
diseases. There are now 
tried and ‘true remedies 
pr évery Aog ailment. 
t is’lonly necessary to 
kgxow What to use. 


Famous Dog Book 
is Free 

With more than 50 years of ¢&p€rience fo 
guide them, expert veterinarians have compiled 
a book that tells how to street dog diseases. 
It is clear and explicit. It “is revised /yearly 
and kept up-to-daté) Iptells the symptoms of 
dog ailments. It explains fully fee best treat- 
ments and proper methods of eeding and 
breeding. ‘I contains a ique symptom,efart 
Ret mak¢s-it easy to 

ith yoy dog. Aco 


what’s the matter 
ul be sent freé to those 
Who’ Care enough fgt/their dogs to write for it. 
Expert Advice, Free 
Our skilled veterinarian and his staff will answer 
personally all questions not covered in this | 
famous dog book. If your 


| This is the time of the | 

year your dog needs a | 

tonic. Guard against | 
sickness and general | 

| weakness with Ser- | 
geant’s Condition 
Pills. See page 20 in 

| the Dog Book 





dog develops a condition 
that puzzles you, we urge 
you to write, stating fully 
age, breed, sex and all 
symptoms. Complete in- 
structions for care and 
treatment will be sent 
promptly without charge. 


need a tonic 
Sergeant’s Arsenic and 
Tron Pills are splendid 
for this purpose. For 
| glossy, healthy coals,use 
Sergeant’s Mange 
Medicine. Pp. 27,28: 


Sergeant’s Dog Medicines 
are sold by dealers every- 
where. If you cannot ob- 
tain them, write us direct. 
Address Polk Miller Prod- 
ucts Corporation, 1261 W. 
Broad St., Richmond, Va. | 





Write us for FREE sample of Sergeant’s No- | 
Tar-Odor Mange Medicine for Human Use. | 


Just say you've thought over his sugges- 
tion about the Paris divorce and changed 
your mind. Say, you'll accept his offer to 
send you over on his own money. Take 
what he can afford; and then, instead of 
living on the cheap, live like a lady on my 
money. That will be one way of spiting me. 
But I'll be glad. I'll be very grateful to 
you. I'd almost love you if you'd only 
play the game.” 

“T'll think it 

“Say, yes!” 

“I'll think it over.” She rose to go. She 
was afraid to stay a moment longer lest 
She yield and lose the pride of keeping 
Valerie in suspense. She had not often had 
the opportunity to keep anybody as impor 
tant and as loathsome as Valerie in suspense. 

She was so dizzy that she dared not lin- 
ger. She sprang to her feet and dashed 
from the room, flung back the sliding doors 
and slipped through the crevice. 

Valerie followed, trying to elicit a promise 
from her, but she darted through the front 
door and almost ran to the taxicab that 
she had ordered to come back for her 

Mrs. Pashley was waiting in the music- 
room to hear the outcome. She came out to 
question Valerie: 

“What did she say?” 

“She wouldn't say.” 

“You mean she wouldn't decide ?” 

“Well, she said no. But she carried off my 
ring.” 

“Not that big diamond ?” 

“Te.” 

“But it’s worth—” 

“Nothing is worth anything to me except 
Blair Fleming.” 


over.” 


MY in the taxicab was swinging from 





4 greed for luxury to greed for revenge. | 
She could not throw away the visit to Paris. | 
But how could she accept it from Valerie | 
or from Blair, both of whom*had ground her | 
pride to flinders? Valerie was rich and 
Blair was a brute. How could poor little 
rabbity Amy beat them at their own game? 
She just had to spite them somehow 

That diamond of Valerie's caught her eve 
It winked at her still. It seemed to be} 
shaken with merriment, to be laughing with 
light instead of sound, and to be laughing | 
with malicious rapture. 

Suddenly the diamond seemed to suggest | 
a way to overthrow all her powerful ene- 
mies, and make fools of those who were try- | 
ing to make a fool of her. She would keep 
the diamond, take Valerie’s money, take all | 
she could squeeze out of Blair, bleed him | 
dry, take all she could get from Mrs. Pash- 
ley, enjoy herself to the utmost in Paris, 
and then—refuse to get the divorce. 

What could they do to her? Blair woutd | 
still have to take care of her. He would still 
be unable to marry Valerie. Valerie could | 
not sue for her money back or her diamond | 
ring. Mrs. Pashley, who had joined the con- 
spirators, could not ask for her money or | 
her hospitality back. 

The plan was so deliciously impish that 
Amy shook with laughter. They would walk 
over her and crush her, would they? Well, 
the best laugh, after all, was the last one. 
She could afford to wait for her turn be- 
cause she would be reveling in luxury every 
moment of the time. She could hardly wait, 
though, to see their faces when she played 
the joker on all their aces and blandly de- 
clined a divorce. 





The denouément of this 
powerful story of ruthless 
love is interesting indeed. 
Be sure to read it in the 
next, the June, issue. 
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No. 855 Ladies’ Wrist Watch 
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Trial FREE 
Just send your name and ad- 
dress, and the full treatment §, 
guaranteed to bring complete FS 
results may be yours to try. rs 1 
KAY LABORATORIES, Dept. 0258 180 N, Wester Oe Ne 





A Change— 


“A change is as good as ¥ rest” 5 # 
old, old saying. And a tre “ = 
If you're tired and weary, 
nerves are “‘on edge,” if life has 
boring—pack your toothbrush 
away from wh:re you, are. 
A letter written fo the 
tourist companies will promj 
suggestions about the place 
best suited to yout ® 
And all the details will be 
for you without trovble oF 
your part. 
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qHE TECHNIQUE OF 
THE SIRENS 
(Continued from page 63) 
dowly growing to be interested in any- 
way ese. ind this pretty Sue talked as if 
he had actually slogged along with a fixed 
f. She even knew the names 
company heroes. Hastings, as they 
. Be horses, constantly bumped into 
that he could never get too 
cose to this girl who actually understood 
aod cared about the war. 
After they had parted, Sue rushed upstairs 
her room with shining eyes. She felt like 
who has completed a difficult race. 
knew, was practically hers to 


Ti 


jon,” Sue said, “is this: this 
, is it joy that I've got Har- 
is it glee that I have bested 
is it both? Further, having prac- 
, what am I going to do 
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only way to make sure of that, of 

, was to see as much of him as she 
could. For a fortnight they were constantly 
together. Sue was sure that his desertion of 
Helena was almost complete. Helena was 
evidently taking his defection gracefully. 
Mrs. Swayne reported that she had gone to 
several middle-aged parties with Marston 
Wheeler, a widower several years younger 
than herself. Sue granted that a woman as 
undeniably attractive as Helena was, would 
undoubtedly find ways of consoling herself. 

One of Helena’s ways she discovered on 
the night that Hastings took her to the first 
of the plays that a stock company had come 
from New York to confer upon Creston. 
Across the theater, in the rows of seats that 
she knew were reserved for the holders of 
season tickets, sat Helena and Foster. The 
sight caused Sue no concern. Helena, of 
course, had got season tickets, and would no 
doubt invite various young men to be her 
txort, Foster among them. 

During the intermissions, however, when- 
ever she remembered Helena and Foster and 
looked across the house, she found them ab- 
sorbed in talk. Sue was anything but obtuse. 
Se een stciched her innocent mouth, as 
etme old thing! She's going 

p me back. And she’s got my 
ro Never mind—never mind. It wont 
chewed _ that. I can handle 
as easily as a juggler handles 
two balls. All the same, I wish I knew what 
was md to him.” 
a was saying was this: 
_. Yes, Wallace, I think, on further con- 
a: that you are right about the 
peerage I'm wrong. What con- 
¢ apparently sincere way 
she expressed herself. | suppose it is naive 
for all my experience of life, I’m 
take people at their surface value. 
how that your reading of her 
I hope you don’t mind 
» Wallace, that you have 
‘ You know I feel like 
sister to you, and elder sisters 
pleasant things as well as un- 
— the very first, I was 
you seem to know life. 
lly have the point of view and effect 
of a man of thirty-five.” 
Was said in Helena’s sweet throaty 
_ Somehow shot over to most of 
ew a sense of obscure 
; otion. She gave him her 
Mysterious glance, one that was lan- 
roel, and just as it seemed 
i 3 Something, slipped away 
b I don't know,” Foster responded; 
@ lot older than I am. 


“a 
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HERE 1S much misinformation about 

feminine hygiene —a subject so vital 
to health and happiness that it behooves 
every woman to beware of unprofessional 
advice and to Jearn the facts. 

As a contribution to the proper under- 
standing and practice of scientific bodily 
care the makers of “Lysol” Disinfectant 
offer a booklet which gives the facts — 
frankly, explicitly and reliably. Its name 
is “The Scientific Side of Health and Youth” 
and its author is a woman physician who 
has combined sympathetic appreciation of 
woman’s intimate problems with profes- 
sional knowledge and experience. 

The position of “Lysol” Disinfectant 
itself in the field of feminine hygiene is 
indicative of the trustworthy nature of this 


“Lysol” Disinfectant 
comesonly inthe 
standard brown 
bottie packed in 
the yellow carton 
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Disinfectant 


“Read this little book carefully, dear 


... It explains things so 
much better than I can” 


booklet. For 30 years “Lysol” Disinfect- 
ant has been the standagd personal anti- 
septic in doctors’ officés, hospitals and 
homes. Its quality has never varied. Ana 
today it ha noSubstitute where complete 
disinfectia is imperative. 

Send for the booklet tdday. It is free. 
It will reach’ you jma plain envelope. It 
will contribyite/to your peace of mind. 
Use the coupon below. 

Anthe meantime, play safe in any im- 
mediate use of an antiseptic for personal 
cleansing and protection. Insist on “Lysol” 
Disinfectant—and “Lysol” Disinfectant 
alone. It is safe. It is sure. And it cleanses 
as it &z//s germs. 

Made by Lysox, Incorporated, a division of Lehn & 


Fink Products Company. Sele distributers Lehn & 
Fink, Inc., Bloomfield, N. J. 











LEHN & FINK, Inc., Sole Distributors 
Department 52, Bioomfield, New Jersey 


Please send me, free, your booklet, 


“The Scientific Side of Health and Youth” 
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That's why I like to talk to a woman like 
you who is beyond the silly schoolgirl stage 
A man can’t be serious with most of the 
young fry of today. They’re all right when} 
a fellow feels flippant, but they're often un- 
scrupulous, use a man for all he’s worth and 
don’t think they even have to pay a little 
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loyalty and consideration. Now, a woman himse 
that is older seems so generous somehow; escape 
you, for example, you act as if you would | or 
; give anything to a friend and not expect a is 
' single thing back.” vou 
' “Oh, I'm afraid I do want sympathy and no he wo 
understanding back,” Helena murmured, “but r y wor “Le 
if you mean I never make demands, of : ; ‘ Jess, fi 
course, I never do. I can't imagine a firm . ner W 
friendship between a man and a woman il f sick of 
she begins making demands. It doesn’t seem wv a min 
like playing the game.” p 3 EG. have | 
“Well,” said Foster, “all I can say is that To be always” ‘at yor best”, isn't b 

you are the most generous and big-hearted it ig essenflal to prevent the un. 
woman I have ever met, and I feel very pleasant odor of perspiration, T vy 
eC es | flattered that you have agreed to go to these **Mum” is the word! a vari 
plays with me. Only, Mrs. Race the personal deodorant cre to tak 
; “Helena,” she murmured, “Helena, when neutralizes every t y odo What 
Secretly and Quick) Removed! eevee ehene”* com uplete personal fi ifthe shred actions 
You eat Casti> Gace ennwsied “Heh—Helena,” he gulped, “only if I ever out phe whofe day and ong. his wo 
embarrassing freckles, quickly bore you or anything, just let me know. | Sp effective is “Mum? » and 80 safe, Sue he 
and surely, in the privacy of your | know so many fellows who would be so glad that it is used regularl with the wai someth 
own boudoir. Your friends will won- pr pptnices = Baga tury napkin, I Ball ar 
der how you did it. | ’ - - é« eT ; 
“Yes, you dear boys are so good to me.” Mum” is 25¢ and §0c at all stores both F 
Stillman Bow ae ag pened | she Per Cigale? 7 welt ‘ Or from us postpai Also special mit the 

them ontw sleep. Leaves the she said; “but then, there aren't so many : MM 7 = 

\ skin soft and white, the complexion Wallace Fosters among you.” ze of um 10g postpaid, so you 
fresh, clear and transparent, the face | % Mum M/fg. Co. 1102 Chipemut &., Phila, Pa, When 


The curtain rose at this point, and Helena 


rejuvenated with new beauty of 
natural coloring. 


leaned back in her seat, well satisfied. That 
























































: . temper. 

The first jar proves its magic worth. little Waldron girl would presently see that — 

Results guaranteed, or money re- she was being taught a lesson ith 
funded. At all druggists, 50c and $1. = 
—e ’ ma 
* - HE little Waldron girl saw this the next had kn 
l man S day. She met Foster by a naturally of whe 
planned accident just as he was leaving the Betw 
-oneaag Ps vey Al} bank From old habit he fell into step her fac 

emoves itens beside or, 2 vy walke » ff. . 
Freckles | The Skin gE ple tig PA Aa ee prevents al Mn § 
PTTTiTiiiiitiiiiit ii iii) ; ’ 2 er ees . Mrs. S 
Waldron house. There Foster paused “You 
: The Stillman Co., 125 Rosemary Lane, Aurora, Ill. § “I wish I could do the climb with you,” ody o said, “ 
g Send me your FREE make-up and skin treat- g@ {he said, “but I'm due for a game of ten- sae irom | 
ment booklet. s. 09 —— y 
a . nis.” You'll : 
H eS Sa s |. “W ith Mrs. Race?” asked Sue in a teas School Tnfowunelll long he 
' @ | ing voice The Red Book Magazine is always ead te MR ‘So 
“Ve a — : eaders in the Selection of the sched) sul 

. Address........ ects - “Yes. She’s taking it up again. Sh eo ae munis fr hand informal mured 
a Cit s a thinks I can help her in her game sHected by personal te [re schools. nee I'm sid 
DRY non -veoeneooe ee “She would,” said Sue, laughing ee i detain a aba rea joeati pins, T 
peeeesssesesssssgssassssss Her airiness nettled Foster and what you ple to-Pet a Mrs, 
) | p k Mat Hl | “VYou've never done her justice, Sue,” he sae ye ant saveneell chuckle. 
oug as af Ospl said “T must say I don't think you've THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE “Hun 
Excellent accomimédatidns f pay patierts. | treated her very well. Of course I know | 20 Lexington Avenue, New York Cay weren't 
Waiting patients may work Mgr expapse , » f astings all at” | married. 
1900 S. Kedzie Avenued Ehicage, wet Whe “ry I . - pa Pry Fo rt | Sue | 
al PHOTO ENLARG rors 


z 


simply. “But Sue, I must say, I think | Sepepyee.* 


New Shampoo “The whole town is talking,” he replied| $ize 16x20 inches 
: > | for full leneth 
Staal om. 


your method of whistling him back was] SfBikreementsof ee Creston, 
| for Blondes only! ®.' tek ae we = 

Sue’s face was scarlet with irritation. This MO Jost m ¥ 
; Keeps Hair Light — Lustrous— B as new indeed for Wallace Foster to take he pg NEY 7 to the ¢ 


Tage puetos rt’ Seceeae e baty 
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| this schoolmaster attitude toward her. 












Lovely; Brightens Faded a teed ‘adele oo 

Blo | “Well, your opinion is most interesting, ares for Wi ee r Win’ 
a | she said. “I suppose you inherited it?” pets cat ~ thought 
A Sener | “If you mean that Mrs. Race has said NITED —— Woman 
Naas blonde hair! | things against you, you are most thoroughly | 165Z.Ogden Ave. Dept. 775 - barely 
Blondex, the wonderful | mistaken,” he told her. “She has talked —— oF ance bu 

new special shampoo for™ |of you in the loveliest way. She admires SD ONIT SHOUT’? sa 
blondes only, keeps light |you extremely. I wish you could take a hern 
Prolonge 
Helena | 
d 









/ r — ‘pack btieht ee lesson from her in generosity. She is the “| hedhiou {hb 

ji { ReroPend outhful brillié most w hole-hearted, noblest woman I have now eg wed os _ 
ance to faded, discolorett ever met. LEY PHONE. I've taking 
blonde hair. Not a dye. Sue glared at him and then stared at Fin my : , bat 






| fad 


him. Yes, he believed it. No, he wasn't 
playing a game, just trying to make her 
jealous. What in the world should she do? 
What she did was to lose her temper, shake 
her fist at him furiously and shout: 

“You make me sick, Wally Foster!” 


No harmful chemicals. 
Fine for children’s hair. 
Leaves hair soft, fluffy 
and delightfully silky. 
Nearly a million users, 
Why not try Blondex? 
Sold at all good drug and 
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department stores, or a 
generous trial package 
will be sent you FREE 
if you write to Swedish 
Shampoo Laboratories, 
Dept. 125, 303 Fourth Avenue, New York City. 





On that they parted. It was Sue's belief 
that every huntress of men should have a 
sense of humor. Therefore she laughed with 





valiant hilarity as she climbed the hill. 
| That silly Wallace, to be so easily fooled 
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‘ont like Helena Race! But her 
grew more hollow as her breath 
bagi’ and her confusion and irritation 
org The result was that when she 
‘nos waiting on the porch waving 

et, looking cool - - of 
: er too, her mingled feelings 
him, and cane of wrath. She went 
the process vulgarly called cutting 

ite the face and so stabbed 


spi 

e ae tat he flung away from her, 

vowing that it would be a long time before 

| een cried young Sue, still breath- 

jess, fanning her flushed face, and stamping 

ner weary feet. “Let them both go! I'm 

0 sick of them! I could whistle them back in 

4 minute, but I wont. Let old Helena Race 

if ? a my leavings if she wants them. It 
est in't hard for me to get men. 

de T wasn't. Sue proceeded to summon 

a 5 various swains who were only too glad 

: to take the places of Hastings and Foster. 

he What somewhat took the edge from her 

rough. actions was the fact that Hastings carried 

his wounded vanity to Helena for poulticing. 

0 sale, Sue had half expected that. Still, it was 

¢ Sani something of a shock to go to the Junior 

Ball and see Helena assiduously attended by 

stores, both Hastings and Foster. She had to ad- 

special mit that she had never seen Helena looking 


so young and beautiful in blue and silver. 

1 Pe When Hastings cut in upon her, she was 

sweet and apologetic for having iost her 

” temper. He forgave her, but he did not quite 

melt. She must be punished a little longer. 

With Foster she was nonchalant; he had, 

her manner said, merely become a boy she 

had known all her life and never thought 
of when he was not before her eyes. 

Between dances when Sue was freshening 
her face in the dressing-room, surrounded 
by a whorl of chattering girls and matrons, 
Mrs. Swayne drew her aside. 

“You're behaving beautifully, dear,” she 
sid, “in not dragging your beaux away 
from Helena in some spectacular manner. 
You'll never be sorry for having let her pro- 
long her day.” 

“So you think I’m being generous?” mur- 
mured Sue. “Well, anyway, Aunt Minnie, 
Tm sick of men. If you offered me two 
3° ee off them for life.” 

ms. Swayne emitted an ievi 
y unbelieving 
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“Humph,” she said, “not you! If there 
Weren't any Single men, you'd go after the 






Sue looked at her ‘aunt fixedly, her in- 
Docent eyes widening. ~ 

!That,” she thought, “is a great idea, sup- 

most respectable woman in 

For this kind Suggestion many 


She went Straight from the dressin 

y g-room 
dae a where ie Baldwin, Helena’s 
rother-in-law, was yawning; 

an eal could go home. Bald. 
Merit, the severe of Creston 
ms that he was married to a 
lary was the salt of the earth. He 
a ey from his insur- 

Hine het Wife supported him b 
ns stories. He had been au 
ee 30 Yery wild in a youth he had 
coy his Strong-minded sister-in-law, 
taking Set a period to his wildness by 


gh + her sister’s finances and put- 















+y allowance. He still had 
his a Romeo réle, but did not 


tendencies in colle i 
cles | ge circles. Sue 
> pases Baldwin with her head innocently 


Side, 
ota’ you cut in on me, Mr. Bald- 
5 You've hardly danced at 







flattered that this pretty 
t he was not dancing. 












fare to dance with women of 
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J, it relieves 
ness, soreness 


After the strenuous or sudden use of muscles somewhat 
out of condition, play safe. Rub in Absorbine, Jr. thor- 
oughly. Though a powerful liniment, it will not burn. It 
is pleasant and agreeable to use. 


Absorbine, Jr. scatters congestion. Over night—like magic 
—the aches and soreness disappear. Muscles are kept 
flexible—ready for another vigorous day. ° 


Absorbine, Jr. is a dependable antiseptic, aswell as a 
powerful liniment. Keep it handy—use4t freely—for the 
many unexpected accidents and ills—and as a preventive. 


There are many uses for ~Absorbine, Jr. 


As mouthwash and gargle 
As a breath purifier 
For skin eruptions 
For after shaving 


For varicose veins 
For tired aching feet 
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Read Timely Suggestions, packed with each bottle 
At all druggists’, $1.25 or postpaid 
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d young girls signaled wildly 
oy ae Tien he cut in on them 


ee ne ~ aged, Susie,” he said | 


ting to 
a ed smile. ae 
o be called “Susie She 


ha' 
her teeth, 


don't think you're old at all, Mr. | 


col And if only you knew how sick 
ee dome beside him and went on: 
“They never say anything worth while. 
They all say the same things. I could shut 
eyes and listen to them, and except for 
the difference in their voices, I would think 
it was the same mind behind the voices. 
Have you noticed anything like that, Mr. 
She aed a wistful gaze on him. Bald- 
win insensibly moved a little closer to her. 


“Well, I've noticed that the young men of | 
this day don’t seem to have the sense of | 


responsibility the youth of my decade had,” 
he 


ittle ironic imp was chuckling within 
ot The idea of Alex Baldwin, the old 
loafer, talking of a sense of responsibility! 

to howl. 

i sure you weren’t like that, Mr. Bald- 
win,” she said. “And I’m old-fashioned, my- 
sf, though of course on the surface I have 
to keep up with the times. But I can’t get 
anyone to be old-fashioned with me. I just 


love to go walking in the woods. But no | 


young man cares for that—” 


It did not occur to Baldwin to suggest | 


Aout of 5 needlessly uffer 


that she go with another girl, though for 
a moment Sue was afraid he might. It 
seemed to her that what she was doing was 
% obvious that even a middle-aged relic of 
the slow days would see through her. But 
he rose to the lure blindly. 

“If I weren't such an old fellow,” he 
said, “there are some walks here—” 

Sue clasped her hands ecstatically. 

“Oh, would you, Mr. Baldwin?” she mur- 
mured. “I'd love to go with you, and I 
know Father would be happy to have me. 
He has sometimes said he wishes he could 
hear some improving conversations when he 
3s listening in to the talk that goes on in our 
library.” 


M ied fixed a date for the following after- 
™ moon. Sue remained beside Baldwin 
despite efforts of her friends to dislodge her, 

she saw that Helena had seen and was 
approaching, Foster and Hastings beside her. 
Then she rose, and said ecstatically: 

“Oh, Mrs. Race, Mr. Baldwin and I have 
been having the loveliest time. I do so love 
to talk with an older man. They have such 
4 wonderful knowledge of the world. You 
oan fet that you are wasting time with 


Baldwin received this with fatuous satis- 

» Foster with a couple of blinks, and 

with an inscrutable smile, under 

Was a provoked wonder. Was this 

i up to Some more mischief? Or was 

te? a ened merely to troub'e Fos- 
Mth ; Sue would bear watching. 

she _— were direct and as open as 

cares Sage =. : She walked with 

Win ; anced with him noticeably at 

ete Reached with him in the cafés 

om he She supposed that gossip would 

; - send But Sue’s well-known 

Cane , ay ag ee yr so much 

’ er Imends that it was 

- time before the talk for which she 

The first who 
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Neglect your teeth and gums, and you open wide 
the door to vicious Pyorrhea. That is the simple reason 
why four out of five after forty (and many younger)\ 
suffer its dread effects, paving the way to serious sick- 
ness, loss of health and beauty. | 

So dangerous and yet so/unnecessary! With-r€ason- 
able care, you need neyer fear the ravages of Pyorrhea. 
Make it a rule to se¢ your dentist twit a year. And 
start using Forhan’s for the Gums,(foday. 

Forhan’s used in time, thwarts Pyorrhea of checks 
its course. It firms the gums and keeps rhem healthy. 
It protects teeth against acids which cause decay. 
It keeps them snowy white. 

Forhan's, the formula of R. J. Forhan, D. D. S., con- 
tains Forhan'sPyorptea Liquid, used by dentists 
everywhere. 

Start the Forhan habit today and use it regularly 
morning and night. Teach your children this habit. 
It is pleasant tasting. Itis health insurance. Safeguard 
youth and health — get a tube today! Ac all druggists, 
35¢ and 6oc. 


Formula of KR. J. Forhan, D. D. S. 
Forhan Company, New York 
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You can be new way. We promise that you'll never go back to or 
sure of this = dinary mouth washes, that only conceal unpleasant breath 


» though cautious] , to see 

after the Junior Ball. r He was 
being genuinely interested in her. 
told himself, and he would 

gn her. But he did not intend, 
thirty, to let any girl tow him about 


with embarrassing odors of their own, after you have 
used this new Forhan's Antiseptic Refreshant. Try it. 
35¢ and 60c all druggists. 
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Their hair always in perfect order—right! 


958 College 


Undergraduates 
tell how they keep 


their hair in place 9 


Clothes in the latest fashion. Hair al- 
ways in place—right .. , 

How do well-dressed college men and 
women meet this problem of unruly 
hair? That was what we wanted to find 
out. So we went all over the country. 
Weactually talked to 958 college under- 
graduates. And we found:+ _4 


The hair dressing college 








m and 


women overwhelmingly preftr is— 
Stacomb! 

“Stacomb really does keep hair in 
place,” ‘‘ Makes it look right—n ummy or 
sticky looking.” “‘Makes your hair Bok alive.’’ 

AH that, yes—and more! For $Stacomb is 

air in con- 


actually beneficial. It keeps you 
dition; helps to counteract dand. 
Stacomb comes in two forfis now—as a 
delicate cream in jars and tubes, and in the 
popular new liquid form. All drug and de- 

partment stores. 
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FREE 
OFFER 


Standard Laboratories, Inc., 

Dept. P-41, 113 W. 18th Street, New York. 
Send me free sample of Stacomb as checked :— 

Original, cream form () New liquid form (1) 
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|to show her power. 

was feeling his way carefully, when it came 
on him with a shock that young Sue was 
spending a large part of her spare time with 
Baldwin. He told himself that what he felt 
| was not jealousy, but a sense of protective- 
ness. 

He took occasion, when they went riding 
| to introduce the subject. They were follow 
ling a country road where opulent young 
summer had already made a leafy tapestry 
about them. Sue's face was dreamy, as it 
often was when she was out of doors and 
on a horse that fitted her mood like a glove 
its hand. 


“Q’UE, dear girl,’ Hastings said, his tone 
taking on a note partly admonitory and 


partly fatherly, “do you think it quite wise | 


to see as much of old Baldwin as you do?” 

“Old? 
| invan amazed tone. 

“Well, I’m glad I'm not so far along in 
the history of my life as he is,’ Hastings 
said. “But it’s not his age. You're seeing 
such a lot of him.” 

“Am I? 
other times of other men.” 

“Yes, but he’s married.” 

“Is he any more married,” 
“than Helena Race?” 

Hastings felt a touch of gratified vanity. 
The child was jealous. Darling little crea- 
ture! He pondered silently. He must pro- 
ceed tactfully, must prove to her that dictum, 
so dear to the heart of man, that a man 
takes nothing from a girl by having a corner 
in his heart, more or less large, for another 
woman. Before he could speak, she upset 
| his calculations by saying: 

“Of course, no sensible girl would ask any 
| 


she said softly, 





man to give up any friend whatever. He 
gives her what he has for her, and what he 
has for others is none of her business, and 
| if she is thoroughly modern, has no effect on 
| her feelings.” 
| This remark decidedly dashed Hastings. 
If it were true, he didn’t like it to be true. 
| He wanted Sue to be jealous but to let him 
| heve full freedom. He was translating into 
modern terms the feelings of the ancient 
| Turk that inheres in modern man: that while 
his woman must not philander, she must 
allow him to philander with well-mastered 
regret, for if the regret were not there, it 
would be a sign she didn’t love him ir- 
revocably. 

“But,” he said impulsively, “can’t you see, 
my dear, that for a man nearing thirty’— 
Hastings was thirty-one—“to have a married 
friend is quite different from a girl of twenty 
having a married-man friend ?” 

“No,” said Sue, gazing dreamily into the 
leafy arches above her, “I don't see it. You 
are talking of the past and not of the pres- 


ent.” 

“And old Baldwin, who's pretty nearly a 
moron—” 

“T’ve never found,” said Sue slowly, “that 
the kind of men you call moron are any less 
appreciative of a girl than the intellectuals. 
The compliments Mr. Baldwin pays me are 
quite as intelligent as any you ever paid, for | 
example. I don’t say he has brains, but he 
has experience; and at the present stage of 
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my history in life, as you call it, he can give 
me a lot, and he happens to interest me 
extremely.” 

“But you're so young, so inexperienced. | 
Presently he may make love to you—” 

“Ts zat so?” mocked Sue. 

She flicked the whip lightly against her 
horse and darted ahead of Hastings. Her 
heart was singing joyfully. She had Hastings 
just where she wanted him, and presently she 
would have Foster. Then she would show 
those two! } 


She had Hastings beyond where she want- 


|}ed him, for after that ride he no longer | 


attempted to stem the flow of his feelings. | 
He was in love with Sue, and for her sake 


No scars for him. He 


Do you call him old?” asked Sue | 


: 
Not a bit more than I have at 
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would have gladly sacrificed his friend- | 


» wi Race. He had just sense 
aad ee onke the offer in words, but 
: i did not escape either Sue 
- ge also had Helena where she 
. ed her Helena’s strained pleasantness 
joo this not only to Sue but to anyone 
yet happened to be looking. For the 
fist time in her adult experience, Helena was 
unable to be mysterious, elusive She was, 
where Sue was concerned, as unmistakable 
as the Rock of Gibraltar, and as stony. 

The one person Sue did not have where 
she wanted him was Wallace Foster. He 
remained on pleasant, casual terms with her, 
but he was apparently oblivious to her in- 
terest in Baldwin. For days after Hastings 
capitulation, Sue waited for Foster's surren- 
der, at first with triumphant expectation, 
then with impatience, and finally with un- 
mixed anxiety. She flirted with Baldwin, 
not only where Foster could see her, but 
where all the world could see her. Everyone 
except Foster appeared to be shaking their 


heads over her. Sue came to the conclusion | 


that she could only attract Foster's atten- 


tion by committing murder. There were en- | 


raged moments when she wished she could 
murder him. Foster, her patient servitor, to 


behave in such fashion that he could not be 4 


said to be behaving at all! 

The late June days were hard on Sue. 
The students departed, thus leaving Creston 
pretty well drained of men who interested 
her. There remained of her train only Has- 
tings, who irritated her; Baldwin, who was 
becoming troublesome; and Foster, who 
apparently did not see her. She admitted 
that her attempt to put Helena Race in her 
place had had a boomerang effect. Her only 
consolation was that, if she had not won in 
the contest, neither had Helena Race. One 


of them was just as uncomfortable as the | 


other. Sue began to think she would have 
to resolve the situation by going away for 


the summer. Helena Race would stick—and | 


80, apparently, would that tiresome Baldwin, 
and the almost equally tiresome Captain 


HE situation was resolved by Mrs. Bald- 

win. The wife of the president of the 
college gave a moonlight garden party for 
the benefit of those who were to spend the 
summer in Creston. Mrs. Baldwin, who 
rarely went anywhere socially, appeared with 
Baldwin. She looked as Helena Race might 
have looked had she been drained of color 
and charm and vitality. But she had a 


sweetness and a sensitiveness that did not 


belong to Helena. 


It was a beautiful garden party, held under | 


elms that soared like the arches of a cathe- 
tal, snd beside a gorge the walls of which 
fell in ripples of living green to dark and 


loamy water far below. Somewhere in the | 


Salbay was hidden an orchestra with not 
00 Many saxophones. The music, the voices 
» the sound of the water, a little 


breeze in the trees, made Sue wistful and | 
presently ‘made her slip away from an at- | 


: youth and go alone among the wind- 


the rose garden. She sat on | 
4 bench and gazed up at the moon, wonder- | 


oi* Were quite as insignificant as she 


down to see Mrs. Baldwin, who sat 


steps sounded on the path, and she | 


with a gentle deprecating | 


I followed “ ” . . 
you, Sue,” Mrs. , ; 
soitly, “because 1 oad {rs. Baldwin said 


<i to talk to you a 


heart was beating uncomfortably. 
“ad not been considering Mrs. 
When she had thought 

assume that she couldn’t 

ted in such an old pill as 


Tm Ret Boing to scold,” said Serena 
6; “scolding never gets any- 

















“Cheer up, Ed; a couple of years ago I changed four tires at gnce and J 
haven’t had any tire trouble since.” 

“‘What—changed four tires at once?” 

“Yes, for a set of Kelly-Spring fields.“ | % 
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here. She said—say, that woman knows 
ey- 


erything.” 
“She’s a saint,” Sue said 
her eyes. “She knows more a 
Helena Race or Captain Hastj 
of the people around here { 
ti = their experience 
wanted you when I didn’t know ; 
Wally. And—and she = cot mel 
waited for the right time even if it he - 
maybe, to wait. She did something Pee 


| where. I'm only going to say, Sue, that the 
cruelest thing a girl can do to a middle-aged 
man, a man almost elderly, is to make him 
ridiculous.” 

“Why—why,” stuttered Sue. It rushed 
over her that she had never considered 
Baldwin’s feelings at all in her campaign— 
as little as she had his wife's. 

“If a man is getting old,” Mrs. Baldwin 
went on, “and knows that he has not suc- 
ceeded financially or socially, he wants to 
score somehow. If he thinks he is making as well as herself.” 
a young girl fond of him, and then wakes Foster assented. “We'll talk 
up to find she is only making a stalking- of her during the next fifty y “ome mor 
horse of him—it is going to hurt him pretty like,” he said. “Meantime. —? i you 
badly, Sue.” where I stand. I'm not going ein a 

“Why—why—” muttered Sue again. mat. I’m not going to stend fo —— 

She suddenly burst into tears “How with Hastings or old Baldwin Ft 
dreadfully you must love him not to think to give up Helena Race, and I'm he 
of yourself at all,” she said. “Oh, I do hope marry you. How about it? About oy to 
I'll never have to love anyone like that.” the students come back, you can bs —— 

Serena Baldwin patted her lightly on the showy sort of wedding you'd like” oe 
shoulder and withdrew. Sue sobbed on in Sue leaned to him with an adorabj 
the moonlight, realizing in a confused way behind which was a little dancin ri = 
that she had been selfish and ruthless, and delight. He wasn’t going to be : aa ; 
that in the end she had devastated herself as wasn't he? Just let him wait! Des May 
well as other people. Here she was, deserted blessed Wally, how blind she had he fren« 
by Foster, and lowered in her self-respect Never, never would life apportion t § 
because, from vanity, she had hit at a good Waldron the lot that had been given to a Good 
woman who loved a dull and vain and faith- good Mrs. Baldwin, not even the lot a failin 
less man. It was a bitter world where a girl had been given to mysterious Helena Raw r | 
who, like herself, had had everything, could She had won over Helena—hurrah! : . <4 
bring about pain to people who hadn't had “I don’t mind your calling on poor Helena efhicic 
very much. She wished sincerely that she Race,” she said, “provided you understand mode 
could take on herself whatever mortification that she is something of a cat.” 
or grief she had caused anyone whomsoever. “I like Helena,” he said, “and I owe a Pleas 

lot to her. But it happens to be you I'm ip Weh 

love with. We'll both walk the straight and liabh 

narrow, shall we? And let me remark, that or 

though I don’t care if I never see Helem magic 
again, if she is a cat, you're a scratchy kit quere 
I love you, my darling, but you'll never anno\ 

thetic 

new d 

access 


tears sting 
bout life than 
NES Or—or any 
that pride them. 
She—she knew 





for me 





EAVY steps sounded on the gravel path, 
and Sue hastily dabbed at her eyes. 
That infernal high-school boy who had been 
dogging her lately, she supposed. She whisked 
open her vanity-case, and by the time she_ ten 
be able to fool me again.” 


mean, h’lo—how are you?’ 
He sat down and suddenly drew her into of Helena 
his arms. guessing? And was it possible that afte So we 
“I’m feeling better than I have for some all, she could never again turn her Waly 
he said with a broken gruff laugh. into a doormat? That problem they both and ¢ 
left on the wide lap of time and yielded place 
joyfully to the moonlight. the b 


pearly 
We've 
cation 
odd-sh 
ing. 


Wax 07 


, Lon) 
e had closed it again, and looked up, Foster 
Keep Skin stood before her. Sue nestled closer. See through her? Not 
“H'lo,” she said weakly. “Where's Hel—I he! But would it be possible that some dy 
, she would have to adopt the mysterious was 


in order to keep her husband 


time,” 
“Sue, I love you, but I can’t be your door- 
mat. Mrs. Baldwin told me Id find you 


Hair-Free 


Remove fnwanted 
hair wth Neet. 
To such unhasppered beauty as 
the bathing quit reveals, the 
blemish of h@ir on legs, arms 
and underarms seems like pro- 
fanity—spoils the picture. And 


JOHN, CONQUEROR 

(Continued from page 67) 

Through the crowd and into the sickroom 
shuffled Henry, with the air of an important 
witness, and still slightly wall-eyed from bs 
recent harrowing experiences. 


HIGH 


'Fourth Avenue the leading colored morti- 
lcian hung around his telephone closely, 
illest there be any unseemly delay or 


no amount of personal charm 
and loveliness can Overcome 
this fault. omy we have 
Neet, the dalyty cream which 
removes disfiguring hair—re- 
moves it with amazing, ease 
and speed and leaves the skin 
soft, white and velvety smooth. 
Unlike’ shaving, it discourages 
the growth of hair. Knowing 
this, women everywhere now 
use no other method. Test 


competition when the medical profession gave 
up. 

For Ocie Willis was going to die. It was 
being telegraphed now to distant relatives, as 
far away as Vicksburg and Flomaton. It 
was reflected in the sight of a forehanded 
lodge member here and there, busily shining 
his band instrument and dusting his uniform, 
in preparation for the biggest burying in 
months. Everything had been fixed but the 
date, and that couldn’t be far off. Bella 
was leaving no doubts for blocks around 
that she was facing sore affliction, yet can- 
nily keeping back a few of her higher notes 


Henry tactfully. 
like s’ 
befo’ he tackle de truck. 
big yeller nigger dey call James?” 


“Whut ail him most, de High John @ 


de truck?” he queried respectfully. 


“De High John st't him,—but de td 


hit finish him,” explained Bella between loud 


sobs. 


“Yes'm, he look like he finish’,” responded 
“But he aint look nothis 
nigger whut Ocie fight 
You know dit 


bad as dat 


“TI knows him,” answered the widow-to-k 


ominously. 


“Well, you aint li’ble know him now. He 


And fi 
a com 
Paper 
lookin, 
and ¢ 


for later use when the doctors actually gave 
up the fight. 

Ocie himself lay motionless in a coma and 
a suit of awning-striped pajamas. Distrib- 
uted liberally over him were dressings and 
bandages. In none of this was there any 
change since he had been brought home some 
two days previous. The neighbors flocked 
and buzzed. Rumor and conjecture con- 
tinued in the air. Ocie, the insignificant, the 
worm, it was reputed, had turned. Details 
were vague and conflicting, but they spoke The soon-to-be-bereaved sob 
unanimously of battle and riot. Report gen- but showed pride and interest in these 
erally had it that “dat .Rabbit-houn’ sho nevertheless. » de 
done hisse’f noble twel he tried to fight dat “Ocie always wuz fine strong man, 
truck.” averred. “Dat’s reason I look uP to 


aint sca’cely de same nigger a’-tall ; 
see all of hit—I jes’ see de las’ part of t 
When dey pass me, goin’ up Red Mountall, 
Ocie done th’oug’ beatin’ Jame ove 
haid wid a pick-handle an’ wuz try@ ove 
take him so’s he could trim him dows 
smooth wid a meat-ax he wavin. I at 
never see no nigger run so fas’ an ; ad 
loud as dat James, goin’ uphill, too: I ‘get 
hit take nine dollars by now jes’ to 
a postcard, he run so fur.” : 
bed dutiful, 


Neet. You’ll be delighted. Ob- 
tain the ready to use hair dis- 
solving cream, Neet, at any 
drug or department store. 

HANNIBAL PHARMACAL CO., ST. LOUIS 





Very Special 


Furtherinsure personal 
daintiness by using 
IMMAC—the dainty 
white cream that rids 
under-arm perspiration 
of allodor, Your NEET 
dealer has IMMAC, 
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May we present an old, old 
fiend .. . in a new dress? 


Good old Blue-jay das the never- 
failing friend of your feet . . . in 
anew package and with new 
ficiency. Blue-jay in the 1927 
mode! 

Please don’t be apprehensive. 
We haven’t changed the old re- 
liable Blue-jay formula... the 
magic medication that has con- 
quered over fifty million foot- 
annoyances. But this is an aes- 
theticage. And Milady demands 
new daintiness in every toilette 
accessory. 


I EE EY EEE 


So we've given Blue-jay a new 

and creamy-white pad to re- 

place the familiar blue one . . . 

the better to blend with the 

pearly pinkness of Milady’s skin. 

We've shaped the disc of medi- MISS DOROTHY KNAPP, delightful star of 
“ . . the Vanities. Distinguished artists have calle 

cation so that it fits over the Miss Knapp the most beautiful girl in the world 

odd-shaped corn without spread- 

ing...concentrating the magic — sha py 

wax on the callous spot. 7 

And finally, we ve given Blue-jay its new package uM 

a comely substantial carton instead of the old-style 

paper envelope . . . so that Blue-jay may be as good- 

looking in your bathroom cabinet as your perfumes 
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Thus yourold standby ...always 
the safest and gentlest corn-re- 
mover ... has now become the 
daintiest as well! 


4 -~enaYy ¢ 427 j ; 
A 0 other Way SO Safe and gentile! 


There are many drastic ways of 
removing corns. But Blue-jay 
is the gentle way. The safe and 
convenient way. ' That is why, 
for 27 years, it has been the 
favored way. 

A cool and velvety cushion fits 
over the corn. That stops shoe- 
friction and ends the pain. The 
medication is “controlled.”” No 
danger of putting on too much 
or too little. Each plaster con- 
tains just thé right amount of 
the magic wax to end the corn. 


A single plaster, costing less 
than five cents, often Conquers 
the corn. But eVven—a deep- 
seated “old offender” seldont 
needs more than a secoxdor 
third. ‘ [ 


The new Bluefay in the new 


carton package now awaits you at all d¥ug stéfes... 
at no increase In price; 


r . 


For calluses and buntons get quick relief and comfort with 


and cosmetics. Blue-jay Bunion and Callus Plasters. 


THE SAFE AND GENTLE WAY TO END A CORN 











na © 
: ons Pw 


tas I Notice 
any sugges- . . 
+++ Tapply Blue-jay. 4 Bluesjay. ~< 
~~ | COMM PLASTERS * ) . 
/ : f ~~ Stop the 
_ = ’ tod colons 
ai ws A the corn 





FLORENCE O’DENISHAWN’S 
Classic Dancing Feet. “ Keeping fit to 
a dancer means, first of all, keeping the 
feet trim. Blue-jay keeps corns and 
calluses away.” 
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THIS MAN 
WOULDNT 
STAY DOWN 


Jhe true story ofa man who 
won where others failed 


Tires of Small Salary 


He was putting in long 
hours at unskilled work. 
His small pay scarcely 
lasted from week to week. 
He saw other men pro- 
moted. Then he learned 
the reason. They had spe- 
cial training. So he made 
up his mind to get that 
kind of training too. 


Makes a Resolution 


“T’ve thought it all out, 
Grace! I’m as good a 
man as any of them. All 
I need_is special training 
—and I’m going to get it. 
If the International Corre- 
spondence Schools can 
raise other men’s salaries, 
they can raise mine. I’m 
going to find out how.” 


Startsito Study 


Yo matter where you live, 
he I. C. S. will come to 
you. No matter what 
sae Ming <P, Ss. 
as a plan to meet your 
needs. No matter how 
limited your education, 
the wonderfully illustrated 
I. C. S. textbooks make it 
easy to learn. 


Gets $50 Increase 


“T’ve been promoted with 
an*increase of $50 a 
month, Grace. And the 
first extra money is yours. 
Just a little reward for 
urging me to study at 
home... The Boss says my 
spare-time training has 
made me a more valuable 
man to the firm.” 








Owns Own Home 


In city, town and country, 
thousands ofynen have 
good positions and happy, 
prosperous homes because 
they Jét the I. C. S. pre- 
gore them for promotion. 
Vhy don’t you find out 
what this great/school can 
do for you? \It takes only 
a moment te mark and 
3 mail the coupon, but that one; step may be 
the means of thangifg your entire life. 


Write for Free Booklet 
= << a oe fe eK 


International Correspondence Schools 
Box 3441-D, Scranton, Penna. 
Without cost or obligation on my part, please 
send me a copy of your 48-page booklet, ““Whe 
Wins and Why," and tell me how I can qualif: 
for the position or in the subject before which 
have marked an X: 
BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES 


Business Management () Advertising 
; ee RY ~~ L)Show Card Lettering 
3usiness La Stenography and T 
Banking English _ voing 
Accountancy CL) Civil Service 
Bookkeeping C)Railway Mail Clerk 
Spanish French High School Subjects 
Salesmanship Illustrating 
TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES 
Electrical Engineering (Radio 
Electric Lighting LJ Architect 
Mechanical Engineer [J Architects’ Blueprints 
Mechanical Draftsman [)Contractor and Builder 
Machine Shop Practice (1) Architectural Draftsman 
O)Railroad Positions Concrete Builder 
()Gas Engine Operating ot Engineer 
L)Civil Engineer hemistry [) Pharmacy 
Berrins & Mapping rr a Work 
Steam Engineering (J Mathematics 


An 


Address 





‘bout postcard, 
James dis 


so. An’ I aint know nothin’ 
but I gits me a letter from 
mawnin’.” 

“Is you!” Henry was learning something 
now. “What he say?” 

“He say Bumin’ham too small to hold him 
an’ Ocie. He aint know Ocie gwine die— 
and I aint never gwine tell him, neither, 
‘count whut else de letter say: Specially 
when de po-lice done got two white gent’- 
men in jail whut dey seen in James’ car de 
night befo’. But dem men wont tell whar 
at de car is.” 

“Mis’ Willis,” 
tors, “we is got to have a consultation ‘bout 
your husband. We understand everything 
except why he’s alive. There's evidences of 
enough cocaine in him to petrify a elephant. 
How he got it ought to be looked into after 
the post-mortem. We retires for a_ brief 
pe’iod now.” 

Henry itched with unsatisfied 
Also he smelled a rat. 

“Huh!” he grunted suddenly. “I und’- 
stands mo’ "bout dis High John dan I knows. 
Hair of de dawg whut bit him,” he con- 
tinued, “dat’s de med’cine us wants fo’ 
him.” 

“You talks foolishment,’ snapped 

Ie done been bit too much now.” 

“Ne’mind. You wait. An’ whut you say 
dat James write you?” 

“He say he aint comin’ back no mo’. He 
say Ocie too rough. He say Ocie pick on 
him so much dat las’ night he wuz in Bumin’ 
ham he jes’ ’bleeged to move ‘way. An’ he 
make writin’ in de letter dat if po-lice find 
he car, I can have hit—he make me present 
of hit free ‘ca’se he aint gwine come back 
in same town whar at Ocie is.” 

Henry pricked up his ears. “Say dat 
Mis’ Bella.” 

Bella said it. 

Henry grew 
death-chamber 

“Come wid me,” he urged. “Right 
back. I kin show you somepin now.” 


curiosity. 


Bella 


’g’in 


entirely too cheerful 


out 


AR in de shed all the time,” 

the returning voice of Henry a few 
moments later. “Hit git Ocie in sich a jam 
he has to git de High John. Now ev'thing 
straighten’ out: You gits a car jes’ same as 
you wanted. Ev’body fix fine but Ocie—and 
he always wuz kind o’ triflin’.” 

The doctors saved the situation by their 
return. Bella postponed her defense of Ocie 
to_hear their report. When she got it, she 
reached for a high note and began to scream 
In their opinion Ocie was a total loss on 
two counts. 

Ocie lay 
least not until— 

Henry leaned over the recumbent 
his lips close to the lifeless ear 

Crash went a window. Flash went 
awninglike pajamas, with Ocie inside 


still and heard nothing 


form, 


Ocie’s 
them 


| To the right and to the left parted the as- 


tonished crowd as the corpse dashed wildly 
through. 

“Gimme 
the dead. 
hit in my runnin’! 
let ‘im! 

Long had the dust of Ocie’s passage set- 
tled before Henry and the two doctors re 
stored to consciousness Bella, the newest 
auto-owner in Alabama 

“Name of de Lawd, boy!” she 
Henry with her first full breath thereafter. 
“Whut dat you put in dat li'l daid nigger’s 
ear?” 

“Aw, 
ful Henry 
M.Ds. “He be 


room!” 
“Gimme lots of room. 


Fo’ Gawd’'s sake, don’t 


nothin’ much,” explained the pride- 
modestly before the 
back befo’ long. I 


out to call in Doc’ Alexander in he case— 
and he better hurry!” 
Another of Arthur K. Akers’ joy- 
ous tales may be expected soon. 
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interrupted one of the doc- | 


for a} 


sounded 


At 


implored the voice from 
I needs | 


addressed | 


astounded | 
jes’ | 
whisper in he ear dat de doctors done gone 


— — 


‘Roarihg 


Bill 


A drama of tle moun- 
tains and of *hountain 
men that no reader 
will sdow forget. 


By WILLIAM 
BYRON MOWERY 


With this speeially memo 
rable story appéar many add: 
tional tales of equal merit- 
stories of range~and jungle, 
sea, and desext and mysteriow 
city byways—the best work 
of Harold Mac Grath, Frank 
Parker Stockbridge, Joseph 
Blethen, Will James, Cl 
ence Herbert New, Warren 
Hastings Miller, Agathe 
Christie, E. S. Pladwell a 
other able writers of clea 
vigorous and unusual fiction 


All in the May 
issue of— 
THE BLUE Book) 
MAGAZINE ow sil 


The Consolidated Magazines Corporati 
Publisher, 36 So. State St., 
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“The Russian lady—ah how 
she delights in the puff of a 
fragrant cigarette! Asa Rus- 
sian I have tried them all— 
thecigarettesof Cairo, Paris, 
London, Madrid—but here 
in my adopted country, 
America, I have found my 
favorite cigarette “TheLucky 
Strike.’ In addition to its 
lovely fragrance and won- 
derful flavor it has no bad 
effect upon my voice—so 
even when I go abroad I 
carry with me my little 
trunk of Luckies—and enjoy 
a puff from America.” 


Mays 


The Dramatic Actress, Nazimova 


says, “I have found my favori 
the Lucky Strike’ 


Lucky Strikes are mild and 
mellow—the finest cigarettes 
you ever smoked. They are 
made of the finest Turkish and 
domestic tobaccos, properly 
aged and blended with great 
skill, and there is an extra 
process in treating the tobacco. 
“It’s toasted”—no harshness, 
hot a bit of bite. 


4 (G 
“It’s toasted” 


Your Throat Protection 





- cigarette, 





Pace 184 


The Red Book Moa, 


a Parents 








HIS is a clumsy world 
wa)! for children. They are 
} constantly running in- 
to the barbed wires of 
our grown-up principles and con- 
ventions. Every year thousands 
of them get into trouble which 
brings them before the Juvenile 
Courts for punishment or wisely 
tempered mercy. Rarely are these 
unfortunate youngsters really bad. 
Nearly always the hidden cause 
behind their waywardness is lack 
of training or proper guidance at 
home. Oftentimes, physical con- 
ditions cause their abnormality. 
When health is restored the vi- 
cious tendencies often disappear. 








Warnvhearted men and women in all 
parts of the country are doing splendid 
work in helping to salvage these bits of 
human driftwood. Organizations have 
been formed which send volunteer 
representatives to the Juvenile Courts to 
take boys and girls on probation and so 
save them from slipping into lives of 
crime. The kindly folk who do this 
work are “friends at court” to these 
youngsters. 


Delinquent children are by no means 
found to come only from homes of 
poverty. From well-to-do and even rich 
homes have come children with tenden- 
cies toward crime which have amazed 
their parents. Too late these fathers 
and mothers learned that in reality they 
never had known their sons and 
daughters. 


May Day—Children’s Day 


May First has been set aside by the 
nation as a day on which mothers and 





fathers, philanthropists and __public- 
spirited men and women, interested in 
America’s future, join in one great pur- 
pose—the big, important work of check- 
ing up the health of the children of this 
country. 


It is a great forward step to set aside 
a definite day to have eyes,/ ears, 
noses, throats, and teeth examined for 
possible physical defects. | But why stop 
half-way? Examine minds just as thor- 
oughly for possible mental troubles. 


In May, then, after you good fathers and 
mothers have found out whether or not 
your children are sound and healthy, 
physically, you will want to have an 
old-fashioned, heart-to-heart talk with 


the youngsters and learn what @ 
who their 
and where they 


are thinking about, 
panions are, 
their time. 


More especially will you want to dod 
if you have ever spent i 
a few hours ih a Juvenile 
Court. where you will have 


learned.that the young 
offender, in nearly every 
instance, lands in court 
because of bad companions 
or want of proper home 
training. 

Lacking a friend at home, 
a child may need a friend 
at court. 
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Each year more than 200,000 children are brought before the 
Juvenile Courts charged with more or less serious offenses. 
Seventy-five per cent of all adult offenders begin their criminal 
careers before reaching the age of 21. The steps are fast from 
petty thieving to murder. 

In the three year period, 1923, 1924 and 1925, the homicide 
mortality rate in the United States mounted to the highest 
point ever recorded. 

In 1926 there were approximately 10,000 homicides. In 
recent years our homicide rate has been 600% greater than that 
of Canada and 1400% greater than that of England and Wales. 


Even the best of children develop tendencies hard for parents 
to understand. These faults, if uncorrected, may produce seri- 
ous consequences. As Judge. Arnold of the Juvenile Court of 
Cook County, Illinois, says, “The first job of a parent of a boy 
is to understand him, not only physically and morally, but 
emotionally.” 

The Metropolitan has prepared a booklet, “The Mind of the 
Child”. It may help you to deal fairly and wisely with your 
children in solving the many vexing problems that come up in 
connection with them. Send for it. It will be mailed without cost. 


HALEY FISKE, President. 
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